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Book

YOUTH IS THE SEED TIME

1

SHE leaned across her dressing table and gazed into the gilt

framed mirror on the wall. Strange, she thought, how much time you

can spend studying your own face, and then scarcely know it. Hei

nose, at least, never altered: it was short and straight: but everything els«

seemed to change with her mood. Her upper lip was thin, almost prim

her lower lip full and sensual; the lock she combed across the massive brov

was blond but the rest of her hair, which fell in waves below her shoulders

was chestnut. Her eyes were large, wide-set, deep blue, clear and penetrat

ing in their outward gaze though not always lucid within; tonight sht

was bappy, and the intruder who sometimes lurked behind them was

nowhere to be seen.

She felt herself under scrutiny, looked up into the right-hand cornei

of her mirror and caught her fifteen-year-old sister Ann’s eyes upon her.

‘Tor a girl who’s a prude with the boys,” Ann commented in her higt

voice, “you’re displaying what Ma calls an unconscionable amount ol

bosom,”

Mary gazed dowm at the rich blue Afrique silk; she had designed thf

gown herself, low off the shoulders, the short puffed sleeves overlaid witl

neediepoint. People rarely said she had a beautiful face, though they ofter

said she was lovely; but no one disputed that she had the most exquisite

shoulders and arms in Lexington, with no bones or hollows showing, onl)

full-bodied roundness and the warmest of flesh tones.

Looking upward in her mirror, she saw Ann furiously trying to bund
her undergarments.

“Don’t be impatient, Ann. You’ll blossom forth . . . someday.”

“Better make this dining pay, Mary. Ma says it’s your last . . . if yoi

don’t manage a proposal from Sandy.”

Stung this time, Mary whirled about,

“Mother said no such thing!”

Her voice rose from its usual low, self-possessed tone, the color pounder



upward in her scrubbed cheeks. More quietly she continued, “What you

may have heard her say is that she hopes the party will bring me a pro-

posal.”

“That’s the same thing, isn’t it'?”

“Only to you, Ann.”

She walked to the window overlooking the rear garden and coach house,

the lawn running all the way down to the little stream at the bottom of the

hill. In the west an orange sunset Hamed, while across the town fork of

Elkhoin Creek she could see the slight purplish tinge on tlie fields which

had earned them the name of Bluegrass country.

For a moment she reflected on how uncomfortable it still felt to call

her stepmother, Betsy Humphreys, Mother, then pondered on how wide

the divergence could be among four sisters of the same parents. Her

oldest sister, Elizabeth, who was married and living in Springfield, Illinois,

was like their mother had been: warmhearted, of a sunny, unchangeable

disposition. Though Elizabeth was only eleven and a half when their

mother died she had gathered the younger children to her, lavishing her

affection upon them. Her second sister, Frances, who was now liwng with

Elizabeth in Springfield, was reserved, taciturn. Her own face was a

weather vane: it was impossible for her to conceal anything she felt. And
here was Ann, her roommate, who liked to twist the meaning of people’s

words just enough to set them against one another.

There was the sound of slow plodding in the outside hall. Mammy Sally

opened the door. She was a big formless woman with hair pulled tautly

back from a receding brow, a full row of bottom teeth but not one upper

one. She had raised not only Mary and her sisters but their mother as well,

having been given as a wedding present to Eliza Parker Todd by Grand-

mother Parker. The old Negro woman wagged her head in approval as she

gazed at Mary's govm, the bodice gathered into a V at the waist, then

flaring out over the crinoline petticoats in bouffant fashion.

“Neat but not gaudy as the debil said when he painted his tail pea

•green.”.'

“Glad you like the new gown. Mammy Sally. I think I’ll wear the pearls

Father brought me from New Orleans.”

“Your own true love is downstairs, chile. I knowed you’d v^ant me to

tell you. Too bad he so old, or he propose tonight sure.”

Mary laughed; some eight years before, when she was twelve, her father

had bought her a white dancing pony; a few days later she had galloped

the mile and a half out Main Street to Ashland, the home of Henry Clay.

Mr. Clay had been at dinner with important political personages, just

prior to his leaving for the Congress in Washington City, but he had ex-

cused himself and come out to the front steps.



‘'Look at my new pony, Mr. Clay. Father bought him from those strolling

players that were stranded here last week.”

“He's spirited as his jockey.” Then he had lifted her down from the

saddle, saying, “You re just in time for dinner.”

They set a place for her between Mr. Clay and John J. Crittenden,

Speaker of the Kentucky House of Representatives, a handsome man with

dark gray eyes, an aquiline nose and beautifully sculpted head. She had
listened to a furious attack on President Andrew Jackson’s executive usurpa-

tion, his defiance of the Supreme Court, and the weakening of the legisla-

tive branch by his repeated vetoes. She had a good background for such

discussions: her father frequently brought her in to the dinner table during

dessert when he entertained Mr. Clay and other political associates.

During a lull she had exclaimed, “Mr. Clay, my father says you will be

the next president of the United States, I wish I could go to Washington
City and live in the White House.”

Mr, Clay had laughed. “Well, if ever I am president I shall expect Mary
Todd to be one of my first guests.”

She bowed with a formal nod of acceptance.

“I begged my father to be president, but he said he would rather see

you there. My father is a very peculiar man, Mr. Clay; I don’t think he

wants to he freddent,”

There was a burst of laughter from the men at the table, only Mr. Clay

remaining serious. She gazed up and said:

“If you were not already married, Mr. Clay, I would wait for you.”

Fastening the strand of small pearls around her neck, she ran lightly

down the carpeted stairs and stepped out onto the white limestone gravel

walk, stopping under a sycamore tree where she could see the men in the

pavilion. Flenry Clay was the center of attention; with him were his fellow

senator from Kentucky, Mr. Crittenden, young Richard Menifee, who now
represented Lexington in Congres.s, and her father. Robert Todd was forty-

eight years old, an attractive man except that he had been vouchsafed

almost no neck, his round head being set down between his shoulders. His

long black hair was combed over his ears, and he was handsomely gotten

up in a bell-shaped blue broadcloth coat, white linen trousers strapped

under his boots, with a high collar topping the ruffled lace shirt. He was

even-tempered except for an occasional flash of anger; and one of the hest-

dressed men in the Bluegrass, with superb taste in fabrics and jewelry. To
Mary he had bequeathed his temperament and tastes in foto, yet they had

always been close to each other in spite of this burden of similarity.

Seeing her under the sycamore, he called out in a muted voice which

seemed to originate in his mouth:

“Mary dear, come over and say hello to some old friends.”



She walked the rest of the path with her eager, vivacious step and found

herself held in Mr. Clay’s bony hands for a moment before being bussed

soundly on either cheek.

“Well, Miss Mary, it’s good to see you again,” he exclaimed heartily.

“You look lovelier every time I come back from Washington, Are you still

waiting for me}”

“Yes, I’m still waiting,” she replied, her eyes flashing mischievously,

. . for you to be elected president."

She sat down amidst the men who were so important a part of her

father’s life aird her own here in Lexington, listening to every word Mr.

Clay was saying. His voice had the power to penetrate a mountain, yet for

her it was ineffably sweet and moving. Seeing the thin reddish hair falling

over the sides of his head, the long bony irregular face, the enormously

outsized mouth, the dimpled chin, piercing gray-blue eyes and the long

skinny figure, it occurred to her how closely he resembled his archenemy,

Andrew Jackson, whom she considered to have unfairly kept Henry Clay

out of the White House.

, Richard Menifee came and sat beside her on the painted bench. She

had not seen him since her disappointment two years before at the Whig
convention in Harrodsburg when her father had been suggested as

lieutenant governor, and Menifee had gone before the meeting to ask

that the Todd name be withdrawn;

“Have you forgiven me yet, Mary?” he asked in a pleasant drawl. “It was

your father, you know, who made me do it.”

“You should never have listened to him.”

There was a reminiscence of anger in her voice. Her father put his arm

about her waist and said in a tight but affectionate tone;

“You have a hard time with me, don’t you, Mary?”

Yes, she sometimes did have difficulty in understanding her father. Son
of one of the six founders of Lexington, he had attended Transylvania

University, majored in Latin, Greek, logic and history, graduated with

honors. Though he had been licensed as an attorney when he was twenty

and was considered to have one of the ablest minds in Lexington, he had
never cared to practice what his daughter tliought to be the mo.st exciting

of professions, the law. Instead he was the owner of a grocery establish-

ment in town, w^oolen and hemp bagging factories in the country*', and
president of the Lexington Branch Bank of Kentucky, preferring to be a

manufacturer and raise sums of money for new ventures, declining to dis-

play the intellectual brilliance which fascinated her in men like Clay and
Crittenden.

The Todd butler came down the path carrying the ingredients for

mint juleps on a large silver waiter. While he began the ritual of pressing
the fragrant mint with the back of a spoon against the inside of a sterling
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goblet, the men plunged into a spirited discussion of the Whig convention

that was to be held in the fall, and the candidates most likely to come be-

fore it for the presidential nomination: Daniel Webster, General Winfield

Scott and William Henry Harrison. As Mary watched Nelson remove the

bruised leaves and half fill the cups with cracked ice before adding the

mellow bourbon which had been aging in oaken staves in the Todd cellar,

she told herself that these three possibilities would quickly be cast aside,

and Henry Clay nominated. Was he not the master of the Whig party,

its brains as well as its fighting spirit?

Nelson now stirred granulated sugar in chilled limestone water; with

the mixture smooth and silvery, he poured it on top of the ice, garnishing

the frosted brim with sprigs of mint. Clay took a sip, exclaiming;

“There’s no disputing it. Old Nelson makes the best mint julep in

Kentucky. Well have to take him with us to the White House.”

She flushed with pleasure at Clay’s use of the word “us”; that meant

Robert Todd would have an important position in the administration. His

avocation was politics: he had served as clerk for twenty-one years in the

Kentucky House of Representatives, and his home was the unofficial

headquarters of the Whig party in Lexington. Yet he had always been

content to work behind the scenes as a kind of business manager, neither

wanting nor seeking office.

Henry Clay will change all that, Mary thought. We will move to Wash-

ington and rent a fine house and entertain high society.

2

THE house was a blaze of light, the satin draperies of the front

parlor and family sitting room having been opened and the hanging

crystals sparkling from each of the six lighted lamps of the embossed brass

chandeliers. In the front and back parlors the tufted green brocade sofas

had been pushed against the walls on either side of the fireplace.

Mary walked up the four stone steps that led off the carriage drive and

entered the wide front door with its hand-carved panels. In spite of the

underlying tension between them, Mary had a deep-rooted respect for her

stepmother, Betsy Humphreys Todd. She recalled her saying: “It takes

seven generations to make a lady.” Mary had to concede that this home and

garden were the creations of a lady of taste, doubly so since it had originally

been William Palmateer’s tavern which Robert Todd had bought at a

bankruptcy proceeding. Betsy had converted the spacious brick building

into a charming towm house with twelve-foot ceilings, the doors set in



molded frames, fireplaces with carved wood mantels in each of the down-

stairs rooms as well as the bedrooms above,

As she had a dozen times between the age of eight, after her lather had

remarried, and her present age of twenty, Mary asked herself, Might vve

have loved each other if Grandma Parker had not set us children against

herr For years Betsy lived in an aura of not being wanted. Could that not

make her look, forward to the day .when we would be married . . . and

gone? Betsy Vv'ould not come downstairs tonight; she had not yet recovered

from the birth of her sixth child, but Mary Imew that this was not the real

reason. She was remaining upstairs to give Mary the full pleasure of being

hostess at her own party.

She heard the musicians tuning up in the back parlor, from which the

green velvet chairs had been moved into the hall, along with the carved

cherrywood sofa. Reuben, Henry and George, the famous trio that be-

longed to Colonel Graham and played for the summer season at Graham

Springs, were tuning their violin and guitar to the notes of the pianoforte.

She hade tliem welcome, then indicated the number of the newly fashion-

able waltzes she wanted interspersed among the cotillions, round dances

and reels.

“I think it might be amusing to start with a grand march, as though w'e

were an enormous ball at Monsieur Giron’s,”

'We ready to strike up any time you say, Miss Todd,”

There was the sound of a lone horseman riding up to the front door.

She heard Sandy McDonald’s voice.

McDonald was of medium height, with sand-colored hair and eyes, and

, a sandy complexion with a m}T:iad of freckles, a few of which spilled down
from his cheeks onto his lips. His coloring and his Scotch ancestry had

gained him the name of Sandy; only the registrar at Transylvania Uni-

versity knew that his Christian name was Thomas.

"Good evening, Sandy. My, but you look resplendent in that new buff

waistcoat and powder-blue coat.”

"Made specially for your party, ma’am. Also to take back with me to

Mississippi. I’ll be the green-eyed envy of every man in the county,”

It was now ten o’clock, and the open carriages began rolling into the

driveway from Main Street, The first to arrive was her good friend Mar-
garet Wickliffe, wearing a light blue antique moir6 and her mother’.s

diamond earrings. With her was her fiance, William Preston, who had
recently been admitted to the bar in Louisville. Next came Isabella Bodley,

dressed in heat^ white silk, the shirt trimmed with ermine and rows of

scarlet bands embroidered in gold. Isabella had boarded with Marv at

Madame Mentelle’s finishing school from the time they were fourteen

until they were eighteen. Her escort was a young French student, Jacques
Barye. Catherine Trotter, another former school friend, had ju.st returned
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from a visit to New Orleans and had her hair piled high on top of her

head in the Creole fashion, wearing wild-rose skirts almost twelve feet in

circumference. Margaret Stuart, her cousin, arrived with young Thomas
Crittenden; the youngest of the three daughters of Dr. Elisha Warfield,

the Todd family physician, was escorted by Robert Wicidiffe. Most of the

young men were Transylvania University students.

The house was filled with laughter and high spirits. Mary felt intensely

alive; she loved receiving at fonrial parties. Her pleasure at being sur-

rounded by these close friends made her eyes sparkle, the magnificently

formed shoulders and bosom caught admiring glances from everyone. She

knew intuitively how to welcome people: the warm clasp of the hand, the

light kiss on the cheek, the interested question, the appreciative word about

a new gown or waistcoat

They stood about in a wide circle in the front parlor while Tom Critten-

den told the story he had read in that morning’s Observer about the man
on the way to his wedding who said to his bride-to-be:

“I have not told you all of my mind. I shall insist on three thirtgs: I shall

lie alone, I shall eat alone, I shall find fault with you wdien there is no

occasion for it.” His bride-to-be replied that she accepted the conditions,

adding, "If you lie alone, I shall not; if you eat alone, I shall eat first; and

as for your finding fault without occasion, I shall take care that you shall

never want occasion.” »

At a quarter past ten the last couple arrived. Mary flicked her handker-

chief at Reuben, the music started and she and Sandy led the grand march,

winding through the two parlors, the hallway, her father’s library and the

family sitting room. Then the band went into a round dance, with the

guests wheeling and turning, circling the length of the two parlors. Mary

moved through the figures with tireless grace and enjoyed dancing with

each young man as much as the other.

Promptly at midnight, after the trio had played several encores of the

popular Circassian Circle, Nelson opened the doors of the dining room.

The red walnut table had been extended its full length, the dining-room

chairs with their black satin-upholstered seats were arranged around the

wails for the buffet. A dozen candles in silver candelabra illumined the

damask tablecloth, and on it the silver bowls of iced melon, preserved meats

from France, chilled oysters, trays of sliced turkey and bickory-cured bam;

and from the confectioner, Monsieur Giron, meringues and macaroons in

filmy sugar webbing. Nelson circulated among the group with a tray of

frosted glasses filled with champagne.

After the first pangs of hunger had been satisfied the talk centered upon

the following day’s Commencement at Transylvania; the girls recalled the

debates of the Adelphi and the Union Philosophical Societies which they

had attended in a body, the spring races where the boys had bet each other



“hailstorms and snowstorms” on their favorite horses, and the plays they

had seen: Shakespeare's Merchant of Venice, Washington Irving’s Spectre

Bridegroom, such comedies as The Dumh Belle and Family Jars. The men

discussed their days of study, their prospects for the future.

Mary put aside her meringue, her face serious, the bright light fading

from her eyes. Toniorrorv w?ould be Commencement for her too. There

would be no academic procession, no Morrison Chapel filled w'ith admiring

relatives and friends, no learned professors making speeches, no president

handing her a diploma with her name in gold letters. Nevertheless she

was completing her education tomorrow, and no one could say that she

had not worked as diligently as any of these young men sitting about

No one could say? Of course no one could say , . . because no one

knew! For two years after she had left Madame Mentelle’s she had fol-

lowed the academic courses given by Transylvania, doing the assignments,

studying the textbooks, writing the compositions, discussing the moot

points with her former schoolmaster, Dr. John Ward, who alone knew of

hex plan.

She looked up, her eyes traveling among the faces of her student friends.

Most of them had been flattered by her interest in their books and studies,

but several had asked why she bothered, since such matters as logic and

history could hardly be worth a pretty girl’s time. Well, it W'as an innocent

enough deception; and now it was over,

Sandy, sitting next to her, asked:

“Why so silent, Mary?”

'Just thinking. . .

He leaned closer.

“Come outside with me. I’d like to talk to you.”

3

THEY stood in the center of the bridge at the foot of the Todd
garden, their shoulders touching lightly. Sandy was talking about River

View, the McDonald manor house in Mississippi; his father had died at

Easter, and as the only son he would be taking over the management of the

big plantation.

“It’s surrounded by huge oaks, and has elegant Doric columns with deep
shade galleries around three sides. The rooms are eighteen (bet high, with

French windows that lead to the gardens. It needs redecorating: the wall-

paper is old-fashioned, and I think you would want to take out the heavilv
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carved mantels. There’s plenty of money for the work, and Mother would

afford you an entirely , free hand. . .

She felt a little faint . . . Sandy was proposing to her. How right, she

thought, how well he knew her, to offer her the redoing of a stately manor

house.

. . crops are up to the master,” he went on, "but everything else re-

volves about the mistress of the house. The happiness of everyone depends

on her, not only her own family but the two hundred slaves as well. She’s

tire chatelaine, carrying the keys to the storerooms, training the picka-

ninnies, managing the gardens, the cooks, chambermaids, supplying medi-

cines and nursing. It’s a life of . . . responsibility . . . but one that you

have the talents for.”

He turned her around, his hands gripping her shoulders in a gesture

containing more ardency than any he had shown in their long friendship.

"Mary, let’s be married tomorrow after Commencement. I’ve already

spoken to Monsieur Giron; he says that for you he will stage the most

brilliant wedding supper and hall ever seen in Lexington, We’ll invite the

whole class ...”

She put her cheek on his and found to her surprise that she was crying.

Sandy felt the tears.

"I hope you’re crying because you're happy, Mary.”

She slipped back, brushed her cheek upward to dry it, then stood gazing

over his .shoulder to where the Todd house stood above them, glowing

brilliantly in the night.

"Sandy dear, I think it’s . ,
.
gratitude: this is my first proposal.”

"The first! But why? You’re the most exciting girl in the Bluegrass.”

Why indeed? she asked herself. Was it because she had never been

seriously interested in the young men? Or because they had not been in-

terested in her? As a Todd she had gone everywhere, been welcome

throughout the Bliiegrass; for some five years now she had attended all the

parties, picnics, dinners, balls, mingled with the Transylvania students and

professors. She had liked the young boys she grew up with, they had

wonderful times together. She had watched her schoolmates from Men-

telle’s fall in love, marry. Yet she had never been a genuine belle. Why?
W’as it because she had remained unmoved . , . unready?

Hadn’t that been the case with Desmond Fleming? Though only

twenty-six, Desmond had begun to win recognition for himself as a horse

breeder; he owned two hundred acres of rolling pastureland and had built

attractive white stables at one end of his own track. She had met him at the

Grand Farewell Ball given by the gentlemen and their ladies from Texas,

Louisiana, Mississippi and Alabama. A few days before, she had gone to

Monsieur Giron’s to buy some pastries and he had taken her upstairs to

show her the decoration scheme for the big ball. She gasped as she walked



through the three ballrooms with their polished cherry folding doors opened

wide to the frescoed ceiling, for Monsieur Giron had painted his walls with

orange trees in bloom. Mary might almost have been standing in the midst

of a southern orange grove.

She went quickly to O'Rear and Berkeley s to buy materials, then sent a

boy to summon the family seamstress. Her gown for the ball 'would have

a wide orange satin skirt with embroidered green leaves over ruffled petti-

coats, a large green leaf across the bodice, and at her bosom a cluster of

brilliant gold oranges.

Even with the seamstress' help she had to work very hard to complete

the outfit in time, hut it was worth all the rush and trouble, for everyone

was starded at how perfectly she fitted in with the decorative theme. The

gown brought her not only compliments but a good deal of fun and a

fusillade of invitations to waltz.

But above all, Desmond Fleming was smitten. He was the best-looking

man there, with his head of blond curls, the chiseled features with the air

of careless arrogance, and the too tight clothes that displayed his lines in

bas-relief. He circled around her several times, then took her arm and led

her onto the iron-lace balcony overlooking Mill Street.

She did not particularly care for light-complexioned men; she preferred

dark-haired men with dark impenetrable eyes and something mysterious to

be grappled for. Nevertheless she had known from the way they taunted

each other that there was some basis for attraction. At a Wickliffe birthday

party a few nights later, in the midst of an elegy about a magnificent mare

he had just bought, she interrupted:

‘There’s no use giving me an anatomy lecture about the mare, Des, I

hardly know a forelock from a fetlock,”

'The only way you’d be interested in a horse,” he had cried, nettled,

"would be if I could get him inside the covers of a book. What can you
find in a book that’s not plainer in life?”

“'"‘The odds on Grey Eagle against Wagner in the big race.”

He flushed, looking down at the little publication he had stuffed into

his coat pocket. Then he laughed.

"All right, I’m horse crazy. But you’re house crazy. Just the difference of

one little letter ...”

This time she had been caught off guard, her left eyebrow shot up to

give her a puzzled expression, and there it would stay until the disputed

point was settled.

"Architecture is one of the great arts . .

”

“Why, Mary Todd, do you think it doesn’t take great art to produce a

champion? Any carpenter can build himself a house in a few months, but
it takes years to build a blood strain in thoroughbreds.” He seized her and
whirled her about in a long and breath-taking waltz. "It never occurred to
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me before, but it must have taken quite a few generations to develop that

championship form in you, too.”

“I see my stock is rising, now that you’ve entered me in the same cate-

gory as your beloved horses.”

She had seen him every day for the next week; at outdoor dances at

neighboring plantations, watching the bringing in of the crops, riding over

the bluegrass on his young horses. There had been a few flirtatious em-

braces, and one fierce kiss as they rested under a group of beeches with the

fragrance of wild grapes and crab apples in their nostrils. That same after-

noon he asked:

“Mary, my parents are away, and there is an important group of horse

buyers coming in from Nashville. Would you be my hostess for Sunda\'

dinner?”

“Why yes, Des, Td be happy to. Suppose you make a list of the men,

with a little hit about their personalities ...”

She greeted each of the guests by name, asking a. question or two about

their own farms and stables. From her seat at the head of the table her

gaiety was infectious; but by way of preparation she had made certain that

each man had the kind of partner he would enjoy; next to the one who
talked constantly she placed Susan Blackman, an accomplished listener;

to a slim quiet man she had given Fern Hadley, a seasoned talker. From

the foot of the table Desmond flashed her a look of gratitude.

Relaxing for the first time as the dessert was being brought in, she

realized that she might as well have been dining in a foreign country for

all she understood of what was being said: the blood stock of Colonel Bu-

ford, the Orange Boy stallion. Sir Leslie by Sir William, dam by Buzzard,

the condition of the courses at Harrodshurg and Charleston, the qualities

of the water from the limestone springs that gave the Bluegrass horses their

strong bones.

It was late when she stood at the open doorway bidding the guests good-

bye. Desmond rested his arm lightly upon her shoulder. She had a deep

feeling of contentment and tranquillity: this was her home, these were

her guests, this was her husband standing beside her.

As her own carriage was brought around from the stables, Desmond took

her in his arms, kissed her on the lips.

“Mary Todd, if those men don’t buy half my stables tomorrow, it cer-

tainly won’t be your fault.”

Flis arms tautened, pressing her to him. If she wanted a proposal now,

this very moment, she needed only to return his embrace.

Was this the answer to her problems . . . and her dreams? From early

childhood she had known what kind of man she wanted; conventional

good looks had never had any importance for her. She had worshiped men
with first-rate minds, men who knew the inside workings of the civilized



world: the prototype of a Henry Clay, yes, and much as she disagreed with

his politics, of an Andrew Jackson. She wanted the young version, the

beginner, but always and ever she had thought in terms of a fighter, a man

ambitious to serve in the broad turbulent world.

For a moment she clung to Desmond, then slipped out of his arms and

started toward her carriage. The cool night air was good on her face. She

felt the freedom that comes from a decision unalterably made, and re-

solved not to fall into any more traps, particularly those she laid herself.

She brought her attention back to Sandy.

“I don’t k^now why this is my first proposal, Sandy. Perhaps it is be-

cause I have never loved anyone.”

"You've been a good friend to me, Mary,”

'Tve truly liked you better than any boy IVe known. But I’m afraid

IVe been dishonest ...”

"Now, Mary, I know your faults: those fiery bursts of temper, the witty

remarks that are sometimes cruel. But you’re never dishonest.”

"Sandy, I was hurt and angry because Transylvania wouldn’t let a

woman inside its sacrosanct portals, and so I took those courses by myself.

Perhaps you wouldn’t have become so interested in me if you had known
why I was seeing you so often.”

"Why, Mary, I knew all along.”

She stared at him in disbelief, two red spots appearing on her forehead,

'Y'ou couldn’t have! I’ve never uttered a word. Don’t tell me that every-

one else in town knows too?”

"I don’t think so. I found the key at the very beginning; if I hadn't

known, hovt^ could I have been so helpful?”

Her expression was crestfallen, her shoulders sagged.

"Oh dear. I’ve been so obvious . , . when I thought I’d been so clever!”

Sandy shrugged this off as a matter of no importance, then cupped her

face in his hands, gently.

'"Mary, you always have gaiety about you: if you can’t find it, you create

it. I like that because I’m a little on the . . . dull side . . . myself . .

She thought, Oh, Sandy, that’s what I want too . . . excitement about

me!

. . of course I could hardly blame you for being unwilling to leave

Lexington,” he added wistfully, "it must be the most beautiful town in the

country, set in these soft rolling hills . .

Did she love Lexington so much that she would be unwilling to leave it?

She took pride in its title "Athens of the West,” with its fine university,

library, schools, bookstores, debating societies, theatres, musical organiza-

tions. Not only was it the social and fashion center of the state but, because
of Henry Clay’s residence there, it was the political storm center as well. It

was a town whose streets were paved with crushed limestone rock, shaded

12



by rows of locusts, filled with carriages, gigs, barouches at all hours of the

day. It was meticulously clean. The brick houses were spacious, surrounded

by trees and green shrubbery. Visitors from New York, Boston and Phila-

delphia assured them that in matters of taste, social grace, comfort and the

elegance of interior furnishings, Lexington stood up with the finest in the,

country. Strange how one’s birthplace could hold one’s roots, yet have no

room for the flowering growth.

In the silence there came the sound of clanking metal and soft moaning.

It was a coflle of slaves passing in front of the Todd house, separated only

by the width of the sidewalk, the men manacled two abreast and con-

nected by heavy iron chains that extended the length of the line, the

women tied by the hand two by two, some of them carrying sleeping chil-

dren. They would have been on the road for some twenty hours, the

Lexington slave jails being the next stop before they could find rest. For

six years now, ever since they had moved into this house on Main Street,

she had watched these slave gangs being pushed along the road. The sight

never failed to arouse terror within her; over by the creek there was a mark

on the fence so that runaway slaves would know that here was a place

where they could find victuals and sanctuary. Her parents knew nothing

of this: her father, who traded with the deep south, would have felt

obliged to protest. She and Mammy Sally kept their secret well.

She looked up into Sandy's face.

“No, Sandy, I could leave Lexington ... if there were a force strong

enough to draw me elsewhere.”

“And I am not that force’?”

He was hurt. She leaned up and touched her lips to his cheek. Her

voice was low now, and filled with her own bewilderment.

“We’ve been good friends. But oh, Sandy, mustn’t love be more than

that?”

4

THE breakfast bell awoke her promptly at eight. She sprang out

of bed and pushed aside the red twill hangings; yes, it was a clear da)' for

the graduation. She poured some water from the pitcher into the bowl on

the marble-topped stand, washed her hands and face and vigorously

brushed her hair to make it light and fluffy. Before slipping into her

mousseline-de-laine robe she stole an appraising look at her figure as re-

flected in the dressing-table mirror. All of the Todds had a tendency toward

plumpness, and she frequently had to forgo Monsieur Giron’s pastries as



well as Aunt Chaney’s candied yams in order to preserve her slim waist-

line. By crouching down a little she could see her face; it was by no means

the heart shape which the young gentlemen of the Bluegrass considered

the most desirable, but with its pink complexion, her blue eyes large and

set off by long silken lashes, it was intensely alive and expressive. She

reached into her ribbon box and selected a gold bow to tie to the single

gold strand of hair which crossed her forehead.

She enjoyed waking up in this room. Two years before, when she had

returned from a visit with Elizabeth in Springfield, her father had per-

suaded her stepmother to let her decorate it to her own taste. When it was

completed as a combination bedroom-sitting room, with deeply flounced

twill draperies, the same dark red material at the top of the Sheraton four-

poster, the striped gold and blue silk of the tailored bedspread and the

chaise longue, Betsy commented dryly that it was too rich for her taste.

Mary and her father admitted to each other that the room was perhaps a

sou'pgon overdressed; and that they loved it that way!

She went to the big window at the front of the hall to see what excite-

ment might be abroad on Main Street. Across the road, in front of the

Maxwell house, she recognized Dr. Warfield’s gig. Mrs. Maxwell must be

taken again. Her mind flashed back to the Fourth of July that she had

gone out to Fowler’s Garden to a barbecue and to hear Henry Clay make
a speech. She was only six and a half, and had not understood a word of

it, but his voice and presence were compelling. Then, just before the bar-

becue, she had suddenly been brought back to town. The one-horse gigs

of Dr. Warfield and Dr. Dudley stood before the door; that in itself was

peculiar. Her mother was having a baby, but Mammy Sally delivered all

the children.

That night she was put to sleep in her grandmother's house, and

awakened to the sound of weeping. She ran to the window and saw that

pillowcases had been hung on the clothesline in the back yard. That meant
someone was dead. It must be the new baby, like her brother Robert, who
had been born when she was two, and then died the following summer.
Later, when she went into her own home, unseen, she heard her aunt

Maria say:

“Nelson, please hitch up the carriage and deliver the funeral tickets.”

She wondered, What is a funeral ticket? In the front hall she saw a

pile of cards with black borders, picked one up:

Yourself and family are respectfully invited to attend the funeral of Mrs,
Eliza P,, Consort of Robert S. Todd, Esq., from his residence on Short
Street, this Evening at 4 o'clock, July 6, 182,5,

From that hour, and particularly after her father’s remarriage, everything
had changed.



The doctor came out of Mrs, Maxwell’s bouse, putting an end to her

reverie. She saw Old Nelson coming toward the house, shoving before him
a wheelbarrow heaped with choice meats, fruits and vegetables. She
crossed the hall to the children’s bedroom to get two-and-a'Iialf-year-old

Emilie out of bed. Emilie was the beauty of the family, she and Mary were

the closest friends among all the half brothers and" sisters. Emilie’s blue

eyes lighted up at the sight of Mary. Mary washed Emilie’s face and hands

with a cloth, brushed her reddish-blond hair, put a gingham dress on her

and then hoisted the child onto her left shoulder, holding her securely

while she walked down the stairs and into the dining room.

Her father had already left for business, Betsy was not yet down. Seated

around the table were her half sisters Margaret, aged ten, and Martha,

aged six, also her two handsome half brothers, Samuel, who was nine, and

David, seven. Ann never got up for breakfast; her own fourteen-year-old

brother George, in whose birth her mother had died, ate in the kitchen as

part of some secret and unsocial life he had set out for himself, perhaps

the better to conceal his stutter. She was given a robust welcome by the

little ones:

“.
. . beautiful party . ,

.” "So pretty, Mary.” . . naughty Mary, we
saw your ankles . . .

!”

She helped herself from the queen’s-ware bowl of fresh-cut fruits.

Despite her underlying uneasiness with her stepmother, her love for these

fresh-faced youngsters was greater than for her full sisters and brothers,

Elizabeth excepted. The close relationship with her own brothers, which

she had yearned for, had been impossible these past years with Levi drink-

ing steathly and young George sulking down hallways the moment anyone

came into sight. And so she had turned to bright-faced, dark-haired Samuel,

and pert-nosed, red-haired David for her companionship, going for long

horseback rides with them, and reading stories to them at night.

In a moment Mary heard her stepmother’s light yet determined step on

the stair. She thought:

That’s the step of a W'oman looking for information, not breakfast.

Betsy Todd came into the room wearing a purple velvet dressing robe.

Mary had never been able to learn her stepmother’s exact age, but she

judged her to be around thirty-eight. Betsy parted her hair in the middle,

then combed it forward in a wave on either side. Mary had never con-

sidered her pretty: her nose was too long and bony, her mouth thin and

severe, but she had to acknowledge that it was a face attractive for its ever

present intelligence. A woman of rigid moral character, she never had done

anything less than her total duty to the six motherless cliilciren she had

inherited, even while bearing six of her own.

Betsy Humphreys w^as an avid reader, well versed in national politics,

two of her uncles being United States senators, and was always giving



Mary new volumes of poetry for her birthday, such as Robert Burns or

the Elegant Extracts. Invariably for Christinas she gave her stepdaughter

a package of books on European travel, sometimes having to write months

in advance to London and Paris for these volumes: a history of Scotland

by Sir Walter Scott; volumes about England, Ireland and France; the

Letters of Madame de S^vign6; Dresden’s The Art of Traveling Comfort-

ably; and a good many others that now filled her upstairs shelves.

Betsy had barely entered the room when she asked:

“You didn’t accept him'?”

“No, Mother, I couldn’t.”

“Frankly, I’m disappointed. Sandy comes from such a fine family.

“You wouldn’t have me marry a man I didn’t love?”

“There is such a thing as closing your mind to love.”

“Flow does one do that?”

“By insisting upon remaining a schoolgirl. Are you sure you’re not wait-

ing for a knight in shining armor?”

“I don't think I’m a foolish romantic. It’s just that I’m in no hurry. Need

Ibe?”

Mrs. Todd’s eyelids flared, but she quickly regained her composure.

“That's a clever question, Mary. No, you needn’t hurry. This is your

home and no one will force you out of it.”

A feeling of compassion for her stepmother swept over Mary: for six years

Besty had lived in the house and slept in the bed of the first Mrs. Todd.

That could never have been easy for her; and Mary knew that it had been

made more difficult by being obliged to live these years on West Short

Street next door to Grandmother Parker, whose implacable hatred of Betsy

for having replaced her dead daughter had poisoned her well of days. Even
when Betsy finally had persuaded her husband to bid for Palmateer’s

tavern, Robert Todd had found it necessary to sell .some of his first wife’s

land in order to have the cash to buy and renovate the new house. Mary
put her hand out, covering her stepmother’s hand where it lay white and

thin on the table cover.

Mrs. Todd picked up the Observer to read aloud

:

“Mrs. D. Bartholtz, from Baltimore, Maryland, respectfully infonns the

citizens of Lexington that she proposes opening a seminary for young
ladies on the first Monday in May at the schoolnxjms of the Reverend

J. Ward.”

'Tm glad, Mary, for your sake that Dr. Ward is through with teaching. I

think he was the last obstacle in your way.”

“Of what, Mother?”

"Of taking your place in the adult world.”

“But I’m only twenty.” Her voice had raised several tones. She tried to
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quiet it. “The day will come for me. And when it does, Fll rush out to meet

it, eagerly.”

5v:'

SHE donned a lemon-colored organdy frosted with ruffles, took a

pair of linen gloves from her bureau and a new London straw bonnet

trimmed with a lemon ribbon, then began the familiar walk to school. First

.she passed P, G. Smith’s store, which sold paints, varnishes, perfumes and

cosmetics; across the street was McLear & O’Connell, with their window
full of sugar, coffee and spices. She stopped for an instant in front of

Chew & Company to look at some French and Indian cloth that had just

arrived, then crossed Main and took the slight uphill grade of North Mill

Street.

Dr. Ward’s Academy was a large red brick building on the corner of

Market and Second streets, kitty-corner from the open field called College

Lot. As she walked down the deserted central hall she saw on either side

the classrooms in which she had spent seven years, from the time she was

eight until she had graduated at the age of fourteen. The highly regarded

girls’ schools in Lexington such as the Female Seminary or the Green Hills

Boarding School advertised that “much care and exertion wall be used to

inculcate opinions, feelings and manners.” Most Lexington parents had

looked skeptically upon Dr. Ward’s experiment of trying to educate young

boys and girls inside the same walls, but Robert Todd had seized it as an

opportunity to secure a real education for Mary.

Every school morning she had had to rise before five o’clock, dress by

candlelight and make her way through the frequently icy streets in order

to complete the necessary recitations before breakfast. At the end of the

first year some of the parents had withdrawn their daughters, exclaiming:

“Dr. Ward will end by making our girls unwomanly.”

In Lexington this w^as akin to indecence; once she had became un-

womanly a girl was lost to all hope of husband and home.

Mary went up the flight of steps to the cubicle Dr. Ward had made

available to her for these past two years. She went to the window and

opened it from the bottom, letting the warm spring air flood the tiny room

with its single table, chair and revohang bookstand. As she pushed the

.stand around, her mind reviewed her earlier years of study when she had

tried so hard to be the best student in the class but had always been sur-

passed by at least one and sometimes two or three of the hoys. She re-

membered these years with a sense of exhilaration, not only because of the



ever present competition and challenge but because Dr. Ward had pushed

her fast-growing mind to the outside limit of its capabilities.

Wlien she was thirteen she was graduated from Ward's Academy, her

fatlier bought the Main Street house, and her sister Elizabeth married

Ninian W. Edwards, a law student at Transylvania and the son of the

first territorial governor of Illinois. Robert Todd knew what Mary would

be feeling at losing Elizabeth; he quickly entered her in the select boarding

school of Madame Victorie Charlotte LeClere Mentelle. Mary had been

happy about everything at Mentelle’s from the first Monday morning when

Nelson had driven her up in the carriage and deposited her bags on the

piazza of the low, rambling ivy-colored school located across from the

entrance to Henry Clay's Ashland.

Monsieur Augustus Waldemare Mentelle and his wife were refugees

from the French Revolution, Monsieur having been histographer to King

Louis XVI. Though the Mentelles advertised that “no pains would be

spared in developing the graces and manners of the young ladies sub-

mitted to their care," Mary had classes in French literature and the French

language, English literature and composition, an hour of instruction each

day at the piano and another in the spoken drama, through which the

Mentelles had skillfully exorcised her southern drawl without decreasing

the rich tonal qualities of her voice.

At night, since no guests were allowed, Madame Mentelle sat down at

the pianoforte. Monsieur Mentelle took out his violin and there were

hours of practice in the latest and most fashionable cotillions, round and

hop waltzes, galopades, Mohawks, Spanish, Scottish, Tyrolienne dances

and the beautiful Circassian Circle,

Mary’s intensive study under Dr. Ward had borne fruit at Mentelle’s;

she finished the first year with the highest mark of her class. During the

following three years she was given the lead in the plays of Molike,

Corneille and Racine which w'ere staged for the families and friends of the

students, and she was voted the most popular, fun-loving girl in the school.

When she graduated at eighteen and a half, Robert Todd was so de-

lighted with her winning both the scholastic and activities prizes that he

gave her carte blanche for a new wardrobe of gowns, slippers, hats, gloves,

perfumery, mantles; and a trip to Springfield, Illinois, to visit her married

sister Elizabeth,

In the fall of that year she had gone to Dr. Ward and asked if she might
use one of his rooms overlooking Transylvania while she tried to follow the

university courses.

She heard footsteps on the stairs, as light as falling autumn leaves. Dr.

Ward came into the room, both hands extended in greeting, a mist of white
hair curled about his head. He always had dressed in a nondescript blue-

black suiting, but never on any two succeeding days had he worn the same
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suiting o£ the mind, appearing before his students with gaily colored intel-

lectual enthusiasms and fresh approaches to human knowledge.

John Ward, a native of Connecticut, had been an Episcopal bishop of

North Carolina before his health failed. He had come west to Lexington in

the hope of recouping his vigor. For Mary he was the embodiment of her

favorite ancestor, Reverend John Todd, a Presbyterian minister who had
organized a school in Virginia of such high scholastic standing that it at-

tracted students from all over the nation; her three grand-uncles and grand-

father had been educated there. It was this same John Todd who had gone

before the Virginia legislature and secured the original charter that brought

Transylvania Seminary into existence, and who had sent a considerable

portion of his own books across the Alleghenies in saddlebags to make sure

the young college would have a good starting library.

There was the sound of music coming from Morrison Chapel. Mary and

Dr. Ward stood by the window, listening. Below her she could see the

students of the Class of 1839 rushing along College Lot in their dress suits

for the exercises. Noting the hard look in her eyes, Dr. Ward said:

“I’m sorry I have no parchment to emboss with the name of Mary Todd.

Had you been born a man ...”

She stretched her hands in front of her, palms outward as though to

close out the view of the campus.

“Perhaps I made a mistake in coming back to Lexington from my visit

to my sister in Springfield? I didn’t want to become an . . . exile; and

yet, in a way, haven’t I become a pariah in my own town? Aren’t people

beginning to say that all this study has made me unwomanly?”

Below them the Lexington Guard in their blue uniforms with red

facings, bell-buttons and jaunty red cockades floating from their black

hats, the same uniform her father had worn when he marched away with

the Fifth Kentucky Regiment in the War of 1812, was beginning to as-

semble for the exhibition drill which would be held after Commencement.

“Today I will lock my doors for the last time,” said Dr. Ward quietly,

“and you will step out into the street with no more study or plans to shore

up the future.” He gazed for a moment at his thin parchmentlike fingers.

“For me it’.s truly the end, Mary, but for you it’s the beginning. You must

never give up.”

“Give up . . . what?” She was more astonished than he at the full

volume of confusion so openly confessed in her voice. “Where does a

woman turn? Where does she start? Can I become a lawyer, doctor, archi-

tect"'
?”

“I wanted to become a great clergyman, but my health failed . . . and

so I filled my life training children. I would rather have been your teacher

than your preacher; in the long run I think I shall have accomplished



“You mean that the accidents of fate are not as important as the cer-

tainties of character?”

.
.
perhaps you will have to create your place in the world through

a husband, or a son. Do not despise this approach ... if it is all that is

open to you. You must leave now, Mary, or President Marshall will begin

his peroration and they’ll lock the chapel doors. You may be a long time

finding out what life holds in store for you, but in the final accounting

your life will be good, it will be profoundly rewarding."

“Thank you, Dr. Ward. You have just presented me with a gold-em-

bossed diploma.”

6

WHEN the Commencement was over Mary bade her companions

au revoir and started toward home, so filled with the emotions of the morn-

ing that she made no effort to return by her usual route; it was not until

she found that the block on Market between Church and West Short was

filled with a row of buggies and surreys with their shafts turned upward

that she realized this was the stipulated Monday when the justices of the

peace converged on the Lexington courthouse to handle the month’s cases,

and the population for thirty miles around poured into town for the fes-

tivities.

Market Street quickly emptied into Gheapside; she had to wind her way
through the improvised furniture stalls selling beds and secondhand stoves,

then secondhand plows, axes, harnesses, the menders of glass, tinware and

cane chairs, old women selling jars of molasses and sugar-cane sweetening.

Almost drowning them out were the medicine men in frock coats and

beaver hats rattling off the diseases which could be cured by one bottle of

their panacea.

Finding it difficult to move along the footway, she crossed to the clipped

lawn in front of the courthouse, but this was even worse because of the

jam of cows and their calves, brood mares with colts and hundreds of

horses being hawded at the top of someone’s voice for trade or sale. She
edged her way through the crowd of bargaining men, reached Main Street

and was about to turn for home when she saw them.

Her first impulse was to run as fast as she could, but she found her

feet dragging her to the large stile block in the southwest corner of the

square which had been built originally to help women get on or off their

saddle horses, but had been used for as many years as she could remember
as an auction block where Negroes were sold to the highest bidders.
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Her eyes went first to the auctioneer in his long hammer-tailed coat,

plaid vest, calfskin boots and white beaver hat set on the back of his head.

Standing in the street to one side of the block was the group of slaves that

had passed her house the night before. They were supposedly Kentucky
Negroes; six years before her father, Henry Clay, his cousin Cassius Clay

and their friends the Breckinridges and Crittendens had succeeded in

pushing through the legislature a bill prohibiting the importation of slaves

into the state for the purpose of resale. Since that time the slave jails had
been largely empty. Now over half a dozen of the towns leading slave

traders were standing in the front row, gazing upward at a young Negro
girl.

“Step up, gentlemen! Whatll you offer for this sprightly wench'? She’s

warranted sound in mind and body. She'll make you a good cook, washer

or ironer. Come, gentlemen. What do I bear?”

When the bidding opened low, the auctioneer continued, “Gome,

gentlemen, this is as likely a wench as we’ve had on this auction block in

many a court day, sound in limb,” yanking her dress up, “and sound in

wind,” ripping the dress down to her waist. “What am I bid?”

Mary lowered her head, remembering that first afternoon she had

returned on foot from Dr. Ward’s Academy with her satchel of books,

and had stumbled across the whipping post of black locust. She had

pushed her way to the front of the crowd and seen a sight from which

her eyes had never totally recovered; tied by his wrists to the ten-foot

locust post was a Negro, his back a mass of bleeding welts. She had stood

frozen in her tracks while the sheriff completed the sentence of “thirty-nine

lashes well laid on,” after which the man was cut down and the young

Negro woman with him was stripped of her dress above the waist, exposing

a brand on one breast, then was lashed to the post and a whip made of

twisted cowhide brought down across her scarred back.

She had heard someone scream; the adult faces were staring at her

strangely. Only then did she realize that the scream had come from her

own throat. Blindly she struck out of the crowd and ran all the wmy home,

her body jerking convulsively. They had put her to bed at once. Dr. War-

field had been summoned, but it was not until her father had returned

home and was sitting on the edge of the bed clutching her tightly to his

bosom that she told of what she had seen, Robert Todd gulped hard many

times.

“Father, why do they allow such things? Here in Lexington? Why do

people do this ... to other people?”

“Because they’re not considered people; they’re bought and sold like any

other property. They can be branded as horses are, or mules.”

“But can’t you stop it, Father?”

“We are trying, my darling; not a day goes by but that we work to get



rid of this dreadful thing that has been fastened upon us. i he American

Colonization Society is collecting money to send free men of color back

to Africa,’’

"But, Father, the free ones aren’t the ones who need help. It’s the ones

who can be whipped in the courthouse square . . . why doesn't your

.society send them back to Africa?”

The father dropped his arms from around the girl; his fingers lay out-

stretched at his sides in a gesture of futility. When he spoke his words

came hoarsely.

"Mary, these slaves are worth millions of dollars. We would have to

buy them from their owners. Where could we get so much money?” He
rose from the bed and paced the floor. “No one man can put an end to

.slavery,” »

"Father, can we get word to them that we don’t approve?”

".
. . no . . . their owner would take it as a personal affront. Mary,

these terrible things don’t happen too often; you have to put them out of

your mind and remember that the slaves are better treated here in Ken-

tucky than anywhere else in the country. No one you know beats his

slaves or brands them. Next to the slave trader the lowest of all men is the

one who is mean to his Negroes.”

Her mind came back to the present. Up above her the young girl had

been sold for four hundred dollars, and the auctioneer wms crying off the

girl’s niother, who was bid in for five hundred dollars for shipment to

Natchez. The father was sold for the slave markets of Mississippi. Lastly,

their eight-year-old son was put on the block and brought two hundred

dollars.

The family of four was about to be dragged off to separate jails; their

cries of anguish seemed to fill a great hollow inside her chest. She turned

away, but her arm w^as gripped from behind and a voice said sternly in

her ear:

“No, wait, and witness it all, then you’ll never again be able to li^ e a

whole day without striking some blow against this monstrosity.”

It was Cassius Clay, one of the Todd family’s closest friends,

“Cash, I’m so glad you’re here; I was about to faint.”

His strength seemed to enter her. She did not know whether it w'as

the sheer physical force of his tremendous hand on her forearm or the

having of someone at her side who had the courage to fight slavery out in

the open.

Cassius Clay, whose ancestral home was in Madison County, had
come to board with the Todds after his dormitory at Transylvania had
burned down. She had been only eleven then, and Cassius had been
twenty, but he had never treated her as a child. He was by all odds the

most attractive man she had ever known, with a broad, powerful torso



and a face of unshatterable determination, with defiant eyes, a jutting

chin, a fine straight nose and a tremendous thatch of virile dark browm
hair. After the year spent at the Todd house he had gone to Yale for

two years, returned to Lexington with his diploma, studied hw, then

decided to devote his life to politics. He had already served two vears

in the legislature, was beginning to lecture and write against slavery.

A lion and a iamb had been bom within him; with Mary he had always

been gentle but she also had seen him in gargantuan outbursts of fury'.

When he returned from Yale he had married Mary Jane Warfield. Mary
Todd always had loved him, as a growing child loves an adult, but even

then she had sensed that this was the one man in Lexington she might
have wanted to marry.

As the last of the Negroes was carried off she and Cassius pushed their

way out of the crowd.

“Mary, your face is green,” said Clay. “Let’s go over to Monsieur Giron’s

for an ice cream.”

They passed Riche's Books and Stationery store, with a window full of

flutes, fifes and flageolets, then James March's furniture establishment,

featuring Venetian blinds and spring-seat rocking chairs, and then at the

corner of Main as they turned up Mill Street, Thomas Huggins's grocery

with the sharp aromatic scents of spices, Turkish smoking tobaccos and

Havana segars. Near the corner of Mill and Short Street they came to

Mathurin Giron's two-story brick building, the ground floor containing

the most famous confectionery in Kentucky.

A little bell tinkled as Cassius held the door open. On the counter

were spiced buns, iced calces decorated with pink sugar roses, and tall

pyramids of meringue. Mathmin Giron had been her friend and admirer

ever since she had started at Mentelle's and learned to speak French. He
now came through a parted-cloth curtain leading back to his hakeshop, a

totally bald man five feet in height and, on the sworn testimony of the

Transylvania students who crowded his shop after classes, an exact five

feet in girth. He no sooner had laid eyes on Mary and Cassius than he

threw an arm up toward the ceiling and burst into an excited greeting.

"Monsieur Clay! Et Mademoiselle Marie, flus jolie que jamais!"

"Et vous, Monsieur Giron, aussi fiatteur qu’antanf she replied.

"Quelle joie de vous revoir tom hs deux ensemble de nouveau! Et

maintenant que puis'je faire four vou$ servir?"

"Could we have a couple of ice creams, Monsieur Gironl^”

When the Frenchman left them Mary Said, “Grandma Humphreys

liberated all her slaves in her will, and Father and Mother are going to

do the same. But, Ca.sh, would it he right to let our domestic servants go

now? Some of them, like Nelson and Chaney, are old. Flow would they

live? Never has Father punished one of our Negroes. Sometimes they’ve



been quite bad, like that foolish young nursemaid who got drunk and

took our little Emilie out in the street and lost her. Even then she only

got a scolding.”

Monsieur Giron returned. Mary looked at the two heaping glasses.

"Cash, isn’t it unfeeling of us . . . to enjoy an ice this way . . . when

those poor creatures weVe just left ...”

"Our eating an ice cream can in no way harm them. But what can harm

them is your apology for even a limited slavery.”

"I, an apologist for . . . why, Cash Clay . . .
!” >

"You think you, can temporize with evil, Mary: just a half dozen house

servants, part of the family, really . . . but never free to walk out. No,

my dear, there are few absolutes in the world, but slavery is one of them;

an absolute evil. Any man who touches its outermost fringe must ulti-

mately find himself involved in its core.”

"Aren’t you being an extremist?”

He did not bridle at the word.

"Yes, Mary, someone has to be extreme; gradually is too slow. Tomorrow

is too late.” ,

Cash was right, she thought, yet there had been a time after the

passage of the Non-Importation Act when it seemed as though slavery,

which had not proved profitable in Kentucky in any event since there

were few large plantations and neither cotton nor rice could be raised

there, would slowly disappear from the state. A few slaves had been

liberated and sent to Liberia, the Presbyterian Church had begun a plan

for the instruction of slaves, her father had joined an organization of fifty

slaveholders to start a movement to emancipate all future offspring of

slaves.

Cassius Clay had been waiting for her to look up. When her eyes met
his again, and he possessed them, he said slowly and sadly:

"Your father, like eveiy^one else, will sooner or later be caught in a

situation where he udll be forced to do something just as reprehensible,

as those soul-peddlers who bought and sold that unfortunate family on the

block today.”

She returned home to find the family in an uproar: a letter had just

arrived from her sister Frances telling of her marriage to William Wallace,
a doctor and druggist of Springfield, Illinois. Robert Todd was cauglit be-

tween pleasure at having his second daughter at last married and a sense of

outrage at barring been left out of the matter. He was a man of .strong

family attachments and there could be no doubt of his profound hurt
at being thus casually informed through the mails. Red flushes appeared
on his forehead, one above each eye, as he exclaimed:

"I’m sure this William Wallace is a fine fellow. Frances says the cus-
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tomers in his drugstore are urging Him to practice medicine; hut I can’t

see why my daughter should marry without even sending me an invita-

tion to the w^edding.”

“Now, Father,” said Mary, piacatingly, “It’s a three-w-eek trip to Spring-

field and back, and she knows how busy you are ...”

“Fm not too busy to attend my own daughter’s wedding!” be shouted,

as though he wanted Frances to hear it, all the way west in Illinois. “Are

all the children of my ... first wife ... going to drift off on their own,

conduct their business and marriages privately , . . without ever con-

sulting their father?”

Mary tried again.

“It’s just that they go about their marrying rather more suddenly and

informally in Springfield. A young couple go together for as long as they

think they ought to and on the day they decide to be married, they have

the wedding. Why, I remember when I was visiting Elizabeth two of the

young men didn’t get their marriage licenses until they were on their way
to the ceremony.”

“Seems hasty and barbaric to me.” Mollified, he added more quietly,

“However, if that’s the custom of the frontier , . . But why are they

taking a room in a tavern? What way is that to start married life?”

“Again, the approved way, in Springfield,” expostulated Mary, “A

tavern out west means a hotel, not a drinking place as it does here. The
Globe is a newly furbished hotel, the center of the town’s social activities.”

“I suppose you’ll be leaving us next?” he asked sotto voce. “Elizabeth

gave Frances a home until she married. No doubt she’ll be writing to

you ...”

It w'^as Mary’s turn to develop mottled patches on the forehead.

“I haven’t been inwted yet. Besides, Fm not seeking desperately for a

husband.”

She was angry wdth herself for letting her voice become hoarse, a sure

sign that she was emotionally upset. Her father gestured for her to sit

beside him on the linen-covered sofa with its bouquets of red and purple

flowers, took her hand in his and interlaced their fingers, so alike in their

near plumpness. Gazing at him in her hurt pride, she saw with a shock

that there were dark circles under his eyes.

“Don’t be offended, my dear. It’s just that I love you, and Ann, and

your tw'o brothers . . . and I seem to be growing farther away from you

all the time. Can you explain Ann to me? Perhaps she shares her secrets

... or her intents? Levi now wants to move to a hotel. And George!

What can be going on in the mind of that fourteen-year-old boy? Why do

his eyes never meet mine?”

Mary did not want to answer, but her father peered at her intently,

waiting..



“When George was a baby folks used to say, This is the one poor

Eliza died of.' Somewhere deep down in your mind you’ve also been

saying it, and I think George has always known.”

There was an unfocused silence before Robert Todd could bring himself

to speak. His gaze fell away; his voice was tight.

“Mary, you’re not unhappy here? You’ll not run away . . . then send

me a letter that you’ve married some total stranger . , . r”

“No, I am not . . . unhappy.”

“I’m glad, Mary. Mother does really love you. She’s worked so faith-

fully to raise you . .

He sat there, mutely begging her to reassure him.

\Wien she replied- her manner was tender. “It's my good fortune that

Mother and I have a great deal in common; so it's really of no significance

that we quarrel occasionally. Your house needed a wife to take care of

it . . . and you needed love . .

He kissed her gratefully. 'You’ve always been my bright one.”

“You have lots of bright ones coming up.”

He flushed with pleasure.

“We’re planning to move out to Buena Vista next week. You studied

so hard at your books this winter, you could use some relaxation in the

country.”

Mary stared out the window at the rosebushes that had just broken

into bud. At Buena Vista there would be the large family and a house

full of guests as well. There would be no moment or corner in which one

could be alone.

She turned back to her father.

“I think I’ll stay in Lexington for the summer. I’ll be able to look after

George, and the house will be running for those times when you have

to stay in town. Besides, I have some tall thinking to do,”

7

THE hot, dry days of late June descended upon the Bluegrass.

The countryside was suffering from drought, with the com less than

twelve inches high, the hemp thin, Lexington people moved out to their

country homes, to Crab Orchard or Graham Springs.

Mary spent most of her hours by herself, insisting only that George
pass part of each day with her. She lavished all the tenderness of her
own lost and needful heart upon him.

In the early mornings when she sat at her dressing table brushing her
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long hair, or at night as she pr^ared for bed, she perceived that the

intrusive stranger who lived behind her eyes in periods of uncertainty

was giving her an expression of- opaqueness; a slight darkness of skin

shadowed her left eye. She was not beautiful at such times, but how could

anyone be beautiful when caught in indecision, with ones eyes staring

back a little coldly from the mirror? She had wanted time to think, but

what in ail truthfulness had she been able to unravel or decide in the. days

that had already passed?

Tiring of her own company, she sent out notes to a group of her friends,

inviting them to a picnic for the following Sunday on Elkhorn Creek at

the bottom of the Todd garden. Tables were spread with white cloths

under the sugar maples that bordered the creek. There were kegs of iced

drinks, cold chicken, fruits, and for entertainment a group of strolling

magicians who did amusing tricks of legerdemain.

The day’s fun and companionship served its purpose; the intruder

within her gates vanished.

The light of morning barely had begun streaming through the window
shutters the following day when she received a message that Grandma
Parker wanted to see her. She slipped into a simple pink muslin with a

small embroidered flower on the skirt, tied a ribbon through her hair and

paused on hex way out only long enough for a cup of coffee.

Grandma Parker’s house was one block along Main, then a block up
Spring Street to West Short, immediately next to her own birth house,

a trim brick dwelling where she had spent her first carefree years.

Grandma Parker’s was one of the first brick residences constructed in Lex-

ington, and it was still the biggest: a rococo cake dripping with an overrich

icing, and topped by two towers above the bedroom floor, the kind of

watchtower built by captains’ wives. Grandma Parker stood here for hours

on end, scanning the horizon. Mary had asked once:

“Why do you keep watching for a ship, Grandma, when we have

trouble with a rowboat on Elkhorn Greek?”

“I watch the city from here, and I know everything that’s happening.”

The Todd children had reason to believe that this was no idle boast.

Mary groaned as she started toward the front door: Grandma Parker un-

questionably knew all about Sandy’s proposal . . . and her spending

the summer alone; brooding, she would call it. There was little she could

not divine from the tower overlooking the town that had grown from

the tiniest hamlet since she had arrived on horseback from Pennsylvania

as the bride of Major Robert Parker,

.As Marj?- walked through the enormous double parlors with their

sixteen-foot ceilings, fourteen-foot -mndows, overelaborate marble fire-

places and ornate cornices of flowers and leaves she chuckled to herself:

Grandmother Parker had money, ener^, appetite, but no taste whatever.



She climbed the wood-paneled staircase, then wound her way up to

the second watchtower. Here Grandma Parlcer stood gazing out the

\nndows. Mary stood in silence for a moment, studying the broad back

and tightly braided hair wound on top of the seventy-year-old head. She

had been married only eleven years when her husband died, thirty-nine

years before; but no man had been allowed to approach her romantically

during all this time.

"A true woman loves only once,” had been her declaration when a

cousin asked if he might bring an admirer to call. She also believed that

this should apply to men; that was W'hy she never had forgiven Robert

Todd for falling in love again and remarrying.

The old woman spoke without turning around.

“You did not accept him? That boy from Mississippi?”

“I did not love him.”

Grandma Parker turned around. "But he was a companion, and now

that he is gone there is a hole in your life.”

There was one seat in the tower, a hard black walnut chair. Mary went

to it, feeling a little wobbly at the knees.

‘TouYe right, of course. I am lonely, Even a little . . . frightened
”

"But why, child? You’re a vigorous and attractive young female.” The
old woman's voice went harsh, "Don’t let that Betsy Humphreys woman
drive you out of Lexington the way she did Frances.”

"She really doesn’t drive anybody out, Grandma,”

Grandma Parker had not heard.

“Look out this window to where the sun is shining on those fields. I

know every blade of grass, every animal, every hill and stream. Heaven
can only be another Kentucky, Out there in that wide circle of hluegrass,

Mary, is a mate for you.”

"Unfortunately the available ones are not advertised in the Observer/’

said Mary wryly, “the way Mammoth Warrior is, or Todhunter’s imported

stallion. Besides, I want more than that, infinitely more.”

Hfer blood was up; she rose and faced her grandmother, her eyes

blazing.: '

“I want a man who will accept me as an equal I want a man who
will have so much confidence in himself that he will let me stand at his

shoulder, instead of pushing me into the wallpaper. I want a man who
wants something more than a pretty girl with polished manners; and
above all, I want a man with a first-rate brain and spirit, with ambition
and courage, ...”

“But you take these young men too seriously.” After a moment Grandma
Parker continued with one eye , half shut, as though in a wink. "They
don’t really know what they want in a woman. You don’t have to marry
any man on his own premises, and that’s not meant as a pun. You choc^se
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the best of the lot; you let him think you are everything he wants in an

ideal wife. Then, after you have him in tow, you slowly change his ideas,

oh, without his even knowing it's happening.^’

Grandma reversed her wink, opening her left eye fully, closing the

right one halfway.

“You want to participate in a man's dreams? Then slowly let him
discover that you have a ready wit and sound judgment, but slowly . . .

in proportion to his ability to assimilate them. By the time you’ve been

married five, ten years, you’ll have remodeled your marriage to include

the things you wanted. It's the plan that wives have used from time im-

memorial.”

“Is that what you did with Grandfather?”

“But of course, child. He wasn't the perfect husband when 1 married

him. I protected his flank in public, but inside our own home, inside our

own marriage, I slowly achieved compromises which made him right for

me. Marriage is the longest race of all, and nothing is needed so much
as stamina. Throw away your books, your intellectual excitements. You
have magnificent eyes, child, light them up; you have the most beautiful

bosom in Kentucky, show’ it. Use your charm, your warmth, the natural

gaiety that you seem to have stored away for the summer; pick the man
you want and you’ll bring him to heel in no time.”

As Mary walked slowly home she could only think, So Grandma Parker

too Is concerned about my not marrying! - .!

Mammy Sally met her at the door with a letter that had just come in

on the Lexington and Ohio train from her sister Elizabeth. It was a newsy

letter telling all about the white satin gown that Frances had worn for

the wedding ceremony, and the five-layer wedding cake that Elizabeth

had baked for the guests. Then came a line which Mary gazed at for a

moment in astonishment:

Now that Frances is married, Mary dear, and has gone to the Globe to

live, there is a vacancy in our household.

What a strange word to use, she thought; vacancy: as though it were

some kind of position to be filled!

Her mind went back to her visit with her sister tw’o summers before,

Springfield had been a village of less than fifteen hundred people, dumped

dowm in the midst of a dreary prairie and laid out with the uirimaginative-

ness of a checkerboard, the settlement running quickly into cornfields

with a hard blue sky above and crows sailing through the hot breathless

air. The streets were unpaved, there were no sidewalks between the

residential district and the business square; it was six miles to the nearest

water, the Sangamon River, and she had sorely missed the little creek at



the bottom of their garden. The town square with its green lawn was

pleasant; around the square she recalled the busy dry-goods, grocery, drug

and clothing stores, and the well-stocked bookstore. But after Lexington

and the Bluegrass, Springfield and Sangamon County had seemed monoto-

nous and harsh in contour.

Yet she had enjoyed the summer. A surprising part of the Springfield

population had emigrated from Lexington and was starved for news and

gossip of their homeplace. In addition to her two sisters and brother-in-law

she also had three attractive cousins who had moved there to practice law:

John Todd Stuart, John J. Hardin, and Stephen T. Logan. One of her

favorite uncles, Dr. John Todd, was practicing medicine there. Her brother-

in-law, Ninian Edwards, son of the governor of Illinois, had inherited

considerable land and wealth from his father; the Edwards house was not

only one of the largest and most beautiful in town, but it was also the

center of Springfield’s social life. Within a few days she had found herself

thinking less of the physical discomforts and ugliness of Springfield, turn-

ing instead to a wholehearted enjoyment of the vitality of the young prairie

settlement.

Hardly a day passed without a reception, levee or ball given in her

honor; she was constantly amazed that this crude frontier village con-

tained elegantly gowned women, fine carriages and an intense intellectual

atmosphere, with the debates of the Springfield Young Men’s Lyceum as

stimulating as any she had heard at the Adelphi or Union Philosophical So-

cieties. The two newspapers, the Sangcmo Journal and the Illinois

B.efuhlican, filled their pages with more brilliant political reporting and

editorializing than she had ever found in the Lexington papers. This was

the aspect of life in Springfield which delighted her the most; its people

ate, drank and slept politics. Though the town was predominantly Whig
in its sympathies, the Democrats also were numerous, vocal and highly

effective. Four months before her arrival the Illinois legislature had voted

to move the capital of the state from Vandalia to Springfield, and even

before she had left in the fall of 1837 they had begun to tear up the public

square in preparation for building a fine fossil-limestone state house.

Hadn’t she seen a story about that state house in the Observer? She
went into her father’s library, in which were stacked files of newspapers

from all over the country, Niles’ Register of Baltimore being the highest

stack, and most Mdely read. She riffled through the Observer and found
the item, sat at her father’s desk beneath the engraving of Sir Walter Scott

in his study at Abbotsford, and read:

Magnificent: The new Illinois State House now in progress at Springfield

is the future seat of government, is to cost $126,5100, occupies center of

three acre lot, is 132 feet long and 89 feet wide and 44 in height.
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Her brother-in-law Ninian W. Edwards was a member of the Illinois

legislature, as was her lawyer-cousin John J. Hardin, of the tall, well-

dressed figure and fine intellectual face. They had taken her out to hear

Daniel Webster speak at a barbecue in a grove of forest trees outside of

town, and to a political banquet given at one of the taverns.

She had found the young men, who were gathering from all over the

United States, alert and excited about issues, ideas, causes. They were all

on the make, determined to rise to the heights of the political world, frank

to confess that that was why they had come to Illinois: because it was new
and young and there was so little competition.

She remembered with pleasure what an attractive group of men they

had been : Stephen Douglas from Vermont, twenty-four j^ears old, with an

enormous head and negligible legs, a pyrotechnical thinker and speaker:

his two staunch fellow Democrats, James Shields, born in Ireland, already

a veteran soldier, with a generous and engaging nature, but also hot-

headed and with excessive vanity; and Lyman Trumbull, the quiet, digni-

fied and good-looking lawyer who practiced in Belleville. Then there was

Joshua Speed, a Whig, certainly the most handsome young man in town

and part owner of a prosperous supply store, but of a nervous temperament,

and with a reputation for falling in and out of love; and his "Whig com-

panion, James Matheny, who liked to work quietly inside an organization,

the way her father did.

Yes, they had been an interesting group and she had enjoyed every

hour spent with them. They were too young and eager to draw ideological

lines between men and women; actually the town's mores were still un-

formed: she had been accepted unquestioningly as a companion and an

equal. More than that, since all of her family were Whigs, and she had

grown up within the friendly aura of their leader, Henry Clay, she had

found herself heartily welcomed as an addition to their ranks.

The three months had sped by in a gay whirl; yet there had been not

even a suspicion of romance. The men in whom she was interested were

striving to establish themselves, and seemed a long way from thinking

of the burdens of a wife and children. She had not gone to Springfield

with the idea of seeking a husband, nor for that matter had Elizabeth

invited her to remain after the summer, and Mary knew why: like the

mother who wants her older daughter married before the younger, Eliza-

beth was determined that Frances should have no competition from her

younger sister. At the end of her stay she had bade farewell to her new

friends, and had taken the stagecoach for Alton where she caught the

first of the river steamers on the voyage home to Lexington.

But now Frances was married. Now, there was a “vacancy.”



THE Todd family came back from Buena Vista earlier in Sep-

tember than they had expected, owing to a business reversal at the bank.

It had been a long time since Mary had seen her father so worried; his

usually pink and white skin was a haggard gray. The responsibility fell

on her father’s shoulders because as president of the organization he had

approved the transaction, and now Stevens, a big planter and hemp

manufacturer, was dead, his affairs in chaos.

She was in the Western Emporium exchanging some imperial cassiniere

when Cassius Clay entered to buy a walking cane. He greeted her

affectionately, then said:

'I’m sorry about your father’s reversal, Mary, but I do think he's taking

it too hard.”

"I wish you’d come home with me and tell him that, Cash.”

“I can’t; at the moment I’m feeling personally ho.stile to my good

friend, your father.”

^Hostile? But why?”

‘He has just given the order for Stevens’s slaves to be sold at public

auction. No restrictions about families not being broken up. No limitation

on the Negroes being sent down the river.”

Mary stood quiedy, listening. When Clay had finished, she said:

‘I’m sorry, Cash. I know how unhappy this makes you.”

She set aside the material she had been selecting and started for home.
Her father was not there. She went up to her room and pulled the green

blinds against the late afternoon sun. Robert Todd returned at six. He
looked tired and harassed,

“Father, I met Cash today. He says you’re going to sell Stevens’s

Negroes on the block.”

“We must
”

“But you’ve always been against that method. You said it was in-

human
Her father wrung his hands.

‘We must get the last possible dollar out of the slaves. It’s our onl)^

chance to cut our losses. ...”

“Can’t you insist that the families be sold together? Don’t let the traders

buy them.”

“That would cut their value, perhaps in half. I protected us against

everything except Stevens’s death. If it were only my money that wa.s
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involved, perhaps I could. . , , ’^But it’s a lot of people’s money, the other

men who started the bank with me, depositors . .

He sat down heavily, his face in his hands. She came quickly to his

side, threw her arms about him.

"Darling, there must be some other way.”

He looked up at her, shaking his head sadly.

"No, Mary, I'm caught: Stevens’s Negroes will have to be sold to the

highest bidder, the same as his horses, plows and carding machines. It’s

all part of our business structure; as long as I am president of the

bank ...”

“Isn’t this too high a price to pay, even for the presidenc)!'?”

Todd flashed her a sharp look.

“Mary, you’re talking like a’ child. You’ve got to grow up and face the

realities, I didn’t introduce slavery into Kentucky; you Imow that I’ve

worked to get it abolished. I didn’t kill Stevens; I just loaned him a lot

of bank money. And I have to live up to my responsibilities, whether I

like them . . .or my idealistic daughter does ...”

They had been so engrossed in their own emotions that they had failed

to hear Betey enter the room. Now she descended upon Mary with her

eyes blazing.

"How dare you condemn your father! By what right do you sit there

and pass judgment! What entitles you to this holier-than-thou attitude?”

"Betsy, please.”

"No, Robert, don’t interfere. I’m not going to let this girl make life

more miserable for you than it must be." She seized Mary’s arm and

raised her more by force of will than physical strength. "You ought to be

ashamed of yourself, adding to your father’s troubles. Don’t you think

he has enough to worry about, without your schoolgirl moralizing? Are

you the head of this household? Do you do the work, or take the responsi-

bility? Oh no, you just interfere when something happens that you don’t

like! Well, we don’t like it either: we don’t like Stevens’s dying, nor all

the worry and loss. But we don’t reproach each other for what has to be

done. We help each other to bear the burdens. It’s time you learned

that!”

Her tow^ering anger was spent, and her strength with it. Robert Todd

put his arms about his wife’s waist.

"Betsy, you shouldn’t upset yourself so ... in your condition . .
.”

Mary’s ears stopped hearing, Betsy was pregnant again! And with

Alexander only six months old. They hadn’t told her; but then, why

should they? What business was it of hers, really?

She rose, considerably chastened, went to her stepmother’s side. Her

voice was hoarse, subdued.



"You re quite right, Mother. Fathers feng the best he can, I know

that.”

"He always has, and always will.”

Betsy’s voice rang out, strong and clear. Gazing at her stepmother's

eyes, still burning with indignation, she thought, How' w'onderful to love

a man that much! To put his interests and welfare above her own, frail

as she was, and carrying still another child. To fight for him like a tigress

. . . against the world.

She kissed Betsy on the forehead.

“I w'-as wrong, Mother. I promise it will ne^ler happen again.”

Old Nelson put her valises and boxes into the carnage. She had a

long and affectionate farewell with her half brothers and sisters. Emilie

cried, and this pleased her greatly. Margaret and Martha, too, w^ere sad

to see her go; Samuel and David demanded to know why Lexington

wasn't as good as that old Springfield town she was going to. At the last

instant George darted from around a tree in the garden, jumped into the

carriage and buried his head on her shoulder.

Her father was far from happy. He knew that she was taking all her

possessions, including two boxes of books, that even if she did not stay

permanently in Springfield she was not likely to return to Lexington.

Nelson gave a giddap to the horse. Sally and the rest of the servants

stood at the door waving good-bye.

They turned south on Spring Street, then drove along Mill and Water
streets where the Lexington and Ohio Railroad had its new and freshly

painted depot. The little steam locomotive, the ISIottaway, stood shined

and polished on the strap-iron rails which were laid over limestone sills.

About a dozen passengers were already seated on the open top of the one-

coach train, most of them leaning over the iron railing to watch the late

passengers arrive.

George and Nelson handed her valises and boxes to the engineer, wdio

put them with the other luggage on top of the woodpile. At Frankfort she

would transfer to a stagecoach which would take her the fifty-two miles

to Louisville; here she would catch an Ohio River boat and at Cairo

where the Ohio flowed into the Mississippi River she would find a larger

steamboat which would carry her northward to St. Louis and to Alton,

where she would once again transfer to a stagecoach which, if the roads

were good, would require only two days to bring her to Springfield. The
whole journey of roughly eight hundred miles would occupy eight or nine

days, if all went well

A few moments more and they would leave the end of Water Street

heading west, and she would see her last of Lexington. As .she gazed at

the forests of sugar maple, coffee bean and hickory trees, their leaves
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beginning to turn in the early October frost, and the gray squirrels first
scoklmg the Nottaway for its intrusion, then scampering away with their
long bushy tails turned over their backs, she found not altogether to her
surprise that there were tears in her eyes.

The engineer started a tooting of the soprano whistle and the envine
made a jerky start. The sound of the whistle reminded her of Ann’s high-
pitched, staccato voice, and her sister s parting words:

“Don't take too long, Mary, I'm next in line for that vacanev
“





Book II
THE BEGINNING OF LOVE FOR ME

1 :

SHE smiled as she lighted the tapered white candle in its silver

holder and set it in the window of the north parlor as a signal to the.

young men of Springfield that she was at home. How strange Lexington

would think this custom. As she looked about the forty-foot parlor in

which the Edwardses held their teas, soirees and balls she remarked to

herself what an odd combination the room was with its exquisite Sheraton

and Chippendale pieces, ornately carved tables, silver bowls and crystal

vases which Ninian had inherited from his father along with the family

portraits in oil, and the rest of the furnishings in Elizabeth's plain homey
taste. The rosewood and mahogany furniture covered with broad haircloth,

the patterned wallpaper and white fireplace with low mantel were Eliza-

beth's choice; to offset these Ninian had installed tall windows wuth dark

polished wood frames, massive chandeliers and a richly designed French

carpet from the drawing room of his father's house in BelleviliCi The
combination should have clashed and been insupportable, but like the

Edwards marriage it was a comfortable success.

She fluffed out her white bobbinet costume with the black velvet sash

and tie and was inspecting the cut-glass howls of candies and soft-shell

almonds when her sister Elizabeth came through the archway trium-

phantly bearing the first pyramid cake to he seen in Springfield, a re-

splendent affair of five layers covered with iced frosting. Mary shook her

head to dispel the image of her mother coming into the room. Elizabeth

was half a head taller than herself, broader-shouldered and slimmer-faced;

she parted her hair severely in the middle, completely covering both ears

before sweeping it back into a tight knot at the neck, and though she was

only five years older than Mary there was already a touch of giayness going

in either direction from the part. From her protective manner, and because

at the moment she was heavy with child, she seemed to Mary almost a

full generation older.

Mary knew howr disappointed Elizabeth and Ninian had been at the



outcome o£ the first Whig convention held in Illinois: the Illinois Whigs

had named five electors to campaign &e state fox the next presidential

nominee, Ninian had not been included,

“Ninian should be the next governor of Illinois,” announced Mary

heartily.

"Someone nominating me for high office?”

Ninian Edwards came into the room; at thirty he had already been at-

torney general of the state and was serving his second term in the legis-

lature, From his father he had inherited tremendous wealth in lands, stores,

farms and city buildings, as well as the best-known name in Illinois, He
was a handsome man six feet in height with inch-thick black eyebrows

and a jutting nose and chin. His father, appointed governor of the new

territory of Illinois by President Madison in 1809, had brought the first

culture and tradition to the wilderness, building a spacious home, import-

ing the finest of French furnishings.

Ninian held out both hands to Mary.

"As my first act as governor of Illinois, may I officially welcome you to

the Mansion and assure you that you are persona grata here for the

entire reign of Edwards the Second.”

His joking was on the pretentious side but there could be no doubt of

his affection. Mary knew that he was accused of being an egotistical man,

considering himself superior to the general run of new arrivals in the

state; in die legislature he had been called an aristocrat who "hated

democracy as the devil is said to hate holy water.” But she had never seen

any sign of aloofness in him; and he was unalterably opposed to the bring-

ing of slavery into Illinois even though a large majority of its early

settlers came from southern slave states. The Edwardses employed four

free Negroes, paying them a monthly wage; Ninian had spoken out pub-

licly against the indenture system whereby a number of Springfield

families had paid free Negroes a token sum of cash in return for signed

indentures which obliged them to work for their new owners for the rest

of their lives.

"I see you have a light in the window,” said Ninian. “I am sure you
will have many callers.”

"Do you think Stephen Douglas will come?” asked Mary.
"I doubt if that steam engine in britches ever sets foot in this house

again.” Ninian’s lips set grimly. "Brawling in the public square with John
Stuart!”

"Now, Ninian, Cousin John was brawling too,” said Elizabeth pkicat-

ingly. ‘We mustn't carry on other people's fights- Steve is going to be a

big man in this state even if he is a Democrat, and I want him to be our

friend.” She turned to Mary. "I'm sure he'll call, dear; he always asks

for news of you,”



Even as she spoke there was an iinperidtis pounding on the front door

knocker. Stephen Douglas was a little fellow with a massive head topped

by thick waves of curly brown hair worn long on the neck and covering

both ears. He had a stocky torso, but there the man almost stopped.

Elizabeth went forward to greet Douglas. Then Mary found both her

hands gripped tightly in his as his deep blue eyes, set under enormous
craggy brows, sparkled brilliantly in their welcome,

“Wonderful to have you back, Mary. I understand you’re staying this

time.”

“I hope so, Steve. Come sit down and tell me everything you’ve been
doing since I left. All I know is that you were Register of the Land Office,

that you ran for Congress . , . and apparently have had a whopper with

my cousin, John Stuart.”

They sat close together on a black satin love seat while Elizabeth and

Ninian walked through the archway into the family sitting room across

the hall. Bom in Brandon, Vermont, son of a doctor who died when the

child was only a few weeks old, Stephen Douglas had apprenticed himself

to a cabinetmaker and managed to secure some education at the Canan-

daigua Academy in New York state before reading law as a clerk. At

nineteen he had set out for the west, taught school and secured his law

license in less than two years. He was five feet four in height and weighed

only a hundred pounds, but he had a magnificent voice and charming

personality and had risen quickly to he state’s attorney and legislator.

Douglas laughed sotto voce; Mary saw the short neck, so like her

father’s, the small white ears peering out from under the heavy hair, the

pugnacious nose and mouth, the square chin.

“I was debating your cousin John in front of the old market house and

I said something lie didn’t like, so he got a grip on my head and dragged

me around the market house. I had to bite his thumb half off to make him

let go. We then retired to Herndon’s grocery and fought it out until we

were both practically unconscious. Only thing I regret is that Stuart was

the first to think of buying a barrel of whiskey for the crowd.”

From her earlier visit she remembered that “grocery” was a euphemism

for barroom. She shook her head bemusedly at the primitiveness of frontier

politics.

“Steve, I’m ashamed of you; that's a fine way to decide which of you is

the better man for Congress!”

“I am,” replied Douglas, his eyes gleaming, “and that’s what the voters

of Illinois thought, too. Oh, they say Stuart was elected ... by thirty-six

votes out of thirty-six thousand. But they used fraud, threw out the votes

I got from the Irish canal builders, put me down as a candidate for the

state legislature instead of Congresss, But just wait until I take my evidence

to Washington City; I’ll have John Stuart’s seat before he can get it warm.



With apologies to your esteemed family, Mary, of all the Whigs about

Springfield, Abe Lincoln is the ablest and honestest.”

She had heard the name on her previous trip; he had become John

Stuart’s law partner a couple of months before she had arrived in Spring-

field in 1837, but she had never -met the man and did not know whether

he was still her cousin’s partner.

*’Steve, I’m not trying to protect my cousin, but won’t you only hurt

yourself by taking your charge of fraud to Washington City? People will

say that you’re a bad loser. For you to have come so close to winning in

your very first start amounts almost to a victory ... it makes you the

most important young Democrat in the state.”

He flushed with pleasure.

'Well, maybe I won’t go to Washington and cry fraud. It takes so much
money . . . and time,” His face turned red as the blood of anger ran

again, '‘But when I think how hard I campaigned for two years; I lived

with my constituents, prayed with them, laughed, hunted, worked with

them, I ate their corn dodgers and fried bacon and slept two in a bed

with them. That’s why I know that more of them voted for me than

would ever have put their mark after the name of John Stuart. Mary, I’ve

been cheated out of the start of my career.”

“Steve, you’re on your way up. Bide your time, and . . . one day you

will make a bid for the White House.”

His eyes looked as though she had struck him. Then he perceived that

she was in earnest. His expression cleared; he leaned so close that hi.s lips

touched her ear.

“Mary Todd, you’re the smartest young lady I ever met. I’m glad you’re

staying in Springfield . .
.
permanently.”

2

THE following afternoon she dressed in her bedroom which was
just over the dining room and faced south; from her window she could

see the roof of the Levering house, separated from the Edwardses’ by half

a grove of walnut trees. The room was a complete contrast to her richly

decorated bedroom at home, with an ingrain carpeting of subdued pattern,

huff-colored moreen curtains on the windows, a severely tailored brown
muslin spread on the four-poster. However there was an attractive pier

table with marble top and mirror, bookshelves, a small desk and fireplace.

She smiled to herself as she remembered how exactly the room was a

replica of Elizabeth’s bedroom in Lexington. Only the silver-backed
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dressing set and the books stacked in the bookcase were witnesses that this

was now her room, her home.

A trim black gig sped by, the reins held by twenty-three-year-old James

Conkling on his way to pick up Mercy Levering to take her to the meet-

ing. Mary had noticed at the gathering the evening before that lawyer

Conkling was smitten by Mercy, the daughter of a judge of Georgetown,

D.C., who had grown up in Baltimore society and was now visiting with

her brother and sister-in-law,

“Mary, we’ll be late for the speaking.”

It was Ninian’s voice floating up the oak-paneled stairs. As she tied the

satin ribbons of her bonnet and drew a long black woolen scarf over her

shoulders, she realized anew that Springfield was politics-mad; doubly so

since the state capital had been transferred from Vandalia. Although

the presidential election of 1840 was more than a year away, only Sundays,

which were reserved for prayer meetings, were safe from tumultuous

debates.

She caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror of the downstairs hallway

and thought how well she was looking, her eyes bright, the color high

in her cheeks. She was grateful for having inherited her mother’s graceful

neck, for her head and face were of substantial size and they needed a

solid prop to sit upon. Though she had been in Springfield but a few

days, her confused thoughts at leaving Lexington and the uncertainty

about what she wanted from the future seemed gone from her mind; and

with it the darkness from her cheek. She could not remember when she

had enjoyed herself so much as the evening before, surrounded by some

thirty young folks like herself, with half a dozen rambunctious political

discussions being carried on simultaneously.

Elizabeth and Ninian were in their coach as she came out the front

door. Its body was painted a bright lemon yellow, a luxurious carriage

inherited by Ninian from his father. Elizabeth gathered up the folds of

her wool skirts to make room for Mary beside her. Ninian sat opposite

them, his back to the pair of matched iron-gray mares.

They drove north on Second, through deeply shaded groves of oaks;

this southern part of the town was the most beautiful with open meadows

going to the horizon, light with yellow and vermilion flowers. The green

sod of the prairies extended to the stands of dark timber, with here and

there a farmhouse and forest broken by the plow. These open meadows

were particularly beautiful to Ninian because he owned them all.

They crossed a log bridge over the Town Branch. As they passed a

newly completed wooden church, Ninian leaned over to Mary:

“Elizabeth’s poundcakes are the cornerstone of that Episcopal church.”

The carriage continued east on Adams until it came to the square; the

brick county courthouse had been tom down and the buff-colored fossil-



iuucsione state nouse, with its second floor not yet completed, stood sur-

rounded by tool sheds and piles of stone. Many of the early log cabins and

wooden shacks around the square had been replaced by fine brick struc-

tures. The town was in a frenzy of building: the state officials and their

employees had moved in, almost a hundred homes were in varying stages

of construction along with new hotels, shops and office buildings.

Their carriage pulled up at No. 4 Hoffman's Row, one of a group of

store buildings temporarily being used as the Sangamon County Circuit

Court. They entered the small room, lined with benches from wail to w^all

and already filled with some two hundred spectators. Mary saw ma.st of

her callers of the night before; Steve Douglas, James Matheny, Judge

Samuel Treat, homely and shy, with the finest book collection in town;

James Shields, flamboyant hut brilliant Irishman; handsome storekeeper

Joshua Speed; John McCIemand, assemblyman; her three lawyer-cousins

John Stuart, Stephen Logan and John J. Hardin. Her father's brother, Dr.

John Todd, with his daughters Lizzie and Frances, were sitting together in

the far comer.

The room was stifling, for there was no means of ventilation. Stephen

Douglas beckoned to them; he had managed to save three seats on his

bench.

The first speaker, Edward Baker, rose on the stand. Mary found herself

plunged into the cauldron of national and state politics. Ninian Edw’ards

and the Whigs burst into foequent applause, Douglas, Shields and their

fellow Democrats sat on their hands, their expressions growing increasingly

grim.

*TVherever there is a land office,” cried Baker with a wide oratorical

gesture, "there is a Democratic newspaper to defend its corruption.”

She felt Stephen Douglas leap into the air; he had been in charge of the

Land Office. However Democrat John B. Weber, brother of the man who
owned the Democratic Register, found his voice first:

"Pull him downl” he shouted, pointing to Baker.

AH about her now men were shouting, “Pull him down!” while Douglas
and a group of Democrats surged up the center aisle. The Whigs were also

on their feet, shouting and moving to protect their speaker.

In the midst of the bedlam she thought she suddenly had taken leave

of her senses, for out of a trap door above the speaker's stand a pair of

feet emerged, and then a naked pair of calves, then long legs that kept

dropping downward into the room, legs that seemed to cover the full

twelve feet from the trap door to the stand. As she sat there in a state of

shock the rest of the man finally appeared, a long scrawny torso and neck,
arms that seemed to her even longer than the incredible legs, a dark,

gaunt, bone-ridged homely face and a disheveled stand of thick coarse black
hair.
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Turning her head slowly she saw that the men in the aisles and on the

platform had frozen in their tracks. After a moment of silence which
hung in the air even as had the descending apparition, the man began

spealdng in a high nasal voice.

“Hold on, gentlemen. This is a land of free speech. Baker has a right

to speak, and if you take him off the stand you'll have to take me,

too."

There was no anger in the voice, not even the tinge of threat: only

authority. Mary felt, and gt^ing at the faces of the men about her, she

knew they too felt, that removing this seeming twelve-foot giant would

be next to impossible. It was Stephen Douglas who broke the silence.

“All right, friends, sit down and let Baker talk."

Baker continued his speech, though in a less truculent vein. The gaunt

dark man sat on the edge of the platform, his knees raised higher than his

chin, his long thin arms twined about them. Mary could not take her eyes

off the long hollow-cheeked face with its deep-set, burning eyes.

“Who . . . is he?” she whispered to Ninian.

“Your cousin Stuart's law partner. Their office is just upstairs. They rent

it out to the court as a jury room during trials.”

“That hole in the ceiling ... how could he . . .
?”

“Oh, Lincoln likes to lie alongside that trap door and listen to the court

proceedings ... or meetings like this.”

“Is he a friend of yours?”

“Well . . . no . . . we're in politics together, is all.”

“I’ve never seen him at the house.”
“He doesn’t go out in society much.”

"Have you ihvlted’tum?"'’''’

“He’s not in our social set. Lincoln's an amusing enough fellow but he's

not the kind of man a Todd would he interested in.”

' 3

MARY recalled the quarrel she had had with her closest friend,

Margaret Wickliffe, when they both were fourteen and had made their

wav to Fowler’s Garden where they found beeves and pigs roasting in pits,

wliiskey being ladled out of open buckets. When President Jackson rode

into the garden Mary studied him for a considerable moment before re-

marking:

"I wouldn’t think of cheering General Jackson, but he’s not as ugly as

I heard he was.”



“If you call General Jackson ugly/’ Margaret retorted hotly, for the

Wickliffes were fervent Democrats, ‘"what must you think of Mr. Clay?”

“Henry Clay is the handsomest man in town . . . except my father.”

“Andrew Jackson with his long face is better-looking than Henry Clay

and your father rolled into one!” exclaimed Margaret.

When they finally had patched up their quarrel it was witli the under-

standing that they would stop arguing polios. She wished Margaret could

he with her now, for surely they would l^h have to concede that Mr.

Jackson and Mr. Clay ran a poor second, and^at this Lincoln fellow must

have the longest face in the whole world.

Following the meeting she walked with her cousin John J. l larclin

through the crisp November twilight to John Stuart’s home. Cousin jolm

J., as Mary called Hardin, was also a lawyer and a Whig legislator; it

sometimes seemed to Mary that the Illinois legislature was composed solely

of her relations. It gave her a warm feeling of belonging.

The John Stuart house was a handsome one located in primeval forest.

Every room was ablaze with astral lamps and clusters of candles. The party

proved to be not only a mighty gathering of blood and collateral relations,

but of family friends who had migrated to Illinois from Kentucky. It was

ten o’clpck before she had finished saying hello and she was able to ac-

knowledge a tiny gnawing of disappointment: Cousin John’s law partner

either had not been invited or had not bothered to come.

Her cousin John Stuart was a broad-shouldered, heavy-boned, friendly-

faced man; he had graduated from Centre College in Danville, Kentucky,

read law for two years and in i8s!,8 opened his office in Springfield, then

a raw and sparsely settled community. The intervening decade had made
him one of the leading lawyers of the town and the head of the Whigs
in the legislature. He was in high spirits tonight, for the next day he

would set out for Washington City and Congress in fulfillment of his life’s

ambition. When Mary found herself standing for a moment alone with

him, she asked;

“What will happen to your law practice while you are gone, Cousin

John?”

“Lincoln will take care of everything, he knows all my clients and all

my cases. He may not look like much of a lawyer, but you know how good
he is with a judge and a jury.”

‘'No, I don’t. I’ve never seen him in court,” replied Mary. “In fact, IN'e

never met the man.”

“What, you’ve never met Lincoln? That’s surpri . , . no, I guess it

isn’t. He goes everywhere with the men but almost nowhere when there

are to be ladies present. I invited him tonight, but he’s probably sitting

around the stove at Josh Speed’s store with a dozen of his cronies, spinning
yarns and arguing politics."
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“You know, Cousin John, he strikes me as being the last man you would
have chosen for a partner,”

Stuart took her arm and led her out to a side verandah; it was dark and
cold but they were away from the deafening noise of the parlors. John
Stuart’s voice rumbled up from some deep point of his insides.

“I first met him when we were out to the Black Hawk War together

back in ’32; he was an uncouth-looking lad, timid, sad, very much
countrified, but when he spok? I saw that he had a natural mind. He had

been elected captain of his tCfdmpany by his Nevsr Salem friends; seems he

had whipped the leader of a gang of rowdies from Clary’s Grove and so

they voted him their leader. We never saw an Indian, let alone fought one,

but we certainly had a time trying to act like the military. I remember

one day when Lincoln led his company up to a fence and didn’t know how
to get them over. He cried out in his high nasal voice, ‘Halt! This com-

pany will break ranks and re-form immediately on the other side of that

gate.’”

Mary chuckled. “Sounds like a legal maneuv’^er.”

“No, no, he wasn’t a lawyer then, far from it. He was clerking in a

general store at New Salem, but had a keen appetite for books and study.

He told me that a few months before he enlisted he bad heard there was

a copy of Kirkham’s Grammar owned by a neighboring farmer. He per-

suaded the man to lend him the book, and studied it for months, then

decided that if grammar was rightfully known as a science, he could sub-

due another. I asked him if he had a mind to subdue the law. He seemed

shocked at that idea, said he didn’t have enough education. He had never

owned a pencil or a sum book until he was fifteen. I told him that if he

changed his mind to come see me in Springfield, that the lawbooks were

no harder than Kirkham’s Grammar. Sure enough, the next spring he

started walking the twenty miles into Springfield to borrow lawbooks

from me. He bought a store in New Salem with his Black Hawk War pay,

but business wasn’t good and he had all the time he needed to study. It was

an amazing thing to me the way he’d read on that walk home; by the

time he got there he had mastered thirty or forty pages of a book.”

“Did you help him because of the general kindness you show every-

body?”

Stuart flushed at the compliment, then shook his bead.

“He’s a strange kind of fellow, gets under your skin. Just when you

think he’s in the grip of a hopeless melancholy and about to go into

the. woods and shoot himself, his face lights up and he’ll tell a yarn with

such tremendous gusto that you just have to throw hack your head and

howl,” '

Stuart was silent for a moment, remembering scenes out of the past.

Marv crossed her arms over her chest in an effort to keep warm.



“He had a lot of bad luck. Guess he couldn’t have made a living at

all without that little post office job and the fact that he subdued the

mathematics of surveying and became assistant surveyor. But the people

of the neighborhood liked him and they elected him to the legislature in

1834. I suggested he share my room in Vandalia. When you sleep two in

a bed with a man 5!'ou get to know him pretty well; I introduced him to

my friends, put him on committees and taught him everything I knew

about politics. I never saw a man learn so fast. After he had read all the

lawbooks in my office, and all the others he could find in Springfield, he

got his license to practice. Just then my partner decided to move, so

I asked Lincoln if he wanted to come in with me.”

She had been watching her cousin’s face during his recital. She said,

“You’ve told me a lot of facts about Mr. Lincoln, Cousin John, but you

haven’t explained why you love him.”

‘ Stuart was startled; he searched her face for several moments,

“How can you not admire a man who starts a hundred miles under

the bottom, who has nothing and no one, so ugly you might well assume

he ivould never know the love of a woman? I think that’s what his melan-

choly amounts to: loneliness: and that’s what his humor is for too, to

make men draw a little closer to him in their laughter.”

She thought, I can understand that. In Lexington, even when I was

surrounded by family and friends, I sometimes felt that I was going to live

by myself all the rest of ray days.

The last thing she saw that night as she pulled the covers up over

her shoulders and closed her eyes for sleep w^as an interminable pair of

legs descending endlessly from heaven; somewhere in the distance she

heard Ninian Edwards commenting that they could hardly be considered

socially comme U faut.

4

THE next morning she walked to the Globe Tavern, went through
the cheerfully decorated parlors and up the stairs to her sister Frances’.^

room, Mary had never seen her sister so attractive, with a fine texture

to her skin and her eyes glowing. The Wallace bedroom was of modest
size, but it had a comfortable four-poster, an enormous French wardrobe,
a small sofa and a fireplace; located at the end of an ell, it had windows
facing east and north, with a full view of the square.

“Shall we reserve this room for you, Mary? It’s a pleasant enough place to

, . . set up shop."
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Mary looked at her sister, who was several months with child, then

recalled that John Stuart and his bride had also come to this room after

their wedding.

“Yes," she murmured, “put my name down since it’s now a family

tradition. But don’t you think you had better leave the date open?”

Frances put her hand tentatively about Mary’s waist, the first embrace

that Mary could recall from her older sister.

They left the hotel to go to S. M. Tinsley’s where Mary bought some

cassimere to make a new walking dress against the impending winter,

and Frances shopped a pair of kid gloves. Then they cro.ssed the cluttered

square where stonemasons were chipping away at the limestone blocks

for the state house. In the far corner they came upon a crowd listening to a

political debate. Up on the stand was Colonel Dick Taylor, a bombastic

orator who was berating the Whigs for being aristocrats and reactionaries,

interested only in the piling up of wealth and the conserving of their

privileges while he and his fellow Democrats were poor and simple folk

interested solely in the welfare of the people.

During the last sentences of the speech a man edged slowly onto the

back of the platform, slipped to the side of Colonel Taylor and then, vdth

the completion of the colonel’s peroration, caught the edge of the speaker's

vest and pulled it open, exposing to the audience an expensive silk ruffled

shirt, a gold watch chain with seals and several other gaudy jewels.

Mary joined the rest of the crowd in hearty laughter. She had

recognized the man instantly as the one who had dropped through the

trap door at the political meeting. He now raised his %e arms

above the crowd, obtaining their silence.

"Friends, I am humble Abraham Lincoln. While Colonel Taylor was

making these charges against the Whigs over the country, riding in fine

carriages, wearing ruffled shirts, kid gloves, massive gold watch chains and

flouri.shing a heavy gold-headed cane, I was a poor boy, hired on a flatboat

at eight dollars a month, and had only one pair of breeches to my hack

and they were buckskin. Now if you know the nature of buckskin when

wet and dried by the sun, it will shrink; and my breeches kept shrinking

until they left several inches of my legs bare between the tops of my socks

and the lower part of my breeches; and whilst I was growing taller they

were becoming shorter, and so much tighter that they left a blue streak

around my legs that can be seen to this day. If you call this aristocracy 1

plead guilty to the charge.”

The crowd applauded, then went about its business. The speakei'

stood watching their backs as they dispersed. Mary stood unmoving on

what had been the outskirts of the group, but was now an open space of

square between herself and the tall figure on the platform. Neither looked



directly at the other yet both were intensely conscious of the other’s pres-

ence.

She turned to Frances and said quietly, “Sometime I would like to meet

Mr. Lincoln.”

The Ninian Edwards home was located on Aristocracy Flill, the only

eminence in the neighborhood. Each afternoon Mary was joined on the

hill by Mercy Levering, Julia Jayne and her cousins, Lizzie and Frances

Todd, daughters of Dr. John Todd, who had settled in Springfield in 182,7

as a doctor. It was lithe-figured, reddish-blond Mercy whom she found

most symfathique: for Mercy too had vowed to be slow and cautious about

marriage, and for all her sweetness of nature was surgeonlike in her dissec-

tion of the young men of the town.

The sole point of departure between the two girls was politics. Mercy

said: “James Conlding drags me to the debates, but I find them tedious

and prosy. Mary, I think these are subjects that the narrow capabilities

of our sex can understand but little ...”

“Oh, Merce, no! Not here in Springfield! I thought Fd left all that be-

hind in the Bluegrass.”

“Fm not sa3dng that we should be totally ignorant of politics, but by

engaging our minds in the things that belong exclusively to the other

sex we're liable to become bewildered and lessen our usefulness.”

“In what?” demanded Mary sharply.

“Well, in preparing a delicious roast or trimming a bonnet a la mode.

Once we lose our dependence, cease to become amiable and attrac-

tive

'In short, become unwomanly?”

“Oh, Mary dear, I've hurt you. I didn’t mean to.”

Mary was silent until they had gone halfway down the hill.

“It was fright, Merce, not hurt, There are so many things I don’t like

about Springfield: that foul-smelling Chicken Row on Courthouse Square,

the garbage in the gutters, the way people drop their refuse into the

creek, and the dead hogs lying in the street, things we wouldn’t tolerate

for an hour in Lexington. And yet I think Springfield is the most wonder-
ful place in the world because it's a political center. Any hotly contested

meeting is more exciting to me than that tame play Theresa we saw in

the dining room, of the American House the other night. Why, I even
enjoyed the near riot that Mr. Lincoln quieted by dropping down from the

room above,”

One morning a rain started. It poured night and day for two solid weeks.
Mary was housebound, for the streets were not only impaved, a quagmire
of viscous black mud through which no carriage could move, but there was
not a block of sidewalk between the hill and the square. There wa.s plenty
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of good reading matter in the house,, for: Niniaii had purchased from Birch-

all’s the novels of Maria Edgeworth and the collected works of Cowper

and Irving; in addition she seWed new outfits for her niece, little Julia

Edwards.

When finally she tired of being cooped indoors she sent a message to

Mercy:

Dear M.erce:

I have a bundle of shingles, and by dropping tlrein one at a time in front

of us in the worst holes I think we can make town without drowning in

mud. Are you ready for adventure?

Mercy came flying in a sky-blue flannel walking dress, violet frilled

bonnet and the highest boots she could find. Mary too was prepared for

the voyage in a silk cloak over a green cassimere dress Mth full round

sleeves, a touch of white lace at the throat and white feathers in her hat.

It was not so bad going down the hill because the rain had run into the

branch, but once they reached the flatiands they found it a sea of mud and

Mary’s lone bundle of shingles lasted only halfway to Watson’s confection-

ery. Both girls xvere splattered with mud up to their knees w'hen they

entered Mr. Watson’s for an ice cream and freshly baked cakes. They

came out on the square to face the long walk home, sans shingles. At that

moment a two-wheel wagon pulled by a mud-encrusted farm horse came

slowdy up the street. It was a wagon which Mary had seen carting all man-

ner of commodities about town: crates, bales of hay, pigs.

’’Merce,” she exclaimed, "there’s Ellis Hart with his dray. And sent

straight from heaven to us!”

“Mary, we couldn’t possibly ride in that old cart. We’d scandalize the

town.”

“Good. Then maybe they’d put in some sidexvalks. Oh, Mr. Hart, could

we engage your dray long enough to haul us home?”

Hart whoaed his horse, scratched his red heard stubble.

“Haul you home? Like you was colts? Why sure, Miss Todd, if you

could stand it, me and the horse likely can.”

Mary clambered in but Mercy bung back.

“I simply can’t, Mary. My brother would consider it improper. But you

go ahead.”

Mary's w^hite feathers flew in the breeze as Hart toured the unfinished

state house before starting south for the Edwards home. By now every

store had emptied of customers arid clerks alike and the second-stoiy win-

dows were filled with openmouthed male heads, Mary could not see

wdiat xvas so interesting about a girl riding home in the only vehicle avail-

able to her use.

But by teatime the house was full of young men all come to tease her



on her exploit. The first to arrive was Stephen Douglas, who stood in the

center of the floor with his hand tucked in his coat like Napoleon, de-

claiming in mock oratory;

“As I walked out on Monday last,

A wet and muddy day,

’Twas there I saw a pretty lass

A-riding on a dray.

“Quoth I, ‘Sweet lass, what do you there?’

Said she, ‘Good lack a day,

I had no coach to take me home
So I’m riding on a dray.’

”

The moment Douglas finished, James Shields bounded into the parlor

as though making for the center of a stage ;

“Up flew windows, out popped heads,

To see this lady gay

In silken cloak and feathers white

A-riding on a dray.

“At length arrived at Edwards’ gate,

Hart hacked the usual way
And taking out the iron pin

He rolled her off the dray.”

“I didn’t roll off,” cried Mary, laughing. "I walked off on my own four

feet like any other livestock. Who wrote this epic verse?”

Before anyone could answer, a servant ushered in Dr. Elias Merryman,

who said from the door

:

"A moral I’ll append

To this my humble lay ...

“And it really is all my own lay, Mary, these other bad actors simpiv

memorized their parts.

‘When you are sticking in the mud,
Why, call out for a dray!”

There was an outburst of laughter and applause, Ninian Edwards
walked in. Oh dear, thought Mary, have I embarrassed my brother-in-law^?

But Ninian was no prig; he kissed Mary and said:

“Well, Miss Todd, you’re the toast of the town. You've also succeeded

in demonstrating something we’ve been blind to; we’re going to petition

our town trustees for a sidewalk starting at Monroe Street, to go all the

way to the square. Fact of the matter is, I have a town trustee with me,

just taking the mud off his boots on our porch scraper. Josh Speed asked

if he might bring him along.”
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Joshua Speed walked into dae rcbm foilowed by Cousin Stuart’s law
partner. She did not hear the introduction, neither made nor acknowl-

edged; all she knew was that her hand was in his, not crushed, not even

held tightly, yet imprisoned in the most powerful grasp she had ever

known. Then she looked up and for the first time her eyes met those of

Abraham Lincoln; met, and were drawn deep into their unfathomable gray

darkness.

5

HE outstayed the others; more, it appeared, to Mary, because he

did not know how to leave than because he was determined to remain.

Elizabeth and Ninian left for a supper engagement; Mary had been in-

vited to the Leverings’, but she sent a note of regret. He spoke almost not

at all, and she heard herself talking twice as hard to ward off silence. Ap-

parently Mr. Lincoln had no fund of small talk. He had declined all

ojfFers of tea and by seven o’clock she was sure he must be quite hungry.

“The servants have gone up to their quarters, but I know there is some

roast quail, freshly baked bread, preserved blackberries and cream out in

the kitchen. Won’t you come talk to me while I prepare it, then we can set

a little table here before the fire ...”

He sprang up at once, embarrassed, with one hand groping toward the

outside door.

, no . . , I didn’t mean to . , . I'm not at all hungry.”

Without waiting for an answer she led the way through the dining room

to a large kitchen at the back, connected to the house by a covered

portico. There was only one candle flickering on the rough hoard table.

Mary handed it to Lincoln, who lit the big lamp above the stove. The
room was scrupulously scrubbed and had the pleasant aroma of good food

cooked and eaten. She took two birds from a platter of quail and put them

in the oven to warm, then sliced the bread. Lincoln followed her quick

vivacious steps with a slow shambling stride, looking for something to be

helpful about.

“You were here in Springfield when I visited two years ago,” com-

mented Mary. “Why was it that I never saw you then'?”

“Well, I was a pretty poor hand at society. Not that I couldn’t have used

a friend. Living in Springfield was pretty dull business for me. I was quite

as lonesome here as I ever was anywhere in my life. I was spoken to by

but one woman in those early months and would not have been by her,

if she could have avoided it.”



“Mr. Lincoln, I'm sure that’s not true! As my cousin John Stuarts part-

ner you would have been welcome in every- Todd home at least.”

He flashed her a look of gratitude, but commingled with it was a cast of

doubt.

“Why, Miss Todd, I even stayed away from church in those days be-

cause I was conscious I should not know how to behave.”

There was no self-pity in his tone nor bid for sympathy; it was a plain

statement of fact. Nevertheless she found herself angry with him. She

turned her back on the stove, motioned him onto a chair and looked at him

reprovingly.

“Now, Mr. Lincoln, that’s just contrariness on your part. What is there

to behaving in church? You walk in, sit down in a pew, join in the sing-

ing, listen to the sermon, bow your head in prayer. It’s simple . .
. just

as simple as it would have been for you to have walked in this front door

two years ago along with Steve Douglas or my cousins and joined in our

fun. Then we could have been friends all this time, instead of sitting op-

posite each other tonight as strangers.”

He smiled a slow tentative smile which started somewhere way in the

back of his mind, filtering through to his eyes first, lighting up their dark-

ness and then spreading to his lips. She found herself wondering why
everyone called him an ugly man; he wasn’t really, leastways not when he

smiled.

“The last time I went to church, deep out in the country, the old-line

Baptist preacher announced his text, 1 am the Christ, whom I shall rep-

resent today.’ He was dressed in coarse linen pantaloons with baggy legs,

and a shirt of the same material. He had no sooner begun his sermon than

a little blue lizard ran up his pantaloon. The preacher slapped away at

his leg but his efforts were unavailing and the little fellow kept ascending

higher and higher. Still continuing the sermon, the preacher loosened the

top button of his pantaloons, kicking off the garment and, he hoped, the

lizard as well. But in the meanwhile Mr. Lizard was crawling under the

preacher’s shirt. Tortured, but unwilling to stop his sermon, the preacher

undid the collar button and off flew his tow linen shirt. At that moment
an old lady in the rear of the room rose up and cried, ‘If you represent

Christ, then I’m done with the Bible.’
”

When he started his story his feet had been planted flat on the floor;

by the middle of the yarn his right leg was raising slowly, then just as his

climax was reached he threw his right leg over the left, his head went all

the way back and he laughed unconstrainedly.

She thought: Cousin John Stuart said he tells these stories in order

to draw closer to other people in his loneliness, hut I think they are his

small talk, the coin of the realm by means of which he pays his way in

company.
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She handed him a tray of food, plates and silver to carry into the parlor,

then went ahead of him to put a linen cloth over a small round cherry-

wood table close to the fire. When they were seated, she ashed:

"Do you like Springfield any better now that you’ve lived here sex^'eral

years?”

“A man came up to our Secretary of State the other day and asked

permission to use one of the state rooms for a series of lectures. ‘May 1

ask what is to be the subject of your lectures?’ the Secretary inquired.

‘Certainly. They are on the second coming of our Lord.’ ‘It’s no use,’ the

Secretary replied. ‘If the Lord has been in Springfield once he will not

come a second time.’
”

For a moment she was shocked; Does the man never give a straight

answer? Does he always reply with a story? Then she joined her laughter

to his.

‘‘Mr. Lincoln, you’re the most perfect original I’ve ever met.”

He had begun to eat his quail, but now he laid down the fork with a

grimace.

"IVe been told that before . . . less gently,”

She put out her hand impulsively, found it engulfed in his bony

fingers.

‘‘I’m interested in you. That’s the beginning of friendship, isn't it?”

"The best,” be replied. "Not many young ladies have been interested

in me.”

"Have you been interested in many of them?”

"Two or three, perhaps. When I was a little codger a wagon with a lady

and two girls and a man broke down near us and while they were fixing

up, they cooked in our kitchen. The woman had books and read us stories

and they were the first I ever bad heard. I took a great fancy to one of

the girls; and when they were gone I thought of her a great deal, and

one day while I was sitting out in the sun by the house I wrote out a

story in my mind. I thought I took my father’s horse and followed them

and they were surprised to see me. I talked mth the girl and persuaded

her to eiope with me; and that night I put her on my horse and started off

across the prairie. After several hours we came to a camp, and when we
rode up we found it was the one we had left a few hours before. The next

night we tried it again and the same thing happened and then we con-

cluded that we ought not to elope. I think that was the beginning of

love with me. What was the beginning of love with you, Mary Todd?”

She stared back at him in silence, thinking:

There has been no beginning; not yet, at least.

Following the rains there came sharp cold and snow covered the vast

prairie. The carriages were replaced by sleighs. The young people of



Springfield went on rides across the moonlit countryside, frequently

ending at the Edwards house for hot drinks and an hour of games,

political discussion or dancing.

“Fm not sure I understand just what has happened,” Mary confided

to Elizabeth as, brimming with high spirits, she closed the door on the

last of her guests, and took a cup of chocolate up to her sister. “I am excited

by everything that is going on here in Springfield as I never was in Lex-

ington. I like everyone and everyone seems to like me. I must have a

dozen invitations to parties next week. Part of it is your wonderful kind-

ness, Liz, throwing open your house this way for me to entertain . .
.”

“No, my dear,” Elizabeth interrupted, "a mere roof and food on the side-

board aren’t enough. Its you alone who are attracting the young people

here, with the girls as happy in your company as the men. That means

there's a joy in you, a radiance for them all. Nor have you ever been more

beautiful.”

, I feel beautiful! Look, the darkness under my eye is completely

gone, and my figure hasn't been this slender since I left Mentelle's.”

She danced over to Elizabeth’s vanity mirror. “I do believe that my nose is

a trifle retrouss^. Why had I never noticed that in Lexington?” The ex-

presrion of her eyes had softened, mellowed. Her hands were shapely and

white; since she had had many compliments on them she was not averse

to using them in graceful gestures. Extending them toward her sister,

she cried:

“Could I have been like this at home, Liz, if I had let myself, so . . ,

easy, so . . , tolerant? I never feel . . . upset, even my humor has lost

its sting. . . . It's as though the week’s trip I took on the steam cars, boats

and stagecoaches was not from one town to another but rather from

. . . childhood ... to womanhood.”

Elizabeth smiled a little wanly.

“There were restraining influences at home, pressures left over from

childhood. When you visited here you had a ‘keep at arm’s length, I’m

green fruit’ attitude.”

“And now Fm ripe?”

“Oh, quite!”

Mary rose from the side of her sister’s bed, walked to the window and
gazed out at the snow-covered fields.

“Which one do you prefer, Mary?” asked Elizabeth with a shrewd
smile. “The Yankee, the Irishman, the handsome shopkeeper? Fm, sure

it will never be the Rough Diamond.”
One corner of Mary’s mouth went up in a quizzical bantering expres-

sion.

‘The Yankee, as you call Steve Douglas, would be forever arguing
against Henry Clay; Jimmy Shields, the Irishman, has too lately kissed the
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blarney stone; Josh Speed falls in and out t>£ love too fast. ... As for a

rough diamond, that would depend on how clear and flawless it was,

under the surface. To polish a perfect diamond could be the task of a

lifetime.”

Elizabeth's expression shifted to the maternal.

“Unfortunately there’s no way of telling wi'Eat lies under the surface

until all the work is done. And then, if you find the stone worthless, it’s

too late. ...”

“But isn’t there some kind of dependable divining rod . . . such as

love? Oh, I’m not referring to Mr. Lincoln now, I know him less well than

any of the others. But if you love a man . , . any man . . . don’t you

have to take a great deal on trust?”

6

A letter arrived from her father bringing bad news for the Todds,

causing them to assemble at the Edwards house as though for a funeral:

the Whig convention had rejected their hero and leader, Henry Clay,

and had nominated General William H. Harrison for the presidency. Her
father and stepmother had been among the hundred dinner guests at Ash-

land awaiting the news of the master’s nomination when the travel-stained

courier had arrived with the disillusioning information. Her father wrote;

After Mr, Clay tore open the dispatch his eyes filled with tears and he

cried; “My friends are not worth the powder and shot it would take to kill

them! I am the most unfortunate man in the history of politics, always

run by iny friends when sure to be defeated, and now betrayed for a

nomination when I, or anyone, would be sure of an election.”

Since coming to Springfield Mary had thought little about going to*

Washington City when her father accompanied Mr. Clay to the White

House, but her disappointment was nonetheless keen. She considered

it unfair for Henry Clay to be passed by for a weak candidate who had

been selected only because he was a popular military hero.

Elizabeth’s son was born on Sunday, December 15. The cotillion party

at the American House in honor of the new legislature was scheduled for

the following day at early candlelight. Elizabeth, in a state of Jubilation at

having produced a male heir for her husband, insisted that Ninian take

Mary to the party.

They set out for the American House shortly before seven, Mary was

wearing her hair in curls, shoulder length, hut had brushed it severely



back off the brow as though 'to prove that she could w'ear the highly

feminine curls and still not be frivolous. Her dress was of a changeable

shot silk of flame color and blue on which was brocaded small bouquets of

brilliantly colored blossoms,, the wide skirt buoyed out by a dozen stiffly

starched petticoats, the bodice cut low across her bosom.

The American House was kitty-corner from the state house, the largest

private building in Springfield, with accommodations for two hundred

guests. The outside was plain in design but the interior was furnished

lavishly with the finest of French wallpapers, furniture and carpeting. The
ladies' parlor had been turned into a dressing room. Mary was surprised

to find many of the young women carrying bundles. She stood in the

doorway wondering what it was she had failed to bring; then the bundles

began to kick and squeal. The mothers unwrapped the blankets from

around their infants and fed them their supper. No great inconvenience,

thought Mary, for all of the gowns, of handsome silk and satin, were cut as

low as her own.

In the far end of the dining room, which had been converted into a'

ballroom, there was a platform with Springfield’s recently reorganized

band, including a number of brass instruments and a half dozen violins

and guitars. The room was brilliantly lighted with candles clustered in

side brackets and in three enormous ceiling chandeliers. The floor had

been highly polished for the dancing. All of Springfield had turned out;

in addition there were many lovely young girls whom she had never seen

before, daughters of the legislators, or sisters, assembled from all over the

state for the gay social season.

Ninian was her partner for the first quadrille and then in quick succes-

sion she danced a waltz, cotillion and reels with Stephen Douglas, James

Shields, James Matheny and Samuel Treat. Joshua Speed linked an arm

through hers and half turned her toward a young man whom .she had seen

in the streets in Springfield.

“Mary, may I take the liberty of introducing Billy Herndon? He
^threatens to move out of the hotel above my store unless I secure a waltz

for him.”

Mary recalled who he was, the son of Archer G. Herndon, who owned
a tavern. Young Herndon had done preparatory work at Illinois Col-

lege in Jacksonville for a year but, not being admitted to the college

proper, had returned home, quarreled with his father over abolition and
slavery, drifted through a number of jobs and finally landed with Joshua

Speed as a clerk in his general store. He had a thin-bridged nose, small

close-set eyes, a boyish ingratiating manner.

“It's certainly a wonderful pleasure for me to meet you, Miss Todd.
The band is about to strike up. If it’s a waltz may I have the honor , . .

It was a waltz, “He Never Said He Loved,” and before she could say
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another word Herndon had whirled her out on the dance floor. He danced
well but deluged her with a cloudburst of words and ideas, each seemed

to spring from the last yet none belonging to any focal core that she

could discern; by the time the dance was half over, her head had begun to

spin conversely to the movement of Mr, Herndon's waltz. As the dance

ended he gazed at her with admiration and said:

“I want to compliment you on the grace of your dancing. You glide

through the waltz -with the ease of a serpent,"

She felt the blood pound up to two red spots on her forehead. Her
voice w’-as cold as she replied:

"Mr. Herndon, comparison to a serpent is rather severe irony."

She disengaged her arm, thinking:

What gaucheriel I never want to he exposed to that one again.

Unwilling to return to her own circle with her indignation flaming on

her forehead, she walked toward the end of the ballroom. She was brought

up short by an outburst of laughter. From her vantage point behind a

potted shrub she was able to look into the midst of a group of men clustered

about a table. Sprawled out on the edge of a chair, dressed in a black

broadcloth suit, vest and a stock rigged up with a little boxv, was Abraham
Lincoln. She had expected he w'ould appear somewhere since he was one

of the managers of the ball. He was telling a story, with voice and

gesture to emphasize the details. When he had finished, her laughter

came a little faster than the rest. Lincoln heard it, bolted upright in his

chair, saw her through the leaves of the shrub. He rose, withdrew from

the circle of surrounding men and came to her side.

“Miss Todd, I want to dance with you in the worst way.”

They stood in silence until the music began. A number of figures

went through her mind: she w'as dancing with a broken windmill, with a

ship in a storm at sea, with a flagpole waving in the breeze. It was not an

unpleasant sensation, merely painful, for he spent half of the dance

treading on her feet. When the music stopped she said wistfully;

“Mr. Lincoln, you have achieved your ambition.”

He stared at her uncomprehendingly for a moment, then threw back his

head and laughed in high glee.

“A good line, Miss Todd. Reminds me of the hoy whose teacher asked

him why he didn’t spell better, and he replied, ‘Because I just hain't got

the hang of the schoolhouse.’ Do you mind if I add your story to my reper-

toire?”

She thought, How much wiser he is than I. Why couldn’t I have

laughed at Billy Herndon? Her eyes traveled upward laboriously almost

as one climbed a high and precipitate clilF, to Mr. Lincoln’s six feet and

four inches of height.



'1 give you carte Uanche to n$e the story, Mr. Lincoln. But if it hadn’t

amused you I should have apologized.’*

SHE found that the rough diamond, as her sister had called him,

was getting less polished by the day, and for his pains had taken a castiga

don from the press. True, the Register was the opposition newspaper, but

very rarely did they get as angry with any Whig as they were this moment

with Mr. Lincoln. After admitting that he had made some telling points

in the presidential-elector debate with Stephen Douglas, the editorial

added:

IVL. Lincoln has a sort of assumed clownishness in his manner which does

not become him . . . vdll sometimes make his language correspond with

this clownish manner, and he can thus frequently raise a loud laugh

among his Wliig hearers; but this entire game of buffoonery convinces me
mind of no man. . . . We seriously advise Mr, Lincoln to correct this

clownish fault before it grows upon him.

Buffoonery, and the making of laughter: were they the same? Was the

pulling up of Colonel Richard Taylor’s vest to expose his expensive shirt

and gold ornaments the act of a buffoon? Or of a man who knows that

laughter is the greatest leveler of pomposity? What an amazing contrast

they were, Douglas and Lincoln, each the leader of the young wing of his

party; though Douglas had an endless supply of small talk, he was literal-

minded, could never make a joke. Lincoln on the other hand tried to re-

duce every complexity to a folk story or a single essence line, as when
Ninian Edwards offered to reply to the Register’s attack, and Lincoln

answered:

“No, thank you, Ninian; every man has to skin his own skunk.”

She determined to hear him the next time he made a speech, and judge

for herself.

On December 20 the two political factions began a week of debate.

I'he wind blew an icy coldness across the frozen prairie; the dusk was
as dark as a cloudy sky and black soil could make it. She was called for in

a carriage by the oldest of her cousins and by all odds the strangest-looking:

Stephen T. Logan was just a little short of forty, a small skinny man with
a mop of curly red hair, a pinched face, narrow-line lips and a rasping

voice. When he stepped from the carriage she saw that he was dressed in

his usual shabby coat, baggy trousers, old fur cap and thick farmer hrogans.
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she wrapped her dark blue merino cloak tightly about her and wondered
how anybody in her family could help but love beautiful clothes. The
mystery was the more unfathomable when she remembered that Judge
Logan was immaculately groomed in his legal thinking and had spent a

fortune on his imposing brick home set in the midst of a vast park.

They drew up in front of the Second Presbytertian Church which
was being used by the House of Representatives until the state capital

should be completed. Franklin stoves glowed red on either side of the

rostrum, the floor was covered with a heavy layer of sawdust. All the seats

on the main floor were taken. They went up to the gallery and found

seats immediately above the lecturer and a roaring stove. Though the

church had been built to accommodate three hundred people, five hundred
had crammed in and were standing in the aisles when the speaking began.

Judge Logan would be speaking later in the week for the Whigs; he said

to her in a tight voice, so like her father s;

"Everyone turns out for the best show in town. That McKenzie and

Jefferson theatrical troupe vrill be playing to empty chairs tonight in Mr.
Watson’s new saloon.”

By the end of the week, however, the show seemed to have lost its

attraction, for Mary found only thirty people scattered throughout the

uncomfortably silent hall on the night Mr. Lincoln was to close the debate.

True, it was December 2,6, and the town was exhausted from having

shopped for its gifts all day Christmas and exchanged them at high tea, but

this was really a dismal showing. She knew it would be considered im-

proper for her to attend alone and had almost given up hope of hearing

Mr. Lincoln when she learned that Simeon Francis, the owner of the

Sangamo Journal, and his wife were coming to tea before going on to re-

port the meeting.

"Do you mind if I go with you?” she asked, when the Francises were

about to depart.

Mrs. Francis threw her a scrutinizing glance.

"To hear Mr. Lincoln? Why, of course, dear, we’d he happy to have

company."

They sat her between them, Simeon Francis a fat, exuberant, good-

natured man of forty-three, and his wife, also big, deep-bosomed. She was

a first-rate journalist in her own right but was completely thwarted by the

fact that none of the female news she gathered could be printed, in the

Journal, for a woman’s name could appear in a newspaper only twice;

when she w^as married and w^hen she died. However her knowledge of

what was happening to everyone in the county was not w^asted, she was an

inveterate matchmaker w'ho had
.
over twenty marriages to her credit.

Barren herself, she felt that all the children of her arranged marriages were

in a special sense her own.



“You must come home with us for supper, child,” she boomed in Mary's

ear. “Mr. Lincoln is coining too.”

“Oh no, I didn’t mean to impose myself . »

“Tush, it’ll be the best part of the evening. You can help us edit Mr.

Lincoln’s speech for the Journal/'

Mary looked up to the stand. Seeing that no one else was coming,

Mr. Lincoln rose, took a speech out of his pocket and began glumly:

“Fellow Citizens: It is peculiarly embarrassing to me to attempt a con-

tinuance of the discussion, on this evening, which has been conducted in

this hall on several preceding ones. It is so, because on each of those

evenings there was a much fuller attendance than now, without any reason

for its being so, except the greater interest the community feel in the

speakers who addressed them then, than they do in him who is to do so

now. I am indeed apprehensive that the few who have attended, have

done so more to spare me of mortification than in the hope of being inter-

ested in anything I may he able to say. This circumstance casts a damp

upon my spirits, which I am sure I shall be unable to overcome during

the evening.”

“Oh dear, what an unfortunate beginning,” said Simeon Francis. “Now,

of all times, he could use some buffoonery.”

Mary looked at Lincoln’s set expression and stiff posture, then proffered

tentatively: “Could it have been the editorial criticizing his manner.s that

has frightened him? I bet there won’t be a single joke in the entire speech.”

She was very nearly right: Mr, Lincoln plunged into a closely reasoned

argument on the subtreasury which Democratic President Van Buren

had installed to take the place of the national bank whose charter Andrew
Jaclcson had refused to renew, analyzing the reasons why the Whigs
wanted the national bank rechartered.

At first she found his voice unpleasantly high, with a twang and mr

abrasive quality. She was amused by some of his backwoods pronunciations

such as Mr. Cheerman for Mr. Chairman. Then slowly as he tightened

the skein of his argument, as she became absorbed in the rhythm.s with

which he enumerated his skillfully written lines, she realized that the

penetrating voice had gone not through her but into her.

The Francis carriage was rather small for four and she found herseil'

crushed against Mr. Lincoln’s heavy black suit; but for ail he knew of her

presence she might have been back in the Biiiegrass, He sat with his

eyes sunk and turned inward, his skin gray, his knees folded up under his

chin and his hands clasped tight and bloodless about his ankles. She felt

uncomfortable before his deep gloom: if there had been any way of getting

out of the carriage and making her way back on foot she would have
done so.

The Francis home was northeast of the state house, separated bv a few
'
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lots from the office of thek Journal, hut for all purposes except the actual

printing there was little difference Between the two buildings; the parlor of

the home was littered with dozens of out-of-town papers scissored for

reproduction in the Journal, long sticks of type in process of composing,

batches of uncorrected galley proof.

Supper was ready on the dining-room table, hot turkey stuffed with

English walnuts, freshly baked corn bread and coffee. Lincoln would not

touch a thing.

“I got the hypo,” he muttered without looking at anybody. “That

speech killed my appetite deader than it did General Harrison.”

Seeing the look of puzzlement on Mary's face, Simeon Francis ex-

plained, “Hypo is his abbreviation for hypochondria. Fact, you might al-

most call it his pet name, he enjoys it so much.”

She saw Lincoln wince hut the Francises had known him since 1834

when he was the agent for the Journal in New Salem and they treated him

as a son.

“Besides, Ahe,” said Mrs. Francis, “you take too much credit on your-

self: since when are you important enough to kill the Whig candidate

for president, singlehanded?”

A little color came back into Lincoln's leathery face; he managed a

small smile.

“Forgive me if I don't join the wake,” said Mary in an astringent voice,

“but your speech, Mr. Lincoln, was as lucid a statement of the Whig case

as I’ve heard since General Harrison was nominated. Besides,” her tone

resumed its semi-southern softness, “you made your best effort. What more

can one ask of you?”

The man sitting opposite her, who had yet to acknowledge her presence,

pulled up in his chair and looked at her with laughter beginning to

germinate behind his eyes,

"Answering your question, Miss Todd, I feel like I once did when I

met a woman riding horseback in the woods. As I stopped to let her pass

she also stopped, and looking at me intently, said; 'I do believe you are

the ugliest man I ever saw.’ Said I: ‘Madam, you probably are right, but

I can't help itl’ ‘No,’ said she, ‘you can't help it, but you might stay at

home.'
”

The Francises joined Lincoln in his outburst of laughter; Mary re-

mained silent and a little pale. Why does he tell such cruel stories on

himself?

Then she felt a pair of eyes enveloping her. She turned and saw Mrs.

Francis holding her and Lincoln together in a fascinated gaze.

She scrambled breathlessly to her feet.

“I simply must be going! Mr. Francis, could you drive me home?”
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HER father had sent her a generous sum for Christmas, and in

the same letter imparted a piece of information t in her mother's will she

had been left eighty acres of good farm land in Indiana which was to come

into her possession when she married. It was comforting to know that she

would not go into marriage empty-handed; but she felt a long way from

marriage at the moment, so she spent half of the Christmas gift on silk

velvet, Grecian merino and green Italian crepe for new dresses.

Attached to her father's letter was a note from her stepmother and a few

scrawled lines from Emilie, Sitting alone before the fire blazing in the

grate in her bedroom she felt a strong nostalgia for her family, particularly

for the youngsters, and for the house on Main Street It was her first

Christmas away from Lexington, where the holiday festivities were the

most ceremonious of the year, starting two weeks before Christmas with

elegant dinner parties and formal balls, and extending copiously into the

New Year,

The nostalgia was dispelled the next day when a note arrived from Ann
asking what kind of progress she was making and how soon there would

be a vacancy at Elizabeth's.

New Year’s Day was the most social in Springfield; Mary found that

she was expected to call on everyone and to leave her card in the ribboned

basket which hung on the front doorknob when the hosts were out calling.

Ninian had wanted to pass the day by, since Elizabeth was not yet ready

to come dovrastairs, but Elizabeth claimed that Mary could perfectly well

do the family’s receiving.

“Mary, tell the cook to prepare escalloped oysters, chicken salad and ice

cream. And you'd better be dressed by the crack of dawn: the first New
Year we were here a bachelor arrived while we were still in bed.”

The first bachelor did indeed call at nine in the morning but Mary was

prepared: she had placed about the parlor a number of heavy sterling bowls

filled with oranges, the greatest of all New Year’s treats. By one o’clock

she had received almost a hundred callers. When Frances and Dr. Wallace
arrived to help Ninian, Mary was free. The streets of Springfield were
literally boiling with gigs, coaches, barouches. By two o’clock she had
made a dozen stops hut had found not a soul at home, for by now the

entire town was out passing each other in carriages.

It was not until ten o’clock that night that the last of the Edwardses’

guests had departed. She was at the bottom of the stairs with her shoes in
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one hand, about to ascend, when she heard k faint knocking. She slipped

back into her shoes, put the lamp she was carrying on a table and opened

the front door.

There, with his big beaver hat pressed against his chest, and. a shy con-

strained look on his face, stood Abraham Lincoln.

“Mr. Lincoln! Last but not least. Won’t you come in?”

“Thank you, ma’am.. I know it’s not what you meant, but just to keep

the record clear this is my first visit today, not my last. I waited until I was

sure everyone else would be gone so I could have a few moments alone

with you.”

Mary’s eyebrows raised slightly, but she made no comment. Leading him
to the parlor, she indicated two armchairs for him to draw up to the fire,

“Would you like a cup of eggnog? Or perhaps of coffee?”

“No, thank you, ma’am.”

They sat watching the flames weave ever new patterns, caught in a

reverie by the crackling of the logs, then fell into companionable talk,

leaning forward with their elbows on their thighs, hands clasped before

them, heads almost touching. They were surprised to learn that they had

been born less than a hundred miles from each other in Kentucky, that

they had lost their mothers at about .the same age. His family had moved

to Indiana when he was seven and he did not remember too much about

Kentucky, so she told him about Lexington and Ashland and Henry Clay,

and together they mourned his defeat at the Harrisburg convention. She

spoke briefly about Dr. Ward’s Academy and Mentelle’s, then asked him

about his own early life and education.

“My early life? It can all be condensed into a single sentence, The short

and simple annals of the poor.’
”

“That’s from Gray’s Elegy, isn’t it?”

“Yes.” He smiled a little wistfully. “I went to ABC schools by iittles,

two or three months here or there, less than a year in all. Blab schools, of

course. No qualification was ever required of a teacher beyond readin’,

writin’ and cipherin’. There was nothing to excite ambition for education.

When I came of age I didn’t know much, still somehow I could read,

write and cipher to the Rule of Three. I have not been to school since.”

"Yet your subtreasury speech was a trenchant piece of writing. You’re

certainly as well educated as I am, for all my thirteen years of formal

schooling. Where did it come from?”

‘Well, we never owned a book except the Bible, but one neighbor had

Bunyan’s Eilgrim's Progress, and the man who owned the nearest general

store had Robert Burns. When you have only a few books you read them

over and over until you know them by heart. There was a farmer by the

name of Crawford a few miles down the road who loaned me his copy of

Weems’s Life of Washington, I read it at night up in the sleeping loft till



the candle burned out; once I put it between the logs and the rain got it

wet. I pulled corn for Crawford for three whole days to w^orlc out the

price of the book, but I didn't mind because then it belonged to me. Each

year I'd find another book around somewhere in the countryside, Aesop s

Fahles, Rohinson Crusoe, The Life of Henry CUy. By the time I was

fifteen I'd walk a mile and a half to the general store every night and read

the newspapers to learn what was going on in the world. My stepmother

encouraged me and took my side against my father, hie couldn't read or

write, just barely enough to sign his name, though it wasn't his fault: he

was only six when his father was shot by an Indian in the fields and he

never got to go to school even by littles.”

He was thoughtful for a moment while leaning perilously close to the

fire.

"He never had any schooling and so he feared it and begrudged it to

others. He used to say, ‘I suppose you're still foolin' yourself with eddica-

tion. I tried to stop you, but you got that fool idea in your head and it

can't be got out Now I hain’t got no eddication but I get along far better

than if I had.' But he didn't get along; nothing ever worked out for him;

he was a skilled carpenter and cabinetmaker and could have given my
mother a good life in Elizabethtown, hut he never was content to stay any-

where for long. Mind you, he isn’t a stupid or a lazy man, he always owned

land and horses, it's just that he had bad luck . . , coupled with bad

judgment; each time we moved on to a new farm. Knob Creek in Ken-

tucfy, Pigeon Creek in Indiana, Macon County on the Sangamon River

here in Illinois, the land turned out to be poor, or the weather was bad, or

the title was defective and he lost the fruits of his labor. We’d move on to

a new place with our few household possessions piled into a farm wagon.

But he loved my stepmother, Sarah, and she protected my right to read and

study in my spare hours,"

She noted a sharp change in his voice in this last sentence, as though in

his mind he were drawing some kind of painful contrast. She asked so

softly that if he did not want to hear the question it could not reach his

ears alive:

"And he didn’t love your mother?"

“It was only when my stepmother refused him and married another man
that he took my mother for a wife. My mother could have known; maybe
that's why I never remember her as anything but . . . defeated.” His

words too were so soft that they could never again be brought back as a

reality. “When she died . . . and Sarah was widowed, he traveled all the

way back to Elizabethtown to get her. She found us living in a dirty cabin,

ragged and half starved; my twelve-year-old sister had been doing her best

but she was too young. My stepmother turned that unfinished, lonely cabin

into a clean and loving home.”
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He turned his face up to Mary, She found it lighted by an inner

radiance.

“She gave us love. We needed love ... so badiv,”

“We all do.”

They were quiet, but there was communication between them. After a

moment she asked gently:

“And your sister, where is she?”

“Dead. Like my mother. Neither needed to die.” Melancholy settled

over his face. “When my father moved us from Kentucky to the wilds of

Indiana all he built was a half-faced camp wnth a brush roof; one side was

open to the snow and cold. We suffered bad that winter but my mother

most of all. Even the next winter when he built a real cabin, it had no

laid floor. She didn't have the strength to surrdve the milk-sick.”

He paused for a long time before continuing.

“My sister w^as nineteen when she married Aaron Grigsby. He let her

die in childbed, without care. Love . . . marriage ... so often . , . they

kill.”

She reached out a hand, compassionately. He pulled back as though

touched by fire.

“It doesn’t have to be that w'ay, Mr. Lincoln. The world is full of people

who love and marry and do only good to each other.”

He searched her face for a moment, a dark fever brooding in his eyes.

“Could I call you Molly?”

“Molly?” She was mystified. “You mean as a nickname?”

“Yes.”

"IVe never had a nickname. But why .should you want to?”

He squirmed uneasily in his chair, answering without looking directly

at her.

“Well, I knew another girl by the name of Mary . . . few years ago in

New Salem. I didn’t come off too well in that . . . and the name Mary

is still a little . .
.
painful. ...”

“Then call me Molly, by all means.”

“Thank you. I’ll have that cup of coffee now, Molly, if I may,”

She started for the kitchen vrith her head cocked to one side wonder-

ingly. Molly, she thought; what next?

THE Edwards house was alight, with candle dusters and astral

lamps as Elizabeth made her re-entry into Springfield society. She was



dressed -in the full Howiiig French bombazine gown Mary had made for

her when she came downstairs to receive the hundred and fifty guests

who had been invited to meet Benjamin and Helen Edwards, Ninian's

younger brother and his bride of four months, out from New Haven to

settle in Springfield. Ninian had given his wife a Chinese-red piano as a

gift for his first son. Mary and Stephen Douglas sat playing duets while

the guests arrived.

Sitting next to Stephen on the red piano stool, their shoulders sometimes

touching lightly, Mary felt the tremendous warmth and vigor of the man

:

brilliant, irrepressible, ambition-ridden. Singlehanded he had set up the

radically new but effective structure of the Democratic party in Illinois

and was leading his party in the plans to re-elect President Martin Van

Buren. At dinner the night before she had heard Ninian tell his younger

brother, wdiile analyzing the Springfield lawyers:

‘111 a bad case Stephen Douglas is the best lawyer in Illinois. In a bad

case Abraham Lincoln is the worst.”

Tire man next to her with the big head and thick hair, the heavy torso

and childlike legs, singing softly in her ear and flirting outrageously with

his eyes, was obviously first-rate. He also was obviously enamored of her.

She thought of him in Ninian’s term as a steam engine in britches, and

enjoyed the cyclonic movements of his mind, which certainly had legs

long enough to reach the ground in any situation. She liked him, admired

him, was excited and amused by him; but did she love him'?

She looked around the conservatory in which there were some fifteen

young men, singing, talking vivaciously, pleasant fellows with good starts

in life. She liked them all and she had reason to believe they liked her.

She favored no one of the men more than the other; she rotated both her

invitations and her acceptances. She knew that this method of casualness

might discourage anyone from falling in love with her, but she did not

want anyone falling in love with her until she herself was committed.

Here in Springfield she found that many other girls felt the same way;

they were not competing for the favor of the men, they were not anxious,

worried or preoccupied by thoughts of marriage. They were young; healthy,

attractive, and enjoying life. So was she.

Stephen Douglas came to a loud closing crescendo, then sprang up
saying, “I’m hot and thirsty. Come along, Mary, and fix me a beaker of

wine punch.” .

As they made their way across the crowded foyer a Jacksonville attorney

grabbed Douglas by the biceps:

“Steve! Haven’t seen you since the New Year. This is going to be your
year, man. We bring in the bacon for Van Buren, and you may see the

inside of the United States Senate.”

She saw Douglas flush, then realized she too had gone red of face.
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Stephen Douglas, in the United States Senate! Sitting next to Henry

Clay, John Calhoun, Daniel Webster! When they moved on, she asked;

“Is that true, Steve?”

“If the Democrats get a majority in the legislature . . . they’re the

ones who pick the next United States senator from Illinois. And since I've

taken over the leadership of the party ... .it looks like I’ll be put on the

track.”

He placed both pudgy hands on his face, nmning his fingers along the

contour of the heavy nostrils and then down through the dimples in the

square-cut chin.

“But, Steve, you’re not yet thirty. . . . Are you prepared?”

“Prepared? How can I tell until I get there and try my wings? Young

men have to come up, don’t they? Do you know who could go to the

United States Senate from Illinois if the Democrats lose?”

“No, who?”

'Tour absent friend, Abraham Lincoln.”

“Abraham Lincoln!” The loudness of her voice astonished them both.

“That I can scarcely believe!”

“I’m glad to see you consider me the lesser of the twn evils, my dear!”

“Oh, Steve! I was only surprised because you’re so young. I’m sure that

if you have your heart set on the Senate, you'll end up a United States

senator.”

“That’s better, As a matter of fact the first time I thought I might be

elected, I shocked myself out of a week's sleep.”

After she had poured his drink and he joined Ninian aird a group of

men in the library, she remembered a phrase he had used: your absent

friend.

It was true, she had not seen him. Why? Had he not been invited? Or

had he just not bothered to come? Suddenly she felt someone standing

close behind her.

“No, he's not here, Mary.”

Mary whirled about.

“For heaven’s sake, Liz, stop reading my mind.”

“Gladly. Just stop smearing your thoughts over your face like black-

berry jam. He was not invited because he is in no sense a part of our social

life, only a roomer-arounder, sharing a bed above Josh Speed's store, and

eating free meals at the Butlers’.”

“But you’ve invited other young men who have no homes: Lyman
Trumbull sleeps in a committee room at the state house. Josh is here and

he sleeps above his store.”

“They have no homes in which to entertain, but they are definitely

interested in society, they reciprocate by entertaining in the good hotels

and restaurants, thus indicating that they intend to take their place among



US. Lyman is the seventh generation of Trumbulls in America, while

Joshua Speed comes from a prominent Kentucky family. Socially, Mr.

Lincoln does not exist.”

“Won’t his feelings be hurt . , . ? If it were me I should hate us all as

snobs.”

“My dear, you just don’t know Mr. Lincoln. The greatest favor we

could have done him was to leave him off the list. He’s made it clear tliat

he doesn’t want to become an integral part of Springfield society, and I

see no reason to go against his wishes.”

It’s true, she thought after Elizabeth had turned away, I don’t under-

stand Mr. Lincoln. But how do you solve a man you almost never lay

ey?es on?

The next afternoon company arrived from Columbia, Missouri. Judge

David Todd, who was her father’s brother, and with him his lovely

eighteen-year-old daughter Anne. The family was invited to Dr. John

Todd’s home for a Todd reunion. For Mary it was interesting to see her

two uncles together; Dr. John, who was the oldest of the lot at fifty-two,

entirely bald but with thin thatches of white hair combed back over his

ears, a heavy-set man with the foreshortened neck of the Todds. He was a

graduate of -Transylvania and the University of Penn.sylvania, who be-

lieved in hell-fire for the erring soul, bleeding and blistering for the erring

body.

Judge David Todd was younger, a stockily built man with handsome

black eyes and black curling hair, known in the family as a lady’s man. He
had moved from Kentucky to Missouri very early, bought the best of farm

lands, set up as a merchant, studied law and sat on the bench for sixteen

years. . .

’

The great enthusiasm of her uncle David’s life was Missouri.

“You made a great mistake, Mary, coming up here to Springfield,” he
boomed, “We have nothing but the finest out there; the lands are the

richest, the men are the handsomest . . . Say, Mary, you haven’t got your-

self hitched yet?”

“No, Uncle David, I’m still a spinster.”

“Good, good, we need young ladies like you out in Missouri. In fact

that’s one of my reasons for coming here, I plan to inundate Missouri with
Todds. How would you like to come back with us? I know at least half a

dozen men there who would grab you at first sight. You don’t have that

kind of man here. I’ll bet.”

“Frankly, no,” she replied gaily. “I haven’t been grabbed at all.”

"In Missouri we believe in fast action. What would you like, lawyer,
doctor, farmer, merchant, judge? Say, we even got a dentist. Think you
might like a dentist? Come back vrith us, Mary,”
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SHE was walking along Sixth Street one February midafternoon

w'hen Mrs. Simeon Francis emerged from her house dressed in a full-

skirted white cotton apron and thick knitted shawl, carrying a heavily

laden tray. Mrs. Francis went down the half dozen steps to the loose planks

her husband had laid between his office and home, saw Mary and called

across to her:

“Hello, Mary, come along to the shop and help me feed Sini.”

Mary picked her way across the rough frozen mud of Sixth Street, saw

that Mrs. Francis was carrying hot food in addition to coffee: a broad,

flat-faced woman with the nose, mouth, eyebrows and ears all on the

identical plane; with deepclefted breasts, ample, Mary thought, to nourish

an entire generation. She had become a familiar figure in Springfield,

plodding down the block with hot soup in winter, cold milk and fruit

punch in summer.

As they walked past the several intervening lots, Mary asked:

“Why didn’t you build your home and shop next to each other, with a

connecting door? It would have saved you many trips.”

“About twenty a day: Sim left at six this morning before breakfast; I

won’t be able to get him out of there until ten tonight. I thought I could

keep the two parts of his life separate, create a place of rest and relaxation

in our home.”

Mary pushed the Sangamo Jourtud door inward, following in the wake

of Mrs. Francis. Simeon was standing with his hack to the door, setting

type. He turned his head for a swift look, his plump stubby fingers never

stopping in the skillful roaming of the type box. Fie was forever brushing

his hair back off his brow with the heel of his palm, and his forehead had

enough ink on It to print an issue of his paper.

“Hello, Mother, suppertime already? Come in, Mary, make yourself

comfortable.”

She was tempted to ask, Where? for the Sangamo ]ournal office was

one large room, containing the rolls of paper, ink, type, boxes and press.

There was a desk in a rear corner, but without a chair for either the owner

or a dropper-in.

Simeon Francis had been born in Connecticut, served his printing ap-

prenticeship in New Haven, then published weekly papers in New
London and Buffalo. He had come west in 1831, wanting to grow up with

a new community. He had been unsuccessful at first because most of



Springfield’s southern settlers had suspected him of being a “damned

Yankee." His paper was now the official voice of all the Whigs in Illinois,

yet he could by no means support himself on the four-page weekly, and

had to keep his press busy with all manner of commercial printing.

“Around this ofiice I am the editor, compositor, devil and man of all

work," he explained. “The only chance I get to compose my editorials is

standing right here at the type boxes and setting up my thoughts in print

as they come to me."

Mrs. Francis said quiedy, “Abe helps you all he can.”

The Francises were the only ones in Springfield who called Mr. Lincoln

by his first name.

"Yes, Abe is a great help,” Simeon agreed. “He writes articles and letters

to fill the pages.”

“Is it true that he could be our next senator if the Whigs carry the

state?” She was conscious that she had blurted out the query, but Simeon

did not appear to notice.

“He’s far and away our best man.”

It was her own opinion that Ninian Edwards stood head and shoulders

above all other Whigs. She removed her heavy woolen cloak and, holding

the voluminous shirts of her dark green walking dress above her ankles in

an attempt to avoid the ink-smudged debris on the floor, walked to the

front window overlooking Sixth Street.

“Why do you think so? Mr. Lincoln baffles me. Just what is he, really?”

Simeon and Eliza Francis gazed at each other intently, the room
cracklingly alive with the groping movements of their thoughts. Eliza was

die first to speak.

“When he came to Springfield in April of 1837 he arrived on a bor-

rowed horse, with all his worldly possessions in his saddlebags. He didn’t

have the seventeen dollars necessary to buy the furnishings for a single

bedstead. Josh Speed tells me Abe said, 'It is probably cheap enough but

I want to say that, cheap as it is, I have not the money to pay. But if you
will credit me until Christmas and my experiment here as a lawyer is a

success, I will pay you then. If I fail in that, I will probably never pay you
at all.’ Josh says he had never seen so melancholy a face in his life and so

he offered Abe half of his large double bed above the store. Without saying

a word, Abe took up his saddlebags, went upstairs, and came down again

in a moment with his face beaming: Well, Speed, I’m moved.’
”

“Is it true that he’s been boarding with Mr. Butler all this time without
paying for his meals?”

The Francises looked pained; this was the kind of question one did not
ask. Simeon took up the reply.

“You have to understand how things are out here on the frontier, Marv.
We’re not a settled community like Lexington, Here we take in the young



people and treat tliem as our sons, not only feeding tiieni but giving them

any other help they may need. It’s the custom. If Abe has never paid any

money to the Butlers, it s because the Butlers have made it clear that they

would not accept it. They are his friends. You don’t take money from

friends when they sit down to table. Besides, a lot of his fees are paid to

him in vegetables, groceries and poultry and he turns all these over to the

Butlers.”

Eliza Francis picked up the defense.

“You see, Mary, Abe won’t take a case unless he thinks his client is in

the right. The other day after listening to a would-be client’s statement, he

swung around in his chair and exclaimed, ‘Well, you’ve got a good case in

technical law, but a pretty had one in equity and justice. You will have to

get some other fellow to win this case for you.’ I remember also when one

man asked, ‘What will you charge, Mr. Lincoln, to go into court for me?’

Abe replied, Well, it will cost you ten dollars, but it won’t cost you any-

thing if you can settle it between yourselves.’ They did settle it, so Abe got

no fee.”

In the intervening pause Mary thought, He’s trying to pretend he lives

in a world in which there is no such thing as money. But it won’t work;

my father could teach him that.

Simeon Francis went back to his type box, picked out a few letters, then

dropped them back as he returned to the attack.

“When his two stores up in New Salem ‘winked out,’ to use his own
phrase, and his partner Berry took to drink and died, Abe assumed ail the

obligations, eleven hundred dollars’ worth. He calls it his national debt.

He’s been paying it off ever since. He didn’t have to pay Berry’s debts, but

he assumed full responsibility for his partner.”

“That's commendable, but it’s no more than my father and his business

associates do in Lexington.”

“Granted, There’s really nothing unusual in anything Eliza or I could

tell you about Abe. And yet the young man adds up to something most

unusual. He has a kind of wisdom. That’s why we think he can go . . ,

anywhere , . . to the top, wherever that may be.”

There was a knock on the street window and there stood Mr. Lincoln

in a tall dusty heaver hat and a coat and vest much too loose for him. He
smiled at them while those on the inside waved and smiled back. In the

moment that it took for him to reach the front door and click the latch,

Eliza Francis turned to Mary and asked soberly:

“What about it, Mar)': can you see Abraham plain?”
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THE legislature adjourned and the town emptied almost at once.

All of her male relatives and friends plunged into the new election. Lin-

coln and Simeon Francis fired the first salvo by issuing a campaign news-

paper called The Old Soldier; two weeks later Stephen A. Douglas and the

Register issued an answer in the form of Old Hickory, also a weekly party

organ, and Mary thought it was well done, but when she encountered

Mr. Lincoln on the square and asked him his opinion of Stephen’s editorial

he replied with a crooked-mouthed smile:

“We have adopted as part of our policy to never speak of Douglas at ail;

isn’t that the best mode of treating so small a matter?”

“Mr. Lincoln, that’s unworthy of you!” Her voice had risen and two

spots of color appeared on her forehead. “No man’s qualities should be

judged by the accidental height to which he was born, whether he be too

short like Mr. Douglas ...”

. . or too tall like me?”

“You are as tall as God made you. Mr. Douglas is as short as God made
him. I’m surprised at you, Mr. Lincoln, I’ve never heard you utter a deroga-

tory line about any man.”

He went a little pale, then asked in a low voice:

“Would you defend me with equal vehemence if someone spoke slight-

ingly of me?”

“Indeed I would!”

“Thank you, Molly. I’ll never speak slightingly of Douglas again; the

truth is, he was entitled to copy our idea for a campaign weeldy, for I’ve

borrowed his plan of state organization,”

Early in March the Sangamon Circuit Court opened a two-week session.

A goodly portion of the lawyers of Illinois thronged in, along with clients,

witnesses and business associates. With the exception of the time she had
gone into court in Lexington in a slave-beating case on which her father

was a member of the jury, she never had watched a court session. Yet here in

Springfield it seemed most natural that she should go. Ninian Edwards had
no case on the docket; when she asked him why he replied that there wasn’t

anything coming up that interested him enough since the fees were low.

The rooms in the new courthouse were not yet ready, so court con-

vened in the same store building where she had seen Abraham Lincoln
drop down from his office above. Inside the railing stood a group of lawyers.

Judge Samuel Treat was dressed in a well-fitting black suit, as poised and



urbaBe on the bench as he was shy and awkward when among young

ladies. Stephen Douglas appeared first and won two cases in a very few

minutes. In quick order Edward Baker, Stephen Logan and James Conk-

ling either won cases or had them settled to their satisfaction. It was almost

time for dinner before Lincoln was called. She leaned forward in her seat

to see what kind of man Mr. Lincoln would be representing. He put his

client on the stand and led him through the testimony that he had loaned a

sum of money to a business associate, and that he had not had repayment.

When the defendant took the stand his lawyer asked him if he had repaid

the loan and the man replied that he had. His lawyer then asked him if

he had any proof of this and the defendant drew out of his pocket a receipt

of payment. She saw Mr. Lincoln turn and walk a few steps to stand face

to face with his client:

“Did you know he held this receipt?”

“Yes, Mr. Lincoln, but I thought he had forgotten it.”

Lincoln turned and went down the center aisle of the room to the open

door. Mary was astonished. What strange conductl Judge Treat called out:

“Mr. Lincoln, where are you going? Don’t you want to finish this case?”

Lincoln’s face was pale. He replied:

“Your Honor, I’m going to wash my hands.”

Mary relaxed in her seat with a half-amused, half-puzzled gesture. What
an inauspicious beginning for Mr. Lincoln; and yet, remembering what

the Francises had told her, how entirely in character.

After dinner he was the first to appear at the bar. He was defending a

man who was being sued for a large sum of money. The case revolved

around whether or not Mr. Lincoln's client had caused permanent injury

to the plaintiff. The key witness was a well-known Illinois surgeon who
made positive statements about the severity of the damage done. Mr.

Lincoln stared at the surgeon, then said with each word spaced distinctly

from the other:

“Doctor, how much money are you to receive for testifying in this case?”

The surgeon turned to the judge.

"Your Honor, do I have to answer that question?”

“Yes,” replied Judge Treat, "it’s proper.”

‘Well then . . . I am to receive ... three hundred dollars.”

Mary’s gasp was caught up in the gasp of the courtroom. Lincoln

pointed his long index finger directly at the surgeon, saying in a voice

filled with indignation:

"Gentlemen of the jury, htg fee, hig swecerr

The jurors acquitted Mr. Lincoln’s client.

It was not until the fourth day that a case came up which excited the

w'hole town, Mary, Mercy Levering and Julia Jayne arrived a little late

and had to stand against the back wall. During the previous August a man



named Menry Lockwood had been killed at a camp meeting. A wntness.,

Sovine, had gone to the sheriff and given such a detailed account of the

fatal shooting that a certain Grayson had been indicted for murder. Gray-

son’s mother had tried to secure older and more experienced counsel but,

being without funds, had failed, and so had come to Mr. Lincoln.

The state prosecutor introduced the testimony of Sovine, who swore that

he had seen the shot fired by Grayson, had seen Grayson run away from

the scene and that he, Sovone, had picked up the deceased Lockwood who

had died in his arms.

It seemed a hopeless case. Mary was interested to see that Lincoln did

not take a note during the testimony, nor once rise to object. When the

state prosecutor had rested his case, Lincoln pulled himself out of his chair.

“Mr. Sovine, you say you were with Lockwood Just before and saw the

shooting. You stood very near to them?”

“No, not near. In the timber.”

‘What kind of timber?”

"Beech timber,”

“The leaves on the beeches are rather thick in August, aren’t they?”

“Yes.”

“Did you see a candle up there by the stand or near L<5ckwood and

Grayson?”

"No.”

“How then did you see the shooting?”

“By moonlight.”

Mary saw Mr. Lincoln reach into his side pocket and pick out a blue-

covered pamphlet, find the page he wanted and offer it up in evidence.

When the book was handed back to him, he said;

"By the testimony of this almanac, the official one used by the city of

Springfield and the state of Illinois, we now have indisputable evidence

that the moon on the night of August 9 was unseen by Mr, Sovine or by
anyone else, for the very good reason that it did not rise until one o’clock

the next morning!”

Sovine broke down and confessed he had fired the fatal shot.

Mary found herself thinking indignantly. What did Ninian mean by
saying that in a bad case Abraham, Lincoln was the w?orsc lawyer in

Illinois? Apparently there were no bad cases for Mr. Lincoln , , . except

the ones he thought dishonest; and of these, in his own words, he wnislied

his hands.

The circuit court no sooner had finished its business and closed its doors,

accompanied by the exodus of the legal train which followed it from
county seat to county seat, than a tempest broke over Springfield in which
the Todd family was invoh^ed.



At the time Mar)’^ had come for her first visit in 1 837, one of her Ken-

tucky cousins, Lucy Hardin, and her husband Marcus Chinn, had settled

in the adjoining town of Jacksonville, bringing two of her slaves with them.

Since the constitution set up for the state of Illinois in 1818 forbade

slavery, an abolitionist group in Jacksonville informed the two Negroes

that they were legally free and secreted them in their own homes. The
Chinns recaptured the man and sent him down the river for resale, but

the girl instituted a suit for her freedom under the Illinois law. Since

passions were running high in Jacksonville the presiding judge transferred

the case to the capital.

Mary refused to believe the news when Ninian told her that Stephen

T. Logan had acceded to the plea of their cousin Lucy Chinn to represent

them. The next time he dropped by the house she cornered him in the

conservatory:

“Cousin Steve, I can’t understand your defending the Chinns, even

though they are your first cousins. Surely you don’t want to make slavery

legal in Illinois?”

“No, Mary, that’s not my intention; but everyone is entitled to a defense

of his person and property at law. If the issue of slavery is to be settled,

then both sides of the case should be presented with the utmost precision.”

“But if you plead the case for slavery, won’t people conclude that you

are in favor of it?”

“I don’t think so, Mary; lawyers don’t have to subscribe to everything

their clients believe, in fact they couldn’t possibly. The law}>'er is an officer

of the court, his duty is to see that all of the law bearing on a case is

brought forth. I intend to do my job thoroughly and dispassionately.”

At supper that night she reported her conversation to Elizabeth and

Ninian. Ninian listened thoughtfully, then said:

“Someone has to represent the Chinns, they have a right to counsel, and

it is probably better all around that they have the best-trained lawyer in

Illinois. Once Cousin Steve and the Chinns are defeated, we will have

established a precedent for freedom which no one will be able to overturn.”

"But if Cousin Steve wins, thousands of southern families can migrate

to Illinois wdth their slaves and we will become a slave state.”

“He’s not going to win,” replied Ninian blandly. “I’m defending the

colored girl.”

Mary gazed at him with openmouthed silence. This was the man they

accused of being a cold aristocrat! He hadn’t gone to trial in the last session

because the fees were too trifling, yet he w'ould take this case for which

there would be no fee at all. She rose from her seat, walked around the

table, heartily kissed her brother-m-Iaw, then turned to Elizabeth and said

;

“Sister, you married yourself a man!”

She invited Stephen Douglas and Abraham Lincoln to an early tea. It



was the first time she had had them alone together and while the two men

discussed a murder case in which they both had been engaged to defend

Spencer Turner, she had a chance to study them. They made an almost

ludicrous picture side by side in the middle of the parlor rug, Douglas

standing with his head thrown hack so that he could see up into the face

of Lincoln; Lincoln standing with his shoulders hunched forward, his head

lowered, so that he could get closer to Douglas. She reported to them her

conversations with Logan and Ninian about the Chinn case, then asked:

“Would you two gentlemen take the Chinn case?”

Douglas’s thinking processes were as swift as lightning. He said;

“That is a layman’s question, my dear Mary; it shows ignorance of the

law as a profession. Your cousin Logan is right. Tm totally opposed to

slavery. I would not buy, sell, own or accept a slave as a gift, yet if the

Chinns came to me and asked me to defend them against the loss of their

legal property, I would feel obliged as an attorney to take the case and

present it with all of the force I could summon.”

She turned to gaze at Lincoln, who was no longer hunched over but

standing up to his six-feetTour height, gazing ceilingward.

“What about you, Mr. Lincoln? Do you agree with my cousin Logan?”

Lincoln was as slow a thinker as Douglas was rapid; Mary could almost

see the painful process working itself out. Finally he brought his eyes

down to room level.

“I would never raise my voice for slavery; in my opinion it is founded

on injustice and bad policy. White men can make themselves free, Negroes

cannot; therein lies the basic tragedy of slavery. I consider it no part of my
obligation as a lawyer to defend anyone who is attempting to bring slaver))'

into a free land.”

“If you two abolitionists will excuse me,” said Douglas in a high voice,

“I must get down to the Piegister and check this week’s editorial.”

After he left, Mary and Lincoln drew their chairs up side by side before

the hickory-log fire. Lincoln said softly:

“I’m not an abolitionist, you know. I believe that slaveowners in slave

states have a right to their property. I have read of too many instances

where abolitionists have turned master against slave and increased the

hardship of the Negro.” He paused for a moment, then turned full face

to her. ‘Tve never lived with slavery. In fact I’ve only seen it twice, ou
trips to New Orleans when I took flatboats down the Mississippi to mar -

ket. What is it like to grow tip surrounded by slavery?”

She paused to organize her thoughts, then said, “Weil, as a child it

seemed natural and good. Mammy Sally couldn’t have loved me more if

she had been my own mother; and we loved her. All of our house servants

were part of the family, in fact their idiosyncrasies frequently were in-

dulged far more than our own. Throughout our widespread family, even on



our friends’ plantations, the Negroes were treated kindly, and there was

always an underlying affection between the blacks and whites. I didn't

know there w^ere cruel masters and evil ones until I was eight and I was

sent off to Dr. Ward's Academy.'”

She told him of how she had stumbled into the courthouse square and

•had witnessed the beatings of the young colored man and girl; of the

coffles of chained slaves being driven past their house on Main Street; of

the auction block in the square and the families being torn apart and sold

separately for the swamp areas of the deep south; of Mrs. Turner, a huge

domineering woman whose house was just beyond the intervening lot,

who suddenly had appeared at one of her second-story windows with a

small black boy in her arms, and dashed him to the courtyard below. She

told him finally of the unhappy predicament her father had found himself

in just before she left Lexington, and of Cassius Clay’s dictum : “There are

few absolutes in the world, but slavery is one of them, an absolute evil;

anyone participating in any part of slavery is responsible for the whole of

it.”

“My father, like you, is against the abolitionists; he’s seen them throw

over fifty years of work in the south for the betterment of the Negroes. He
has been working for colonization . .

. .1 favor that too, strongly ...”
“.

. . and the freeing of all the children of slaves as they reach twenty-

one. We could achieve gradual emancipation that way. We have men
down there who are determined to put an end to slavery, as my friend

Cassius would say, ffhis very day, this very hour, this very moment.’ He’s a

powerful man, with tremendous courage and vitality, brains too, and a

determination never to give up as long as there is one human being still

held in slavery.”

Lincoln lowered his chin, then raised his eyes as though he were peering

at her over spectacles.

“You like that man Cassius Clay, Molly?”

“Like him? I'll never forgive Mary Jane W^arfield for marrying him be-

fore I had a chance to grow up.”

12

WITH April and the advent of an early spring the young lawyers

of Springfield began their canvassing of Illinois. This year there would be

elections to the legislature as well as the presidential election. Two thirds

of her friends were out of town, speaking in Jacksonville, Carlinville,



Alton, Belleville, Tremont, Bloomington, Pontiac, Clinton, Petersburg,

coming home for a few days’ rest before starting out again.

Stephen Douglas remained the most attentive and courtly of the young

men: w’henever he had to leave town for a few days he called on her to

say cm revoir, and upon his return he would bring a little gift, a lace

handkerchief or perfume. She did not deceive herself over the nature of

these attentions, for she knew that he made the identical calls and brought

back similar gifts for Julia Jayne, Sarah Dunlap and doubtless one or two

others.

With the men away so much, the girls formed the Pedestrian Club

which gathered of a Sunday morning with packed baskets to walk through

the prairies picking wild flowers, then finding an elevation in time to

sprawl out for lunch with the bright spring sun on their faces. It reminded

her of hickory-nut hunting and berry picking in the Bluegrass. She re-

turned from the day’s outing, took off her Florence braid bonnet, green

French Thibet frock and plaid buskin walking shoes and slipped into a

voluminous flannel robe. Sitting before the pier table with the mirrored

back, she loosed her hair and brushed a scented oil into it to give it luster.

She had discovered the oil in Wallace and Diller’s drugstore and was

pleased to see that its constant use was not only turning her hair several

shades darker, which she thought furnished a better background for her

light skin and high coloring, but that it also had merged the recalcitrant

blond lock with the rest of her hair. She never had quite approved of that

lock; she had thought it made her look . . . indecisive. . . ,

She was about to lie down to rest, with a copy of Smollett's The Ad-

ventures of Roderick Random, when the serving girl came up to tell her

that Mr, Lincoln was downstairs. She slipped into a walking dress, brushed

her hair to the back of her head and pinned it there, then took a lace shawl

from the drawer. Unlike Stephen Douglas, Lincoln never bothered to tell

her w^hen he was going aw*'ay nor yet when he had arrived back in town.

When she held informal gatherings and sent out invitations to the young-

men of the group he frequently did not come, then at some inopportune

moment, when she was busy sewing or helping Elizabeth bathe one of the

children, or resting, as now, he would appear at the door.

She came upon him in the family room, sitting in a straight mahogany
chair, arms supported angularly on his thighs, his head down nearly on a

level with his knees. She stood in the middle of the room waiting for him
to look up, to acknowledge her presence, hut after a while she realized

that he did not know she was there. She coughed politely, walked over

tow'-ard him. When he raised his head she saw that his left eye had moved
up to the top of the socket, giving his eyes an appearance not precisely of

being crossed but of functioning on two different levels.

He gazed at her for a moment, apparently surprised to see her, then



turned his head slowly, studying the objects of the room like a man
to place himself.

“Mr. Lincoln, is something wrong? Are you ill?”

No ... its this . . . ferocious headache. I have been almost

tr)ang

blind
with pain.”

“Is it your eyes that bother you?”

He rose abruptly from the chair, demanding hoarsely;

“Why do you ask?”

“Because you said you were almost blind with pain.”

“Oh. No, it’s not that,”

“Have you tried any of the headache remedies I see advertised in the

Journal and the Register?"

He smiled weakly.

‘Those remedies are almost pure alcohol; one bottle will cure your
headache but it’ll be back tenfold the next morning.”
“Would you like a cup of tea, then? At home in Lexington when we

didn’t feel well the first thing we wanted was a cup of tea.”

“Tea? Do you know, I’ve only drunk it once or twice in my life. It

sounds like a good idea. I would like some.”

She brewed a cup of strong hyson tea and brought it to the family sitting

room. He sipped it slowly. When it was finished the pain seemed gone
from his face. He thanked her for her kindness, then confessed;

“When you came in the room and I saw where I was, I was completely
surprised to find myself in Ninian’s house. All I can remember is that I

was walking the street with this blinding pain, and I thought of you last

Sunday filling your bonnet with wild flowers and weaving a chain of them
through your hair. That was the last thing I can remember until I looked

up and saw you standing in front of me.”

“I’m happy you found your way here. Please come whenever you’re in

trouble, or in pain . . . but also come when you’re happy and gay and
when you have laughter you’d like to share with me.”
He probed her expression, trying to perceive her meaning. Then he

smiled. It was a sweet smile.

“That would only be fair, wouldn’t it, Molly?”

The next Sunday was a warm and beautiful day. The Pedestrian Club
met at the Edwards house at noon after church and left for a farm five miles

away. They were going to be joined by several of the young men.
Lincoln turned up at the Edwards house with his hair freshly cut and

washed, looking soft in texture as it was combed back from his high brow
and away from his ears. He was freshly shaved as well, and though there

were still hollows under the high cheek ridges, his skin seemed softer than

she had remembered it. He had on a new suit of broadcloth with a little

gray in it, not as funere^ly black as the garments he generally wore, and



a fresh white collar and gleamin^ly new silk stock. When Mary opened

the door to admit him she could not suppress a bright smile of pleasure.

“My, but aren't you the handsome one, Mr. Lincoln! You're going to be

the best-dressed man among all the wild flowers.”

“Oh, I tvas just patronizing home industries,” he replied apologetically.

“A few years ago in New Salem when I was coming home from the end of

a day of woodchopping, all fixed up in my jeans and red shirt, I was

overtaken by a bright young Negro. He told me he was a barber but out

of work and out of funds. I took him to the house where I was boarding

and got him enough work among the hoarders to take care of him for a

number of days, I then sent him down to Springfield.”

“An elaborate explanation, lawyer Lincoln,” she twitted him. “Person-

ally, I think it's just the spring sap rising in you,”

He flushed, patted her arm gingerly.

“Hope you're right, Molly, hope you're right.”

The morning was unusually fine and she enjoyed the hours of walking

through the fields, all of them dressed in high b(X)ts, crossing the prairies

of wild flowers and going through stands of maple and elm. The girls

avoided Lincoln and shy Samuel Treat, so Mary had one on either arm

most of the way. At the farm they covered the table under a great oak wdth

white tablecloths from their baskets, then spread out the luncheon of

roasted chicken, smoked ham and cakes from Watson’s confectionery.

When Stephen Douglas saw an ax lying in the yard he suggested they

bet to see who could pick it off the ground by its handle and hold it

straight out in front of him. A half dozen of the men bet, Douglas, Spaced,

Treat, Conkling, Trumbull, Matheny, and each in turn set the ax straight,

bent down, picked up the heavy wooden handle and tried to raise it. The
ax head was tremendous; although several got it off the ground and in

particular Douglas, who raised it almost level, none could get it up ail the

way. :

During the last trials Mary watched Lincoln, who had a strange expres-

sion on his face. When the others were finished, she turned to him,

“Mr. Lincoln, you’re the only one who hasn’t tried. Do you think vou

can lift that ax off the ground?”

“Oh, Molly, I spent the first twenty years of my life throwing one of

those axes. I must have split enough rails to fence in the whole west.”

'Tou haven’t answ^ered my question. Can you lift it off the ground?”
The men urged him on, and so he walked back to the luncheon table,

untied his black stock, took off his white collar, tlren took off his brand-

new coat and foldecl it neatly. He walked over to the ax, buried the head
of it ever so slightly in the ground, so that the handle came back to him
straight, then, crouching down, took the wooden end of it and with a .slow



gracei’ul movement lifted the ax until he stood erect with it, his arm straight

out.

Wlren everybody applauded he tossed his head a little and said:

‘Long as Fm showing off I might as well do a real good joh. Let’s see if

there’s a second ax on the place/’

A second ax was brought and Lincoln buried the two heads lightly in

the ground about a foot apart. He crouched down, took a handle in each

hand and, slowly lifting both axes, held them out before him on a level

keel.

For Mary it was an exhibition of strength such as she had never seen;

through the thin white shirt and the heavier material of his trousers she

could see the powerful muscles and the indestructible male strength of him

as he stood there almost like the oak tree under which he was accomplish'

ing his feat, his legs and arms sturdy branches on a long, lean and in-

credibly virile trunk.

He dropped the axes, took a handkerchief from his back pocket to mop
his brow. She felt faint, turned away.

13

SHE had been invited to the Globe Tavern for dinner by her

sister Frances and her husband William Wallace, Their table was in a

secluded corner of the Globe dining room, yet even now when there was

no legislature and no court meeting there were perhaps a hundred men
and women having their big noonday meal. The room was noisy with

the bustling of waiters and the coming and going of the guests. Mary won-

dered how Frances had been able to endure more tlian a year of this living

in public; w''hen she asked the question, Frances replied:

“Actually, Fve enjoyed it: it’s brought me out of myself, made me meet

a lot of people and learn to know them and like them. It’s surprising how
many people you can be happy with, once you are happy inside your-

self.”

How wisely Frances had chosen! she thought. Dr. Wallace had a deep

fund of sweetness and, unlike her young group, was non-political and non-

argumentative. Not that he didn’t have a mind of his own; he xvas in total

disagreement with the kind of medicine being practiced in Springfield,

rejecting the idea of wolent bleeding, blistering and physicking. He simply

practiced his own w^ay.

At the end of the robust dinner Frances said, “Anyway, we’re moving.

We bought a charming little house next to Dr. Helm’s. We're planning a



housewarming for next month, on a Saturday. May I invite Mr. Lincoln

as your partner?”

Mary had a spoonful of chocolate mousse raised halfway to her lips.

She put the spoon down.

Why had Frances asked this particular question? She was not conscious

of having shown any special interest in Mr. Lincoln. Was this Frances’s

way of saying that she thought Mary ought to favor him? Before speak-

ing she chose a casual voice from her mind as she might have a dress

from her wardrobe.

“Why Mr. Lincoln especially, Frances, above any of the others?”

“I would have said she favored Steve Douglas,” Dr. Wallace put in.

'Well, Mary, I notice that you have rather more interest in Mr.

Lincoln.”

Mary chewed on that thought awhile, bobbing her head slightly while

asking herself whether her sister were right.

'Tes, Mr. Lincoln is interesting,” she replied slowly; “but isn’t that

because he is the most unusual? There are no personal feelings involved,

Frances. I’ve never considered him apart from the rest. I would like you to

invite him to your dinner party, but not especially for me.”

Frances’s formal entrance into Springfield society was a grand success,

with a platform erected in the back yard for dancing and the Springfield

otchestra providing the music. Mr. Lincoln invited Mary to walk out to

Dr. Houghan's place with him the next day, where as co-chairman of the

Whig rally the following week he had to make arrangements for the

barbecue and speakers’ stand. She agreed to go, providing he would ac-

company her to church first. He hesitated for a moment, then agreed.

“Speaking of rallies,” she continued, "I hear you had a successful time

for the Whigs in Belleville.”

“No.” He shook his head with an amused despair. “I did poorly. I made
an elaborate speech about the depression of 1837 which Van Buren

and the Democrats had plunged us. I’d heard about a horse that had been

sold that morning for only twenty-five dollars, so I used the sale to illus-

trate how bad times were. When I finished, the constable who had sold

the horse called out from the crowd, 'That horse had only one eye!’ I w'as

undone.”

'Well, I saw a reprint in the Register saying that in your Belleville

speech you w-ere lucible, forcible and effective.’ I remember it because

of that word 'lucible.’
”

His gloom lifted at once.

“Ain’t that a caution!”

As they left church the following morning he confessed that he hadn’t

been the least uncomfortable, though he had found the sermon a little

subdued.



“When I hear a man preach I like to see him act as if he were fighting

bees."'''

Walking together north of the town, they were the long and short

of it; yet she felt comfortable with him, she did not have to speed up or

half run. He moderated his stride to match hers, and they moved along

in unison. She was pleased because he had thought of this for himself;

she gathered that he wanted other people to be comfortable in his pres-

ence, knowing that he was the one who was outsized, that he must

moderate his stride to bring it down to life size.

The Houghan place stood in the midst of fourteen aaes of w'ooded

grounds. Corinthian columns held a wide and beautifully proportioned

piazza, reminding her of the architectural grace of the homes in the Blue-

grass, Dr. Houghan answered their knock in a red corduroy smoking

jacket, a cylindrical red cap with a tassel and smoking an enonnous

tobacco-stained meerschaum pipe, Mary had met him at her uncle Dr.

John Todd’s. While Lincoln marked the four trails leading into the

cleared area, then checked the location of the barbecue pits, she w-an-

dered from room to room entranced by the feeling of open spaciousness

and freedom of spirit that she had found in no other house in Springfield.

‘‘Dr. Houghan, your home is a work of art!” she cried.

“Yes, we love it . . . but we’re offering it up for sale, it’s too big for us.”

“For sale! This is exactly the kind of house I want to move into when

I marry.”

Dr. Houghan took a pull at his meerschaum, then glanced out the

window.

“Congratulations, Miss Todd. Do I know the fortunate young man?”

She hit a corner of her lip in embarrassment.

“It was a figure of speech, Doctor. I have no plans for marriage.”

“Oh! I understand. Well, I’m in no hurry to sell. If and when I get an

offer I’ll give you a chance to match it.”

Bold humor, she decided, was the best way out of the situation.

“Good! That makes two of us waiting for an offer.”

On their way hack Mary spoke enthusiastically about the Houghan

place; Lincoln said quietly:

“But, Molly, it’s such a big house.”

“Well, I’ve alwavs loved beautiful houses; don't you like lovely homes,

Mr. Lincoln?”

“Truth to tell, 1 never thought much about them,” he replied. “I spent

most of ray life in one-room log cabins and the last three-four years I've

been sleeping upstairs of Josh’s store. I never saw the inside of an elegant

house until I moved to Springfield and was invited to your cousin John

Stuart's. But a home is important to you, isn’t it?”

“Yes, very.”



Thousands of Whigs from Indiana, Iowa, Missouri and Illinois poured

into Springfield. Some of them had been as long as ten days on the road,

for they had come two hundred miles and had camped like an army on

the march, sleeping in tents and carrying their own commissary. Because

a Democratic newspaper had said derisively that General Harrison would

be content to live in a log cabin the rest of his life and drink hard cider,

this had become the “log cabin and hard cider campaign.” The delegates

came on foot, on horseback, in farm wagons; Sangamon County con-

tributed a log cabin shaded by a live tree with the eighty delegates

perched on the roof and the whole contraption drawn by twenty-six yoke

of oxen. There were a dozen bands of music, hundreds of hard-cider

barrels mounted on every form of cart and wagon.

Mary moved with the rest of* the crowd out to Dr. Houghan’s park

where she listened to three hours of Whig speeches before going to the

barbecue for midday dinner. Mr. Lincoln was preoccupiedly staring down

into the pits where hundreds of beeves and hogs were roasting, apparently

matching the quantity against the vast crowd,

“Folks got to be buttressed against this flood of oratory,” he snorted.

He was the nineteenth speaker to mount the little platform that had

been built on Dr. Houghan's porch; it was already eleven o'clock at night,

the grounds were lighted by hundreds of torches. Mary, exhausted, won-

dered what he could possibly say that had not already been said a hundred

times over. After helping to manage the succession of speakers and the

feeding of the huge throng, he was in a thoroughly rumpled state, his

hair standing up straight, his white collar wilted, his tie bedraggled and the

grayish suit which had been so new on the walk of the Pedestrian Club
plastered to the rough muscle-structure of his body.

Yet despite the awkward gestures and the high nasal voice something

shone forth that lighted his face and the speakers’ stand and the whole
front of the Houghan house with a light stronger than the flaring torches

about him. She could not say what it was; she could not even grasp its

meaning.

He spoke short, stepped down. There was a scattering of applause. She
was willing now to return home, but none of her family would desert the

grounds until the last speaker had uttered his final word.

It w'as past midnight when she went forward with Elizabeth, Ninian
and Stephen Logan to shake hands all around with the evening’s speakers.

No one was congratulating Mr. Lincoln very much; he had risen only to

make an appearance. She went to where he was standing rather dejectedly

to one side.

“Abraham, I can’t remember a single syllable you said, but nevertheless

I was moved.”

It was the first time she had called him by his first name.



‘1 didn’t hear a word of it, myself,” He linked his arm through hers,

held it tightly, “But you are very kind, Molly.” He took a deep breath,

shrugged olf his fatigue and said good-naturedly, “I really should be a

happy man tonight; Fve had hundreds of congratulations on the barbecued

beef.”

The crowd began filing out of Houghan'S park, the trails illumined bv

people carrying torches. Elizabeth looked back and saw that Mr. Lincoln

had Mary by the arm. They were walking quietly and slowly, passed by

groups rushing homeward. It was a long walk through’ the town, all the

way from the northern outskirts to the southwest corner. As they reached

the Edwardses’ porch, Mary held out her hand.

“This is au revotr for a while, Abraham, I’m leaving in a few days to

visit Uncle Judge Todd and my cousin f^nne in Missouri.”

“Missouri? Oh. Any special reason?”

She did not think it would be delicate to tell him of her uncle’s im-

portuning letters, or of the eligible young men who, according to her

uncle, were breathlessly awaiting her arrival,

“It’s just for ... a change . , . during the hot summer months.”

“I’ll miss you.”

“Will you? Then write to me sometime. The best of luck with your

campaigning. I know you’re going to have a fine success.”

They were standing at arm’s length. He took her hand in his, then they

were no longer at arm’s length as they had been during their entire rela-

tionship; he seemed to be inclining tow'ard her, almost yearning. Clumsily,

yet hungrily, he leaned his face down toward hers. She turned her cheek

up to him, and then without knowing how the angle had changed, nor the

decision of her mind, nor even when the actual movement began, the

space between them was closed, ‘his lips were on hers and they were clasped

tightly in each other’s arms. All distance, all difference vanished, they were

two lonely creatures, united for one instant before parting and going their

separate ways.

After a moment he took his mouth from hers, unclasped her from his

powerful arms, turned away without speaking.





Book I

MY HEART AND MY FLESH

1

SHE aivoke from her nap in the steamy midaftemoon Missouri

heat. Her thoughts came hack slowly. Her eyes rested on the stillness of

the trees outside her window; it was forbidding weather, hot and still.

She hoped that it would not storm; while she had sat waiting to depart in

the stagecoach in front of the Globe Tavern in Springfield thunder had

knocked tlie top row of bricks off the still unfinished state house. She had

been afraid of thunder since she was three, when Mammy Sally had told

her that it was the voice of the debil booming out in anger at people's

misdeeds.

Anne turned over on the other bed, a tiny smile on her heart-shaped

face. Mary chuckled as she recalled her uncle Judge David Todd’s story

the night before of how he had fallen asleep on the bench while one of

the attorneys was making a long speech. Waking up suddenly, he had

cried out:

“Mr. Clerk, enter up a fine of ten dollars against David Todd for con-

tempt. ril break up this habit of going to sleep in daylight or 111 break

the court.”

Anne sat up in bed, awake at once, without any transition.

“What amuses you, Mary?”

She told Anne, then added, “Mr. Lincoln will love this story, he’ll add

it to his repertoire.”

Anne gave her a piercing glance.

“You like Mr. Lincoln, don’t you?”

“.
.

.
yes.”

“More than the others?”

“.
. . I don’t Imow. Perhaps.” Her heart was pounding.

“I remember him. He certainly is . . she hesitated, a little perplexed,

reaching for the word, . . outstanding.”

“Hi admit he’s not the prettiest man in the world,” said Mary, “but he

could make a great president.”



Anne bounced out of bed. There were furrows between her eyebrows.

“Surely you wouldn’t marry a man for just that!"

“Why would you marry your beau?" Mary was angry with herself for

having pursued, the subject.

Anne flushed. “Im going to marry him because I love him; what else

is marriage?" .

“A way of life . .
.” She was glad to hear her uncle David’s voice

calling to them, “We’d better go downstairs.”

Her uncle David was the heartiest of all the Todds; a big talkative man

who worked hard, ate, drank and slept hard, and had energy left over

for a hundred enthusiasms. One of them was the Todd genealogy. After

the supper dishes had been cleared and a big lamp set in the center of

the table, he spread out his charts and gave Mary a guided tour through

her ancestry, the spectacles caught between two humps in his nose, his

short chubby fingers tracing their lines of descent back to Scotland in the

year 1679, and to the first of the family who had settled in Pennsylvania

.in 1720.

“You’ve got some mighty good fighting men in your blood, Mary: your

Covenanter ancestors fought the Duke of Monmouth and the established

Church of England; your grandfather fought with General Washington,

your granduncles fought with George Rogers Clark, not to mention all

the young fellows who fought in the Indian Wars and the War of 1812.

But fighters isn’t all we have: here’s one who was first civil governor of

Illinois, another was territorial governor of Michigan, another governor

of Pennsylvania. We've had lots of other peaceable folk too, but all im-

portant in their day; clergymen, educators, senators, judges . .

.’’

As her uncle rumbled on, her mind recalled the pained silences which

had followed her questions to Abraham Lincoln about his background.

He had spoken briefly of the Lincolns, though apparently he cared little

about them: they had been Quakers originally, who migrated from Penn-

sylvania to Virginia and then westward to Kentucky. When it came to his

mother’s family he had sat in a chair with his head down, absorbed in

a long diewed-up silence before saying hoarsely:

’They came from undistinguished families in Virginia , . . second

families, I should say,"

She caught herself up sharply. I’m behaving like a schoolgirl. No
matter what happens, I apply it to Mr. Lincoln. By what right has he
become my frame of reference? And to what end? Eliza Francis had told

her that the few friendships he had had in New Salem had been with
safely and serenely married women: Mrs. Bowling Green, who had helped
him when he was troubled, Mrs. Jack Armstrong, who made shirts for

him and mended his trousers.

“It’s time to dress for the ball, Mary.”



It was Anne, cutting into her reverie. The girls returned to their bed-

room in the rambling two-story wood house. Mary had announced that

she would remain for a limited time, hut Columbia, a bustling county

seat and tobacco center of some seven hundred people, thought differently;

there were teas each afternoon, supper parties and now the fourth hall

of the week in her honor, for Uncle David had spread the word that she

was available for a permanent place in Missouri matrimony. She was being

given an exhausting whirl by a half dozen young men, all new to the

state and seeking tvives.

The two girls dressed in their gowns of sheer white lawn. At eight

o’clock they were driven to a brick home at the end of Broadway; the

four downstairs rooms and two halls had been thrown open for the re-

ception and dancing. The traditional Virginia reels were played, but

much faster than Mary was accustomed to; she felt almost exhausted at

the end of each cotillion. Her partner for the evening was a grandson

of Patrick Henry, apparently Uncle Davids first choice for her husband.

David had told her on the afternoon of her arrival

:

"Young Henry is an agreeable man and a fine lawyer. Honestly, Mary',

I believe he surpasses his noble ancestor in talents. And I do think you

should marry a lawyer, you have such a good head for politics.”

“Why, Uncle David,” she teased, “what happened to that dentist you

promised me? Tve been counting on him.”

“The idiot refused to wait, upped and married just a week ago. But

don’t you worry, Mary, I've got a dozen fine prospects all strung out for

you like nightshirts on a clothesline.”

Mr. Henry obviously was smitten. After one of the dances Mary ex-

claimed, “I can’t get over the excitement with which you run your reels.

When I get back to Springfield ...”

“Miss Mary, I simply cannot brook the mention of your return. Don’t

you like Missouri?”

How could she tell him, this pleasant man with the carrot-red hair and

slightly bulging eyes, that she did not like being plunged hack into a slave

state; that once having lived in freedom the sight of slaves working the

tobacco fields, and of their wooden shacks, was like traveling backward

in time to another age?

She and Anne left the party at two o’clock, then she waited in the

dark of the downstairs hall while her cousin stood outside the front door

.saying good night to her sweetheart. The girls discarded endless petticoats,

brushed their hair, washed their faces with cold water and Boston soap.

Anne burst into a romantic ballad.

"It’s so glorious to love and be loved, hlary, I can’t imagine why anyone

should want to live without it.”

For all her effervescence, Anne fell asleep the moment her face found



its familiar niche in the pillow. Mary lay sleepless. Why indeed should

anyone want to live without love!? Surely she had never wanted to. She

had watched her schoolmates at Mentelle’s fail in love with love, and she

had set herself resolutely against any such romanticism. She had only one

life and one love; she wanted to use them wisely and well. That did not

mean she would not one day love as tenderly, yes and as passionately as

any of her more sentimental friends; her hand would never be given where

her heart was not.

But where was her heart? Not for an instant had it been possible for

the music or the gaiety of vivacious Columbia to crowd out Abraham. She

was amazed at the tenacity of his hold upon her. Do I love him? she

ashed herself. It had not been love at first sight, nor even fifteenth sight;

her emotions had grown slowly.

Why? What were Abraham's qualities that she should love him? His

honesty? A lot of people were honest, in fact nearly everyone she knew.

His simplicity? By itself this would not be important; lots of simple people

were dull. His courage? A common commodity on the frontier, possessed

in as great quantity by Stephen Douglas as by Abraham Lincoln. Physical

strength? Brutes also had physical strength. Spirituality? Not in the

accepted sense, for he had not been in a church more than a dozen times.

Humor? Some of it was good, though frequently of the barnyard type,

but rarely was it subtle or intellectual. Profundity? He had little education

or disciplined training. Personality, charm, sparkle, magnetism? There

were a dozen men in Springfield and a hundred in Lexington who could

outcharm and outscintillate him on ten seconds’ notice. Incorruptibility?

Perhaps, but as yet with little opportunity to prove itself. Humility? God
knew he had enough to he humble about!

Whatever Abraham's qualities, certainly no other young lady in Spring-

field had caught sight of them. Yet there was something unmistakable

there: the Clary’s Grove boys had recognized it; the Black Hawk War
recruits recognized it; the Illinois Whigs recognized it. Her cousin John
Stuart had recognized it. Leadership? What did that mean? That he had
learned how to handle, bargain, compromise, control? Many men led who
should have been in the rear ranks.

As she lay quietly, watching the leaves of the sycamores and birch with
the moon shining upon them, she ashed herself the most difficult question

of all : Does Abraham love me? If I love, will my love be returned?

He was a man who had been frightened by love. “Love destroys,” he
had said.

But all that was past. He called her Molly, often' with affection. When
he was tired or sad or discouraged he had made his way to her sympathetic
company. He enjoyed being with her, admired the way she spoke, the

manner in which her mind worked. True, he had disappeared for days,



and when she left Springfield he had smd he would miss her, yet there

had been no letter from him, only a scrawled greeting on a copy of The
Old Soldier he had sent.

Yet she had learned many things about him over the months: he went

to no other young lady’s house in Springfield, he had danced with no

one but her at the cotillion; and when he had confided to her, “I would

hate to leave the world without having made it a little better place to live

in,” he had really bared his innermost thoughts. ...
She wnuld have to judge carefully . , . both herself and Abraham.

2

SHE returned to Springfield on a sunny first of September and

talked to Elizabeth of her visit while she hung away her clothes. Her

uncle David had been disappointed at her leaving; he had believed she

would stay. At the good-bye supper Anne had given for her, many of

the young people had placed bets that she would return.

Vj^en Elizabeth left to attend a meeting of the Episcopal Sewing

Society, Mary slipped into a light blue muslin, rolled up the sleeves, got

her garden shears and went out to cut the roses that were growing so

profusely beneath her bedroom window. She had gathered about two

dozen fragrant blooms when she heard a staccato step coming around the

banjo drive, and looked up to see the broad-grinning face of Stephen

Douglas.

“Maty, I just this instant heard you were hack. Springfield has been a

dull place without you. Welcome home!”

She was delighted by the heartiness of his greeting. His lips touched her

cheek.

“Steve, it’s wonderful to see you again. Even if you did give us a trounc-

ing in the legislature election.”

“Oh, you heard about that all the way west in the wilds of Missouri,

did you'?” His chest puffed out with pride. ‘That’s only half the story.

Miss Henry-Clay-Whig-from-Kentucky: were also going to beat you for

the presidency.”

She refused to be drawn into an argument,

“Will there be something good for a deserving Democrat, Steve?”

He ran his fingers agitatedly through his long bushy hair

“There’d better be! I’ve been campnifisning lor so many months I’m flat

busted broke; in fact I’m being snw T-Tp, iinaipd n few coins



in his trousers pocket. "Seems like I still got a few cents left; what do you

say w^'e walk down to Watson’s confectionery?"

She had been interlacing the stems of her roses.

“Fd love to, Steve, but you must let me put a garland of roses on your

bead.”

They laughed together heartily as she rounded the wreath and placed

it on his enormous head; then they set off arm in arm. They reached the

square, oblivious to the raised eyebrows. She commented on the interest-

ing changes that had taken place during the past tw^o months: Wallace

and Differ had hung a huge eagle over the drugstore as an advertisement;

there were dozens of buildings under construction; Grimsiey and Levering’s

store had a display of materials in from Philadelphia, Baltimore and New
Orleans, as beautiful as anything she had seen in the Lexington shops.

It did not take them long to eat an ice, nor yet to walk back to the

Edwards house. When Mary bade Stephen aa revoir she found Elizabeth

and Ninian in the parlor, pleased looks on their faces.

"We’ve already had three callers,” said Elizabeth; “women who saw

you downtown, arm in arm, Stephen wearing your garland of roses, having

such a wonderful time ...”

‘We’re just good friends who enjoy each other.”

"Oh.” Elizabeth’s voice had gone flat. "We thought perhaps you had

decided . . . while in Columbia ...”

When Mary’s expression remained unchanged, Elizabeth dropped into

a black satin chair. Ninian went to his cigar box, lighted a cigar and

puffed noisily on it. Elizabeth tried again.

"But you do like him, Mary? Given time, it could turn into love?”

“No, Liz, it never could. My feelings are no different from what they

were three years ago, when I first met him here.”

‘Why do you say it never could?” Elizabeth rose, stood over her. "Why
have you closed your mind against him? He’s a fine man and he’s going

far. You are the right woman to help him. You could have a good
life . ,

"There are some people who are not meant to love each other. Perhaps
they’re too much alike, as Stephen and I are; perhaps there’s no strong

current between them . , . as a man and a woman. Beside.s . .

“Yes?” Elizabeth had caught the change in her tone.

“I love someone else.”

"You love someone else! Who is it?”

. . Mr. Lincoln.”

There was a silence.

lhats impossible,” cried Elizabeth. “He’s the last man in the world
for you to love.”

“Not the last, Liz, the first: first and only.”



“But when could this have happened? You were away se\-eral months

. , .
you haven’t seen him since you’ve been back . .

She smiled. “I guess it’s been happening ever since that first moment
he dropped into my life . . . through the trap door in the ceiling of the

courtroom.”

“Dropped straight from heaven, eh?” Ninian’s voice had a catting edge

of sarcasm. “Well, you won’t find him an angel”

“I wouldn’t want an angel, Ninian. I want a man. You’ll not clenv

that he’s a man?”

“I don’t need to deny or affirm anything: I simply sav that I wouldn’t

want him in the family.”

She saw that Ninian was angry. She went to his side,

“Forgive me, Ninian: you know that I love you and respect your

opinion. Then tell me one thing: why is it that you accept Mr. Lincoln

for yourself, as a leader of your party, but reject him to lead me . . .

to happiness.”

“He’s a good state-level politician,” pronounced Ninian, “but hell never

go beyond that. He has no real ambition; he lives poorly, won’t mix with

the right people and doesn’t know how to set up his business so it will

return him the fees he has legitimately earned. He cares nothing for the

good things of life, Mary: clothes, a carriage, a home . .

“But, Ninian, these limitations belong to his stumbling and difficult

youth. He can go as far as any other man, farther than most.”

“Why should you be drawn to the man who has the least to offer you?”

There was considerable pain in her sister’s voice.

“Because that is the one to whom I have the most to give. Oh, Liz, I

know it’s best in all things to be practical; hut shouldn’t I have faith in

my own judgment? And gifts?”

The late summer flies were buzzing at the windows; there was a heavy

smell of honeysuckle in the house. Elizabeth’s manner became quiet,

patient.

“Mary, it’s not that we dislike Mr. Lincoln or have any prejudice

against him, but only that we’re sure he’s the vwong man for you. He
might be right as rain for some other girl, but think of the differences in

your background. He’s a plebeian."

“That may be true, but again I say it’s the past you’re talking about.

I don’t intend to live the past. We will make our owm future.”

“Since when does the future not emerge from the past?”

“These differences you speak of, they are the accidents of circumstance.”

She was hurt now and she could feel the two red spots flaming on liei-

forehead. Her voice became hoarse. “His parents were poor . . . they

lived on frontiers where there were no good schools ... he had to work

from the time he could lift an ax. Cousin John Stuart says he has a natural



mind; and look how far he has come already, in spite of his disadvantages!

I don’t agree with what you say about his being lazy, without taste or

ambition. It’s simply that he has lacked opportunities for polish, wdiat we

Todds call culture. Well then, IVe had those opportunities . .
.” One

comer of her lip turned up slightly. “I’m a highly polished Todd. Why
wouldn’t I be the best of all possible helpmeets for a man like Abraham

Lincoln!’ You once called him a tough diamond, Liz; but remember the

diamond is the most precious of all stones.”

“And you wall do the polishing?”

“I have the training. I have the love. I can give him the background he

needs: a beautiful home . . . the Houghan house came into her mind,

“filled with books, music ... the proper entertainment for the proper

people. He has his talents, Ninian has admitted them; I have mine. Why
shouldn’t they be wedded?”

“.
. . w^edded? Then Mr. Lincoln has asked you to marry him?”

“.
. . No.”

From the way the blood drained from her face they saw that she was

vulnerable. Elizabeth studied her eyes as a mother would.

“Mary, has he told you that he loves you?”

She turned away, unable to speak.

“Then how can you presume ... go so far in your mind?”

“Because he does love me; he has told me so in a thousand ways. . .

She did not intend to cry, and she had no advance knowledge that she

would, but now she felt her strength spent. The tears came. Elizabeth

took her in her arms, stroked her hair.

“Darling, you’re not to be unhappy. We had to be honest with you.

We’ll not oppose Mr. Lincoln openly; you are to invite him to the house

just as often as you likd . . . The more you see him the less likely you

are to remaifi in love.”

3

NO one in town had the slightest notion where Abraham Lincoln

might be, so she was obliged to go to the Sangamo Journal to find out.

Eliza Francis had abandoned ail hope of living at home and had moved a

cookstove, table and cot into the printing office, Simeon w^as turning out

not only the Journal but the weekly Old Soldier and hundreds of political

pamphlets with which the Whigs were attempting to inundate the state.

Still smarting from their defeat in the state legislature, Simeon was more
than ever determined to bring Illinois in for General Harrison.



“We've got an excellent chance, too,” he said, leaning wearily against

his press while Eliza stood with her capacious back to them, cooking a

broth. “After twelve muddled years under Jackson and Van Buren, the

whole country is crying for a change. The committee didn’t want Abraham

to waste his time can\^assing southern Illinois, they’ve always been pro-

slave and pro-Democrat, but he’s getting results.”

So that’s where he is, she thought, down in Little Egypt, talking his

heart out to people who don't want to hear him. No wonder he couldn’t

write letters!

“Simeon, could I help?”

“My girl, you’re hired. Suppose you address these boxes of the Old

Soldier, then you can go through this file of out-of-state papers and shear

the good articles for us to reprint.”

She took off her gray wool cloak, pushed up the cuffs of her walking

dress and pitched in. Abraham’s chances of being sent to the Senate, or

even of being elected Speaker of the legislature had gone glimmering

with the Democratic majority, but if he proved the key figure in carrying

Illinois for Harrison surely he would play a role in the new federal gov-

ernment'?

Each morning she rose at seven, had coffee and fruit, then went into the

north bedroom which had been cleared of furniture and equipped with

tables loaded with bolts of fiannels, linens, silks; ribbons, laces, thread,

tape, cords, needles, patterns. The winter sewing had not yet been started;

there were warm w^ool bonnets, coats and dresses as well as flannel

underclothes to be made for the children, new curtains and a bedcover

against the impending visit of Cyrus Edwards, Ninian’s uncle, and his

daughter Matilda. Elizabeth had expressed a desire for a full-skirted

merino with a cape, in addition to which Mary wanted to make herself

some warm winter dresses with lined skirts. Each day she measured, cut,

basted, fitted and stitched until noon, then after dinner she w'ent down

to the Journal to work with the Francises. Every few days they received a

clipping from Lincoln, and occasionally a comment on his progress; thus

she was able to follow his itinerary.

Despite her tremendous busyness and the sense of expectancy for the

future, the passage of the. days and weeks involved considerable strain.

If only there were some way of Itnowing what was in Abraham’s mind!

At the end of September she stood up at the wedding of her friend

Martha Jane Lownry to Sidney Ahell. Mary had designed and made

Martha Jane's gown of changeable silk that shimmered from gold to blue.

Tlie ceremony took place at seven-thirty in the evening because the bridal

couple wanted to catch the ten o’clock stage for Chicago. After the cere-

monv they sat down to the wedding supper of cold boiled ham, prairie



chicken, beaten biscuit and Mr. Watson’s bridal cake topped by a minia-

ture bride with a flowing veil and orange, blossoms.

Mary returned home as happy as she was exhausted. 'Ibis was exactly

the kind of gay wedding she envisaged for herself and Abr;diam. But slie

would prefer a ten o’clock service in church, then a noon 1>ridal dinner.

She had no desire to go to Chicago or St, Louis on her honeymoon as most

Springfield couples did; she wanted to go east to New York, Philadc'lphia,

Boston, the great cities she had read about .since .she was a cluid.

She was having evening sujjper with EHzaheth and Ninian when she

noticed that they were studying her with surreptitious glances. She laid

down her fork.

“Is something wrong?”

“Then you don’t know that Mr. Lincoln is back?” blurted Elizabeth.

A flame shot through her.

. . when , . . did he return?”

“Early yesterday.”

Despite her effort to conceal her feelings from their uns^tnpathctic

gaze, her eyes misted. He had been home two full days and had not let

her know! Ninian’s voice ivas speaking to her from across flic lahlc: she

had not heard the opening phrase.

.
.
protect you,” Her mind cleared. “We don’t want to see vou

embarrassed, or worse yet to waste your years and opportunities. IF the

man had any sense of the fitting and proper, if he had tlio requisite i'ceh

ings of delicacy about you and your relationship, could he possibly be

so . . . indifferent?”

“It’s his . . . way. A dozen times before when he has hticn out of town

he has waited several days , .

“Mary, how can you expose yourself to being in love xvith a man who
has never indicated that he cares for you?”

“He cares for me.” Her eyes were lowered, her voice hard, resolved.

Elizabeth flashed her husband a reproving shake of the head.

“Of course he does, my dear. You would not have given yourself to

love had you not seen it in return.”

That night and another whole day went by without a word frmtr Mr,

Lincoln. She knew that if she went to the faumd office and continued

her work she would encounter him there; but in her mind she. w;is past

accepting an encounter. Mr. Lincoln must come to her.

He did. At seven the next morning, with Elizabeth and Ninian still

asleep after their return from Belleville late the night before. She had oo

a flannel long-sleeved, high-necked robe, old and a little faded, hut warm
against the early morning chill of the rooms. Her hair was pushed

hastily on top of her head with combs. She was in the hall, a half-finished



cup of coffee in her hand, about to asceiicj to the sewing room, when 'she

heard the uncertain knocking of the front clapper. She opened the door.

There he stood, thin, hollow-cheeked, seedy. They gazed at eacli other

across the threshold of silent and separate months. At length she mur-

mured:

“Well, the absent Mr. Lincoln. To what do I ow'e the honor of this

matutinal call'?”

“Matutinal? Oh, it is early morning, isn’t it?”

“Rather! Have you had your breakfast?”

“No, I didn’t come for that ...”

“I didn’t a.ssume you did, but you shall have some anyway. Does this

robe and hairdress frighten you? I could change, if you’d like to wait.”

“Don’t bother; you couldn’t look any worse than I do.”

“Now that’s what I call backing into a compliment,” she replied dryly.

“Just the kind of thing I’ve been waiting all summer to hear.”

His eyes looked flagellated. She took pity on him.

“Enough of this joy of reunion; come into the dining room and I’ll have

Bertha bring you breakfast. It looks as though you haven’t had anything

to eat since I saw you last June.”

“I swallowed a lot of things, including political jibes,” he replied, “but

you couldn’t properly call them food; greasy side meat, soggy saleratus

biscuits, ill-smelling coiffee made from parched corn, breakfast the remains

of supper. What we politicians won’t do for votes.”

Now she was all contrition. She went into the kitchen, asked Bertha

if she would please prepare the biggest possible breakfast fox Mr. Lincoln,

and brought him a cup of hot cofir’ee to tide him over. A little color came

into his cheeks as he sipped the excellent Edwards coffee imported from

Havana. She sat in silence while the cook brought in hot platters of ham
and venison steak, eggs, biscuits and a howl of honey. She watched him

wolf the food.

He was fini.shing when Elizabeth and Ninian came downstairs. Ninian

forgot that he was greeting a potential brother-in-law, demanding news of

the Whig progress down around Cairo. Mary seized the opportunity to

change into a starched cotton and to comb her hair, tying it back with a

wide ribbon. When she returned downstairs she found Mr. Lincoln alone

in the sitting room, sprawled comfortably in a big rocker. He said with

his first easy smile of the morning:

“I would have come sooner but I was too tired to live. I looked forward

to waking to it . . . and this morning I did.”

“Then I’m glad you came.”

“How did you pass your summer in Missouri, Molly?”

She warmed to the use of the pet name,

“Oh, I took the world easy.” s ,
-



''Quite an accomplishment, in so hard a world/^ He reached over and

took her hand. “Your hands are so soft and beautifully shaped. I did miss

you . . . though I never wrote. Simeon told me how hard you worked

for the election. I was proud."

She was flustered at the two compliments. She let her hand rc\st in lus

bony fingers.

"I always helped Father during the Whig campaigns ai home, rm

sorry, Abraham, about the Democrats winning si!cli a large' majority in

the legislature, but you were re-elected ..."

"With the smallest niimher of votes of any Whig, ’riiis is probably ilic

last time HI make it. The country folks are beginning to think I've hccomc

big city, hut the big city still thinks Fm country."

V There was no despondency in his voice, only a matter ofdactness.

Nevertheless she rushed to his defense.

"Isn’t eight years quite enough in a state legislature, .Abraham? It’s lime

you moved up to the national scene. And you will, after Harrisonks

election."

He described the more amusing aspects of barnstorming: the small town

taverns that were little more than high frame slieckc wdlh tliri'C double

beds in each room, the snoring so loud that he made no attcmipt to sleep,

reading Bums and Shakespeare all night by the light of a wavering wind

blown candle, his legs sticking out of the short beds from tlu' knees down.

Then he asked her to tell him what she had observ'ed of fhe- election in

Missouri.

She organized the materials in her mind and gave itiin an analysis of

what she deduced locally and from the national press. I Ic watched her

with wide glowing eyes, not knowing that she had be<m steepcf! in just

such clinical analysis at her father's dinner tabic.

When she stopped, he leaned across the space ix'twci'Tt them and

gripped her shoulders,

"Molly, you are the most beautiful talker I’ve ever known. It’s like

pages read aloud from a book. If only I could talk that way when I'm up

before crowds.”

“Abraham, you come from a lonely background: the log cainn in the

woods with tlie nearest neighbor miles; away, the days .spent so]itar\' in

the forest with your ax, with no one to talk to hut yourself and the trcch.

I come from a highly convivial background where there w^ere aUvau niaus

people around: twenty in a house, thirty in a classrcwm, fifty at a ofvil-

lion . .
.” she chuckled, then added, "all talking at once."

He shook his head soberly.

“Molly, why is it you’re the only
,

young lady I feel comfort able witli?

Only one I ever have, for that matter.”

"Perhaps it’s because we’re friends."



He peered at her for a moment The room was still, the world locked

out,.

“It’s more than that,” he said; “but I know so little of what lies beyond

friendship. ...”

Then again their lips were sealed, as tightly and as mysteriously as

they had been on the front porch in June before they had gone their

separate ways, She could not think, not while Abraham had his arms

crushing her to him, but she knew what she felt; that this was good, and

right, and forever.

Slowly, reluctantly he unlocked his lips from hers, eased the crush of

his embrace, moved back slightly though without releasing her, and looked

at her with glazed, awe-filled eyes.

Ts that . . . what I meant . . . we’re in love?”

4

SHE awakened early, watching the bright rays of the October

.sunlight lay across the coverlet. She thought how much she would like

to give a big party and let the whole world know of their engagement,

plan her trousseau, buy their home and furnish it. But as she had ex-

plained to her father in Lexington when he had been upset over the news

of Frances’s sudden marriage, it was not the custom in Springfield to

announce engagements or to fix wedding dates.

She jumped out of bed, gaily humming the words of “It Was a Dream,

'Twas a Dream,” and sat in her nightgown before the mirror. She thought,

I’m prettier now than I’ve ever been in my life. My eyes seem to be larger,

my skin is dear and glowing, my hair is alive, easy to do things with. But

I must stop using that scented oil on my brush: it’s darkening my hair

too much, Abraham may like it lighter. I must ask him.

She slipped into a dressing gown and went down to breakfast and a new

world.

Abraham arrived promptly at noon. She smiled as he unnecessarily

ducked his head while coming in the front door, a protective habit that

had become ingrained during his years of entering log cabins. He was

freshly shaved, smelled pleasantly of cologne water, his hair was cut,

W'ashed and plastered immaculately back, his suit had been pressed and

the white, muslin shirt lightened the darkness of his skin.

She put her mouth up to be kissed. He kissed her full on the lips but

did hot put his anns about her, for they were behind his back. When he

had taken his lips from hers he murmured:



"You re beautihil this morning,”
'

"Thanh you, Abraham, I might say as much for you.”

"Well, Molly, in the matter of looldng at one another I have altogether

the advantage.”

"Not true: love agrees with both of us.”

He brought his arms forward, proffering a small package.

"Mr. Diller said you’d like this lavender water; just came oil' the (Irent

We.stcrw that docked at New York from England.”

"Why, darling, thank you. That was a sweet tliought. I have no gift

for you. I haven’t even been out of the house,”

fie hunched down almost to her level and whispered, against her ear;

"Except the rarest gift of all. . . . Molly, I am not a demonstrative

man: when I feel the most deeply I can express the least. But one thing

I want you to know; you are the only woman I have ever loved.”

After a moment she said:

"I shall wear that golden sentence around my heart.”

Dinner was only a little constrained; the men assured each other of

Harrison’s victory and the value of a Whig administration in Washington.

Mary sat quietly.

Afterward she and Abraham took a long walk, heading scnith into the

brilliantly colored autumnal woods, making a wide circle about the town

and coming at length to the Houghan estate. She reraemhered that he

had been marking trails while she had gone through the rooms. Dr,

Houghan was out, but a servant made them welcome. Mary pointed

out the flow of the rooms into each other, the fine detail of the cabinet-

work, the wonderful windows bringing in the light and air, how sym-

metrically the house had been designed. In her enthusiasm she failed to

notice that he was growing glum.

"It’s mighty big; must have cost a fortune,"

“Not neces.sarily: good taste and design cost no more than bad,"

She slipped her hand into his and led him to a front w'indow which
overlooked the graceful porch and the forest beyond.

“My dear, might I tell you something? You won’t think me forward?

My mother, when she died, willed me eighty acres of farm land in In-

diana. It comes to me when I . . . marry.” She rushed on quickly, not

looldng directly at him. “Father says the land has increased in value; it

should he worth about as much now as this house with its fifteen acres.

It will he ... my dowry.”

He was silent, his eyes dovracast. She hoped she had not offended him;
all girls of good family carried a dowry, and what harm could there be

in telling her fianoe about the dot she would bring to their marriage?
When he raised his head she saw that he was not offended; in fact there

was a quizzical humor about his lips.



“Molly, I’ve never even owned the bed I slept in, let alone the room or

house. To jump I’roin half a borrowed bed to a mansion . .

“It’s not a mansion, just a brilliantly conceived house. As for the jump,

ni agree it’s a long one, but only because it’s so terribly overdue. After all,

youTe past thirty, a leader of our party, and one of the best lawyers in the

state. You could have afforded a home of your own before this if you had

wanted it.”

“With the national debt still hanging over me?”

She smiled a bit plaintively.

“I’ve had good training in the running of a home. I’ll manage it just

as economically as your income requires.”

‘What income?” he interrupted. “With John Stuart in Washiirgton

and me away politicking the past six months, our practice has vanished.

I have fewer cases for the next circuit court session here in Spring-

field . ,

“But both you and Cousin John are building for your future. Your

political career earns you new feiends, and your law practice will benefit

accordingly.”

"Now, Molly, if I owned a palatial estate like this, the Democrats would

really be able to call me an aristocrat.” His eyes were laughing at her.

“They’d pull up the blinds of my parlor the way I pulled up Colonel

Taylor’s vest in the public square. Besides, all young married couples go

to a hotel to live for a year or two so the bride will have a period of free-

dom. Cheaper too, we could save money.”

“I’ll do as you wish, of course, but I so ardently don’t want to begin

our married life in a hotel. There's no . , .
privacy. ... I'm not fright-

ened at the idea of undertaking the dudes of a housewife; I’d most

heartily welcome it,”

His eyes roamed the woods about them, then settled on the trim wood

stTUcture of the Houghan house,

“But why do you want to start at the top, then have nowhere to go?”

“The Houghan house is by no means the top, it’s only a temporary

residence. In twenty years we’ll be living in a much finer house, in fact

the finest in the land, and we’ll not have to buy or even rent it: people

will pay us to live in it!”

Puzzied, he asked, “What house could that be?”

She broke into a radiant smile.

“The White House.”

Fie joined her laughter.

“I assure you, Molly, my ambitions don’t reach that high.”

“Really? Didn’t you aspire to the United States Senate at the age of

thirty? .Being the debt-ridden,- black-futured tyro you have portrayed

yourself, why should you not: aspire to the presidency as well? The



White House over the Senate is a difference of degree rather than kind.”

He was amused but also flattered by her logic,

“Ids too bad you weren't bom a man, Mary Todd, you vvould have

been a great lawyer, and could have aspired to the White I Ioii.se yourselK’

It took a little effort, but she matched her tone to his bantering one.

“Since my being a woman is a fait accontfli, I shall have to enter its

portals cm vour arm. Do you mind?”

''

5
'

OCTOBER was a wonderful month for love. The air was trans-

parent, the sun still carried warmth, the surrounding countryside was a

mass of brown and purple foliage.

Each day after dinner she met him at the Journal oflice where tiiey

worked side by side on new issues of The Old Soldier, or she wrote letters

for him. At four o’clock they joined the Pedestrian Club to gr) nutting

or berrypicking. At dusk they gathered at a different person's houst^ for a

light supper of prairie hen with corn bread or biscuits and fall garden

vegetables; frequently they went on to the Tippecanoe Singitig Club

which met in the big room above the Journal. All the young Whigs in

town came to sing the “Song of Tippecanoe, or A Gourd of 1 lard Citler”;

In the White tlouse, Van Buren may drink his champagne,

And have himself toasted from Georgia to Maine;

But we in log cabins, with hearts warm and true,

.Drink a gourd of hard cider t' old Tippecanoe.

Mary played the accompaniment on the piano for the thirty to forty

young women who assembled each night, along with the hundred

young men, Abraham was in consistently high spirits. Whatever dlsaj)-

pointment he had suffered over the Democratic victory in the state

legislature was made up by the tremendous ground swell for 1 larrison.

He had few cases and fewer clients; when his politicking was over i\n:

the day he made directly for the Edwards house. If their being together sf>

much was noticed at all it was ascribed to the excitement of tlte political

campaign.

One day they rode Mth Ninian and Elizabeth to Major Elijah llcs’s

farm for the Fair of the Sangamon County Agricultural Society, where
Ninian was proud to win Second Premium for his bull Reformer. An-

other time they went to the Menagerie and Circus, which was exhibiting

the first giraffe and elephant ever seen in Springfield; the poor elephant



had to walk all the way from town to town under a heavy blanket because

if people saw him on the road they would not pay to come see him in

the circus.

In their walk.s t<.)getl]er Abraham made sure they did not pass the

Houghan house. She never mentioned it again.

Many evcning.s they would sit before the fire in the Edwardses’ parlor

and read aloud from Tam o'Shanter, Cotter's Saturday Night and

Epistle to a Young Friend. He liked books on history, particularly the

stories of other elections, and she would read to him from these, though

often he seemed more interested in the mind of the author than in the

events of history. Once he commented quietly:

“That writer can compress the most words into the smallest ideas of

any man I ever heard.”

Another time when she had read an involved passage from Greek

history and thought he would disapprove, he said: “No, no, you cannot

fly a kite high unless you have a long string.”

She found herself full of a simple coquetry: she slipped her hand into

his, patted his arm, said things she knew would please him, took infinite

pains with her clothes so that she would always seem new and lovely,

used the graceful feminine gestures she had seen other girls use to attract

men, and which she had disdained . , . until now, that she was in

love.

He was happy in her company. There were no headaches, no bouts

of the “hypo.” Even when the weather turned sharply cold he, who had

said he never once got warm from autumn to spring, had good color in

his cheeks and seemed as comfortable as anyone else.

When she complimented him on his ever present thoughtfulness, he

replied:
“
’Twasn’t always so. Now that other Mary: once a party of us went

on horseback to Bowling Green’s, We came to a deep stream, and I rode on

ahead while the other girls were being helped by their escorts. When she

reproved me for my neglect, I told her that I knew she was .smart enough

to take care of herseif. That night she told her sister that I was deficient

in those little links which make up the chain of a woman’s happiness.”

“You just weren’t in love, Abraham. You wouldn’t let me half drown,

would you?”

“Oh, Molly, indeed not! Back in 1830, when my family was emigrating

to Illinois in a wagon drawn by two yoke of oxen, and we had foundered

acros.s the snow and ice of a prairie stream, I discovered we had left our

dog on the opposite bank. It was growing dark and my father said I couldn’t

return for him. 1. pulled ofl; my shoes and socks, waded across the icy

stream, and returned with the shivering animal under my arm. 1 loved that

bitch.”



"Why, Abraham Lincoln, comparing me . .
.”

Then she saw the twinlde in his eyes; he had told the story to watch her

risibles.

He was a man of contradictions, that she found: the rustic manners

against the innate breeding; the melancholy against the insistent liumor;

the awbward clumsiness against the fabulous strength; the sometime

ugliness against the sometime-attractiveness; the vagabond living against

the ambition to rise; the buffoonery against the penetrating logic; tlic

hunger for love against the shyness with women; the DciiKKratic back-

ground against the Whig allegiance. He would ever be an extreme 1)'

difficult man to unravel; no fainthearted woman would survive marriage

with him; but then, she thought, no fainthearted woman would have fallen

in love with him.

How strange it was that, having planned to go to Washington City

with her father if Henry Clay were elected, a Whig success could send

her there with a husband instead. She looked forward to the possibility with

joy; she would rent a fine home, entertain widely, gather the elite of the

capital and of the international society centering there, create an atmos-

phere and background against which Abraham would stand forth like the

tall shining beacon that he was.

When the time came for him to leave Springfield for the last pre-election

campaign he bitterly bated to go. She saw how miserable he was and

asked:

‘Wlust you? Haven’t you done everything you can over the months?”

'‘It’ll only be for two weeks,” he grunted. ‘Til come back by way of

Lawrence County and bring in their votes for recording. I'he fee is nine-

teen dollars ... it will cover the cost of the trip.”

Their farewell kiss was light and affectionate. As she watched him
walk around the banjo drive and then down Second Stre^et to^^’urcl the

town branch she thought:

When the election is over and he comes home, we will marry.

6

SPRINGFIELD went politics-mad; all business came to a stuml-

stili while both parties made their last frenzied drive to capture votes. The
Whigs raised a big log cabin just south of the American House, and here

Mary went every evening to hear speeches and exhortations.

By election day, November a, she and her family and friends were in a

state of jubilation, for swift-riding couriers from Pennsylvania and Ohio,



where the vote had been cast on October 30, brought the news that these

states had gone for Harrison. Within another two days word arrived that

Maine and Vermont had gone Whig, as well as such southern Democrat

strongholds as Kentucky, Tennessee and Georgia. With Springfield and

the surrounding farms giving Harrison a heavy majority, it appeared that

Illinois was safe for Harrison too; at last the Whigs tvould have their great

victory.

But down at the Journal office a few days later, Simeon Francis was not

at all the picture of the triumphant journalist.

“Simeon, what's the trouhle? I heard at noon that w^e took Sangamon

County by a two-to-one vote.”

“Look at these charts, Mary. We’re running a thousand votes behind

ill Illinois, with many of the pro-Democrat southern counties yet to be

counted,”

“Abraham spent weeks down there. He must have convinced . . .

“Some, yes, but not enough. We needed a heavy majority in central and

northern Illinois to offset the southern counties.”

“But will that make a great deal of difference to us, so long as we have

a Whig administration in Washington^'

Simeon Francis studied her face for a moment before saying, “I think

I'd better let Abraham answer that one.”

There was a silence in the printing shop in which the smells of strong

black ink and fresh-milled paper dominated,

“Oh, then he has come hack?”

“Last night,”

She was in no way prepared for the sight that met her eyes when Mr.

Lincoln walked into the Edwardses’ parlor that evening. His skin was

sallow, with a parchmentlike pattern of wrinkles about his eyes; the off-side

dimple in his chin seemed to have deepened, giving his face an out-of-focus

structure; his Adam's apple stuck out sharply; his thick, coarse blade

hair lay unkempt over his forehead, while his body sagged at the shoulders,

waist and knees. But worst of all were his eyes; opaque, pain-fraught, the

left eye high up in its socket in a tortuous imbalance.

She could have wept for him. She wanted to cradle him in her anus as

would a protecting mother. Should she say kind and comforting words?

Should she kiss the pain away from the dry lips? Was he sunk ton low in

apathy for humor?

“Well, Abraham, I see the hypo has got you. Wliere did you annex our

charming friend, in Lawrenceville?”

His voice when it finally came was hoarse.

“No, all I picked up in Lawrenceville was ballots.”

“With an a.sp in their midst, no doubt/’

“Just Democrats. They carried the state. By lcs.s than two thousand



votes, but still they carried it. A full year of my life tirrown away, my debts

piled higher than ever, iny law practice gone . . . ai\d Stephen Douglas

has beat us again.”

"I know. And I know you have a headache. 1 can tell it from your

eyes. But surely that’s no excuse for wallowing in self-pity?”

He sank into the sofa and sat with his arms hanging between his legs,

clasped hands almost touching the floor.

“I suppose I deserve that”

She .smiled sympathetically.

"Never mind about the just deserts. I was only trying to sting you Irack

to life.”

His misery so enveloped the room that she could no longer contain

herself. She went to him and put an arm about bis sbouldens.

“Let me get some coffee . . . and food, Abraham, all you need is rest

and fun, to get back your perspective. You’re the man who in bis very

first speech in New Salem said to the voters, If in your wisdom you see

fit to keep me in the background, I have been too familiar with disappoint-

ments to be very much chagrined.’
”

He seemed to relax a little.

“It’s more serious than you think: Stuart and I will have to dissolve our

partnership . , . because there is so little law left for us to practice. In our

first year we had sixty-six cases in the July term of the Sangamon County

Court, In the session beginning Monday I have eighteen. Most of them to

be continued, or dismissed.”

"I'm sorry about Cousin Stuart. But both of you have been practicing

, .
. politics. You’ll get a new partner. You’ll get new clients. You’re a

good lawyer, you’re Ae floor leader of the Whigs in the legislature . .
.”

His body recoiled in a gesture of refusal

"Do you know how' much I have earned in the past six months? Mighty
little, aside from the nineteen dollars paid to me by the state auditor for

bringing in the returns from Lawrenceville,”

She rose and brought him a cup of coffee from the urn in the kitchen,

then stood before him and cried out;

"Abraham, for heaven’s sake, where is your sense of humor? Now ttdl

stories, nowl” She mimicked the high, nasal voice in which he Ivad once

said to her, "Ever hear about the first time I was in the legislature? I stood

up and tried to deliver a short speech. Three times I cried, ‘Mr. Speaker, I

conceive , .
.’ Finally someone in the audience called out, ‘Mr. Speaker,

the honorable gentleman has conceived three times and brought forth

nothing.’”

A wickpoint of light appeared in his eyes, but in an instant the tiny

flame went out. She stood for a moment in silence and defeat, then turned,

walked out of the room and out of the house.



The following morning she dressed early and went to visit her sister

Frances, At noon Dr. Wallace came in from his drugstore at No. 4 Hoff-

man's Row.

“William, what is the cause of hypochondria?'’

The doctor rose, went to his glass-enclosed bookcase and took down one

of his medical reference books, Cyclofedm of Practical Medicine,

"This book calls hypochondriasis a disease, but it's really only a nervous

condition. Based largely on fear."

"Fear?” His use of the word had surprised her. “Fear of what?”

“Change it to anxiety: about security, success. An attack can be brought

on by overwork, worry, setbacks.” He handed her Volume 11 of the

Cyclopedia. "Flere, read for yourself, it’s not too technical.”

She settled down to read.

Hypochondriasis . . s a disease remarked by lowness of spirits and an

apprehension of extreme danger from the most trifling ailments. Every

function of life seems in a state of disorder, and the source of acute and

almost perpetual suffering. Patients complain of severe and distressing

headache with intolerance of light; pressure on the top of the head threat-

ens to extinguish consciousness; the head is as if squeezed in a vice, the

eyes are felt as if starting out of the sockets. The patient suffers an intol-

erable anxiety, a .sense of sinking, fainting, trembling, and apprehends

that every minute may be his last. ...

Dr. Wallace returned as she reached the section titled "Treatment.” He
glanced over her shoulder, then commented:

"The treatment is simple: it requires no foul-tasting medicines, bleed-

ing, blistering or physicking; instead substitute good food, rest, companion-

ship, laughter, love , .

"Love? Evidently that can be bitter medicine too, William. Flow do you

persuade the patient to sw^allow it when he has his back teeth clamped

down?”

She had no word from him for a number of days, then late one evening

he appeared. She led him into the family sitting room. His body slumped

forward on one leg.

"Mary, I’ve come to , , . break off . . . our . . , understanding. . .

“Break off!”

"Actually, I was a coward. I wrote you a long letter, but when I read it

to Speed, he tore it up and threw it in the log fire. Said if I had the

courage of manhood I must come tell you myself,”

She was t(X) stunned to face the significance of what he had said;

she attacked his wwds tangentially.

"You discussed our relationship with Speed? Abraham, how could

you?”

"Well, lie i.s my friend, I needed, help . .
.”



“And I am not your friend?" Two spots of red were blazoned on her

forehead.

. . it’s nothing you’ve done ..."

“That’s extremely kind," she replied tartly, “considering that: all I’ve d(vne

is fall in love with you.”

“You’re twisting my words ...”

“A fact which seemed to make you very happy in October, and now

appears to be making you equally miserable in November. Whieh Mr.

Lincoln shall I believe, the October Lincoln or the NovemlKn- Idnculu?

Or will there be still a third one in December?”

He smiled wanly.

“Anger makes your tongue sharp, Mary.”

“And hypochondria makes yours blunt. Because you have suffered a

defeat do you want to crawl off somewhere and die?”

“Not die, just sleep through the winter, the way bears do.”

“But I am not invited to the cave?” More quietly she asked: “Abraham,

do you no longer love me?”

“I never said that. . . . Love’s not for me. ... 1 can’t afford mar-

riage ..."

“Abraham, do you love me?” she persisted.

“
.

.
yes."

Her eyes closed for a moment, she felt faint.

“I can’t afford marriage; my prospects are poor.”

“If I’m not frightened, why should you he?”

“Because the responsibility would he mine, i would never want to fail

you/’

“There are other more im].x)rtant ways not to fail a woman.”
He winced, then continued in a high, querulous voice;

“In your world there is so much flourishing aht)iit in carriages, You
would not have the means of hiding your poverty.”

“I should certainly not try to hide it.”

“Yes, Mary, you have your pride. But you have not been accustomed

to hardship. When I think of that huge Houghan place you want sti

desperately ..."

It was her turn to wince.

“1 was willful about that. I was wrong to try to force it upon you."

“No, Mary,” he cried, “you were right to speak your mind. You deserve

just such a house. You have the proper background, culture, trad it ima . .

“Fiddlesticks! Let me decide for myself whether I want to be a snob,”

He stretched out his hands, palms open, and raised tliem up and down
slowly, as though trying to balance a heavy weight.

“I can’t match you in words, Mary.”

“Nor in love . . .
?"



“Mary, let me go. I am unhappy. I Have uncertainties. I have nothing to

offer you.”

“Il: you love me, and still can say you have nothing lor me, then it is

better that we part.”

She walked past him to the front door.

“You are free, my dear.”

She opened the door without looking at him.

"Good-bye, Abraham.”

"Good-bye, Mary.”

He took a step toward the porch, hesitated, half turned to face her. And
then they were in each other’s arms. She heard him say:

"Forgive me, Molly. I didn’t mean it. I have everything to offer you . . .

all my love . .

The hard, dry tension within her snapped. She had not known the

intensity of her own strain. She half collapsed in his arms.

7

THEIR relationship was never quite, the same as it had been dur-

ing the idyllic weeks of October, Yet in some ways their love had deepened,

intensified because they had caused each other pain.

Because .she had spent so many evenings dressing for him, then sitting

alone through supper and huddled in the big chair in the parlor until

the clock struck nine and she knew he was not coming, they had agreed

that he wuuld take Sunday dinner with her and that he would come

visiting on Wednesday and Saturday evenings. However, the first Wednes-

day in December he sent a note that he would not be able to come that

evening; and an identical note arrived late Saturday afternoon. When he

finally appeared on Sunday for dinner, he explained;

Tve been lobbying.”

"Lobbying? What might that be?”

“It’s an informal club we have, meets in the lobby of the new state

house. Members of the Senate and House get together there. We appoint

mock committees and have tremendous debates: get ail the things off our

mind that we’re too polite or constrained to say when the House and Senate

are actually meeting, I am a member of the Committee on Etiquette,

Politeness and Ceremony.”

“Thiey couldn’t have chosen a better man,” she said acidly.

"We’ve practically put the faro banks, roulettes and coffee rooms out of

bi.isine.ss,” be continued, ignoring her aside. "We satiri2e all the silly bills



presented in both houses. Makes a lot of fellows behave while w^e're in

session.”

"I can see what purpose it serves and Iiow much tun it might be,” she

commented, "but it looks as though Tm going to have to get myself elected

to the legislature to see you once in a while.”

Prior to their quarrel the feeling of impending marriage had been

substantial between them. Now it seemed to have vanished, as though

Abraham were reconciled to being in love but had put the idea of marriage

out of his mind.

With the legislature open, the town once again was lillccl with rep-

resentatives and their families from all over the state, in addition to many

attorneys and businessmen who foregathered for the special bills they

hoped to promote. The social life of Springfield gathered momentum.

There were dinner parties and dances scheduled for nearly every night

in the week. To her amazement Abraham refused to accompany her,

"ni be proud to take you to the cotillion at the American House on

December tenth,” he saidj "that's for the whole legislature; but these

other parties, that's too much society for me, I’m not used to it.”

"It’s easy enough to get used to,” she said appealingly. “All these good

people want you there. Suppose I pick out half of the affairs that mean the

most to me, the others we’ll discard. Is that a fair compromise , . , or

would I have a better chance if I came down to the lobby tonight and

appealed my case?”

He grinned: she could always have her way with him wdren she

fastened him on a point of wit

Icy winds swept the prairies, Elizabeth came dowui with a heavy cold.

Mary put her to bed. When she took a tray upstairs she found Elizabeth

reading a long letter from their cousin Mary Virginia Stuart, who
had accompanied her husband John to Washington for liis second terra of

Congress.

"Mary,” exclaimed Elizabeth, "did you know that Mr. Lincoln is ill?”

"111?” Her eyes began ranging the room. “But with what? I saw him
only yesterday.”

"It seems that he has begged Cousin Stuart to get Dr, Henry the post-

mastership here in Springfield on the ground that he needs him des-

perately.”

"Oh, that , . . that’s his hypochondria. Dr. Henry talks him out of it

every few days.”

"And why didn’t you tell me about going to Bogoti?”

"Bogota? Where’s that?”

"In Colombia . . , Central America. Cousin Stuart sends word that

he’ll do everything in his power, as soon as President Harrison is in-



augurateci, to get Mr. Lincoln appointed charge d'affaires down there.”

Mary flushed.

"'You mean he nex^er told you he wanted to go?” •

When she left Elizabeth’s room she sent a note to Abraham asking him

to meet her at the earliest possible moment at the picture gallery that had

just opened in Caffield’s new building on the south side of the square. She

dressed hurriedly in a warm wool dress and gaiter boots, put a claret-colored

scarf about her neck and waded against the high cold winds as though they

were breaking waves. At Caflicld’s she paid her twenty-five cents admis-

sion, walked into the big wood-paneled room and was so delighted with

Correggio’s The Holy Family in Egypt, Albano’s Judgment of Paris, and

Graciano’s Diana and Nymphs that her uneasiness vanished. She forgot

why she had come.

She was standing before a huge canvas called Coronation of Queen

Victoria, June 28, 183S, at the far end of the hall when she felt him

close behind her. Without turning her head, she said:

you like paintings? This is as good a collection as ever xve had in

Lexington.”

He had not even glanced at the pictures. She turned. His eyes were

asking why she had sent for him.

“So you are planning to see the world?”

“Oh . . . Bogotd. Then you’ve heard?”

“By the circuitous route of Washington. Hahla Esfanol?"

“I didn’t mention it because I was convinced Stuart couldn’t get the

post for me.”

“How humble you’ve become; last summer you were dreaming of the

United States Senate; now you’re aspiring to some dead-alive hole in the

jungle.”

“It's a competence.”

“Since when have you been unable to make a living?” Indignation flared

into her voice. She waited for a moment to gain control over herself. ‘I’ve

conquered my temper in everything except where you’re concerned. When
I see you quaking in your mud-splattered boots, ail six feet four of you.

after I had long since decided that you have the finest talent and future of

any man I’ve met . . . what kind of an idiot does that make me?”

“Pulling my long leg, Molly?”

“Oh, Abraham, how can you think of running? What would you have to

come bach to four or eight years from now?”

“I’d be coming out the same hole I went in at,” he said wanly.

“What about your political career?”

“Gone, I’m mousing around for something to fill the future.”

“You haven’t said yet whether you intended to take me to Bogota,

but I want you to know that I’d go to purgatory wnth you if I thought it



would serve your purpose. Fd refuse to go to heaven with you if I thought

it would hurt your future.”

Her figure of speech amused him.

“That’s blackmail, Molly; you know I couldn’t go to Central America

without my most ardent admirer. But I was running, wasn t I? I he dark-

ness in his eyes dissipated, “Reminds me of one day during the Black

Hawk War when we had a brisk skirmish. I got into camp late at night

and somebody called out, ‘Abe, is that you? Thought you were killed.'

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘this is me-ain’t killed either.’ ‘But wdiere have you been all

this time? Didn’t run away, did you?’ ‘No,’ I said, ‘I don’t think I ran

aNvay; but I reckon if anybody had seen me going, and had been told I was

going for a doctor, he would have thought somebody was almighty

siek.’”

She heard his story eagerly.

‘Well, thank the Lord: our Richard is himself again!”

His eyes swept the exhibition hall, saw that no one was present. He
kissed her once, hard, then released her:

“You’re entirely right, Molly. Those horrid doubts had put a damp on

my spirit. Bogota is gone . . . back into its jungle,”

8

TOWARD the end of November, Cyrus Edwards, Ninian’s uncle,

anived from Alton to take his newly won place in the House: he had

come to Springfield determined that the legislature would elect him to

the United States Senate. He declined his nephew’s offer of hospitality,

saying that he would have more freedom to campaign in a hotel room,

but he did leave his twenty-year-old daughter Matilda with them to share

Maiy’s room and bed. Matilda was tall and long-legged, in the tradition

of her father and Ninian, with corn-blond hair which she wound in a

braid around the top of her head.

“She’s come to Springfield to find a husband,” practical-minded Elizabeth

told Mary. “I’m going to give a dinner party for her,”

A hundred guests attended, the entire unmarried set of Springfield. The
furniture had been removed from the downstairs rooms. After the guests

had dined an orchestra took up its position at the rear of the entrance hall.

Abraham had come early,

Matilda was the belle of the party, dressed in a tightly laced bouffant
black and purple satin, her shoulders bare. Mary remained in the back-

ground; she was in high spirits, her face and eyes aglow, her repartee fast



and witty. She played Elizabeth's Ghinese-red piano when the party

wanted to sing, and sang duets with Stephen Douglas.

Without meaning to she garnered a new admirer. His name was Edwin

Webb, a short, stocky, prosperous lawyer and legislator from Carmi,

descendant of a fine Virginia family, recently widowed and with two small

children. His features were blunt, he had a sharp tongue in controversy,

but his clothes as w'ell as his manners were elegant. He refused to leave

her side, and though he was an old friend of Mr. Lincoln's, made a point of

entering into direct competition with him.

Having brought hot rum drinks into the music room for the three of

them, and being refused by Lincoln, he asked:

“Wouldn't you like to get drunk just once to see how it seems?"

“Wouldn't that be like sticking your big toe out and letting a rattlesnake

bite it just to see how it seems?" retorted Lincoln.

Mr. Webb reached into his vest pocket, pulled out an enormous cigar

and handed it to Abraham, saying, “All right then, have a smoke for

yourself.”

“Thank you, I have no vices."

Mr. Webb took a ruminative pull at his hot rum, his eyes studying the

contents of the cup, then decreed:

“It's my experience that men with no vices have plaguey few virtues!”

Lincoln burst into delighted laughter. The orchestra began a waltz.

Mr. Webb put down his cup, took Mary by the arm and was whirling her

about before she had a chance to open her mouth.

“Miss Mary, I hear you have an understanding with Mr, Lincoln."

Oh, then the town had guessed.

“Don’t be hasty. There are other fish in the sea." He shook his head up

and down vigorously, his lips pursed in affirmation, as though he were

living proof of the point.

“Why, Mr. Webb, I've met you at three or four parties in the past

weeks, and you’ve never noticed me. Besides, that double-width mourning

band on your arm: isn’t its purpose to tell us girls that we can't make it?”

“Yes, it is ... or it was, until I got my first clear look at you tonight.

1 have decided that I shall court you."

“Now then, this party is for Matilda; she's the one you're supposed to

court. Even Mr. Lincoln says she has a perfect face."

“Excellent! We’ll let Lincoln court Miss Matilda. I assure you, Miss

Mary, you’re getting the best of this swap. That man’s man doesn’t know

how to appreciate a woman; he ought to marry Joshua Speed and set up

housekeeping above the store.”

Mary’s eyes roamed the room, found Abraham standing in the middle

of a group of gesturing, laughing men. She threw back her head and

laughed heartily.



The day before Christmas she was shopping in the square when she

came across him unexpectedly. The evening before they had been to-

gether at the biggest party Springfield had ever seen, a dinner for three

hundred and fifty guests given at the Walters’. He had -muttered under his

breath: "Springfield certainly is becoming a city of dashers. Will 5^11 look

at the satin and feathers. These ladies must have been kept busy for

months making all these dresses.”

A smile lighted his face when he saw her; he took her arm, held it to his

side and said plaintively:

"Molly, I’d give practically anything I own to spend a quiet evening

with you again. It’s a long time since we sat before the fire and you read

to me from Bums or Shakespeare, and we had a good talk.”

"Then we shall have it this very evening.”

"Aren’t we s’posed to go to supper at the Bakers’?”

"I’ll send our regrets; Elizabeth and Ninian are taking Matilda, so we’ll

have the house to ourselves. What would you like for supper?”

"I don’t know one food from another, Molly, even when I’m chewing it.

Always loved apples.”

She had the cook prepare a roast beef, and had chilled oysters ready to

ser\'e in the living room. He arrived with a package in his coat pocket and

the warmest embrace she had known in many days. When she told him

so, he replied:

"If that’s what you like, why don’t we stay home more often? We
can’t go about doing this at dinner parties for three hundred and fifty.”

He handed her a box. "I know I shouldn’t he giving you your Christmas

present until tomorrow, but . .

She opened the box and found in it a coral necklace with a coral bracelet

to match. She admired the depth of the color.

"Put them on me.”

First he clasped the bracelet on her wrist, then stood behind her and

secured the necklace. Flis arms were about her and his cheek on hers.

She turned easily in his arms and kissed him.

“Abraham, you shouldn’t have spent so much money wiicn you don't

have any to spend. But I’m happy you did. Is it silly of me to think that

it proves you love me?”

After dinner they sat before the fire. He had brought along a copy

of Aesop and read several of the fables from it, after which she read a

chapter from De Tocqueville’s Democracy in America which .she had

bought at Birchall and Johnson’s bookstore that afternoon.

He stayed until midnight. The last hour they spent wrapped in each

other’s arms in the big chair before the fire, quiet and content,

“Molly, I’ve hurt you sometimes and I haven’t meant to. When m)’’



spirits flag down and leave me miserable I guess I just make everyone else

miserable around me/'

"I understand/’

“I bmw how much stock you Bluegrass people take in engagements . . .

would you like for us to be engaged?”

“Yes, my darling, I would like that very much ”

“When wwild you want to announce it?”

“Elizabeth and Ninian are having a big family dinner on New Year’s

Day, When we are toasting each other for the New Yfoar, that would be a

wonderful time. . .
/’

“We’ll announce it then.”

Two days later she heard sleigh bells coming up the drive. She put

on her heavy cloak with a cape and mitts and he bundled the two of them

under the buffalo robe on the little seat. They rode across the white

prairies with their black trees wrapped in winter sleep. Abraham had the

reins in his left hand, his right arm was about her. The sun was out,

clear and cold; when they spoke their breath steamed behind them like

frozen white smoke.

After an hour of driving they came to a crossroads inn, little more than a

two-room log cabin. Abraham asked for hot food or drink. The innkeeper

replied:

“Nobody out, cold day as this. But the old woman got a pot of soup

boiling.”

“That would be fine,” said Mary.

They took off their heavy cloaks, sitting on a split-log bench with their

feet stretched to the fire. In a moment two bowls of soup were set down

on the table; they took them in their laps, eating as they faced the

warmth.

“I should carry you with me on circuit,” he said, reaching out his hand

for her. “I never fare this well when I’m alone.”

“Darling, you’ve been alone too long, Yfou need someone to take care of

you,”

“I don't require much caring.”

“Then why are you sick so often, a strapping fellow like you? It’s be-

cause of the bad food you eat, no regular hours ...”

“Molly, you sound like my mother.”

“The Greek dramatists say there is a little incest in all love.”

He fell silent, his face darkening. The pain that came into his eyes was

unlike any she had seen there before, lie tried several times to speak,

but could not give breath to the words. What was wrong?

“Abraham, you look as though something is festering . . . deep inside

you
“There is!"



The words came like an explosion, startling them by their intensity. But

now at least his teeth were unlocked.

“It's ... my mother. I’ve said to myself a thousand times it's all so

long ago ...”

He paused, breathing quickly, gathering strength to expose his heart.

After a moment he lifted his head heavily.

“It would he an act of kindness not to mention it. Yet if we are to l)c

engaged you. have a right to know . . . beforehand . . . Iroin me.”

He fell into another groping silence. Her pulse was pounding in lier

ears. What was this terrible thing he was trying to tell her? At length his

eyes w^ent to hers:

“My mother . . . was a natural child. She was bom in Virginia. Her

mother, Lucj? Hanks, brought Nancy to Kentucky when she was two

. , . without a father’s name. Everybody knew. . . He paused for an

instant to see what effect his news had had. “I know what my mother

endured; I saw the suffering in her eyes. It was something she could never

get away from. That’s part of my heritage, her suffering: hardly a day

goes by but I feel it inside my vitals, eating at me.”

The revelation was shocking. She came from high-placed families on

both her mother’s and father’s side, untouched by scandal or irregularities.

As she studied the face of the man she loved, watched him sitting on the

hard bench, his head low, liis hands almost touching the floor, she knew

that his suffering was over his mother’s unhappiness and his own need to

give sound once again to the dreadful words. Surely, slie reasoned, no

words from her could mean anything unless they contained an avow'al as

great as his own?

"Abraham, why do we have to wait? Why can’t we start our lives to-

gether on New Year’s? We’ll announce the engagement t'lver the cham-

pagne, then have the marriage ceremony after dinner.”

He raised himself up, love and gratitude in his eyes. Then, as quickly as

they had come, they were gone, and another emotion had ropIac;ed them.

Anxiety? Fear? She could not tell.

",
. . more time . .

. year or two.”

“And what will we have in a year or two that we haven’t got now:
more youth, hope, courage?”

“Money . , . security.”

“Is there security in money? It comes and goes so fast. Isn’t our Icuvc our

only security?”

“That’s true, Molly: love is eternal.”

'Then, darling, please let us marry now.”

He sat in silence, no longer opposing her. She put her cheek on his.

“Thank you, Abraham. You’ll never regret it, I promise.”
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ELIZABETH was the major-domo in the kitchen, which w^'as

warm and steaming with arornatic scents of turkeys being stuffed with

walnuts; ducks, geese, sides of venison; pumpkin pies baking in the oven.

Since two of the four Edw^ards servants were busy scrubbing and polishing

the house, Mary worked in the kitchen as fn aide to Elizabeth, wearing a

calico cover-all, her arms deep in the flour for bread and biscuits.

She had not yet said anything to Elizabeth about the engagement or the

wedding, but when her sister was ready to mix the batter for the cakes she

knew that the moment had come. She walked to where Elizabeth was

setting out sugar and spices, put her hand on top of Elizabetlr s big capable

flour-covered fingers.

"Liz, it was good of you to invite Mr. Lincoln to the family dinner.”

"This is your home.” Elizabeth spoke without looking up. "Anyone

you want is welcome.”

"We’re . . . we’re going to announce our engagement . . . when the

champagne is passed and the New Year’s greetings are exchanged.”

There was a long silence during which Mary could feel Elizabeth re-

viewing their hopes and dreams, their relationship as sisters. When finally

she spoke, all conflicts and concern were gone from her expression.

"Forgive us for opposing you, Mary. But we had to be sure, considering

the obstacles, that you were certain in your own mind, We wall welcome

Abraham into the family, f low long will you be engaged?”

Mary broke into a radiant .smile.

"The shortest time on record: we’ll announce just before dinner, the

preacher will arrive just after.”

"A wedding dinner? Well, then I’ll have to change the plan for these

cakes. They’ll have to become wedding cakes.”

"Liz, be .sure not to tell anyone; I want it to be a total surprise.”

The day was clear and cold. She came down a little before one, dressed

in a new rose-colored painted muslin, her hair parted in the center and

pulled back with a gold chain which she looped through the thickness

at the nape of her neck. She wore Abraham’s coral necklace and bracelet.

She inspected the bowls of oranges, English walnuts, candies and wanter

swj'eeting apples. Soon the family began to arrive: the Todds, the Wallaces,

the Hardins, Edwardses, all with their children. She was tremendously

happy and excited and greeted her relatives with extravagant embraces.

She had suggested that Abraham arrive precisely at one-thirty, after the

iiy



family would be assembled but before the champagne would be served.

Elizabeth sought her eye. Mary walked the few steps to the clock in the

hall. It was half past one. She nodded to Elizabeth. By the time the

champagne was opened and poured,, the trays brought ijrto the living

room, Abraham would be there. She stood at the edge of the entrance

hall so that she would be the first at the door.

But there were no footsteps on the porch, no sound of the front-door

knocker. The extra serving girls hired for the day came in with the trays

of wine. She refused a glass when it was offered her. What could have

happened to detain him?

By now everyone had been served. One of the young Negro w^oincn

stood before her with a tray. Her cousin Hardin cried out from the other

side of the room:

“Mary, you haven’t become a teetotaler?”

She gave a quick glance over her shoulder at the clock. It said a

quarter to two. Eler heart was pounding in her bosom: she accepted a glass,

fixed a smile on her face and replied:

“Hadn’t you heard, Cousin John J., I’ve joined the Washingtonians!”

Everyone laughed at this reference to the Temperance Society, then

Ninian rmsed his glass high for silence.

“The best of all possible New Years!”

The family members cried, “Hear! Hear!” drank their champagne.

Handshakes and kisses circulated about the big drarving room. To Mary
the champagne tasted like vinegar. The clock in the hall struck two. She

went to her sister’s side.

“Liz, it’s all right to start dinner. Abraham must be having trouble

getting the license. He’ll be here the minute it’s issued.”

“Oh. Very well, then.”

She was grateful for the animated hubbub about the table, and during

the serving of the smoked fish and caviar she was able to join in the

conversation. But by two-thirty when the roast fowl liad been brought in

she knew she was lost; the marriage bureau was kept open ail day on New'

Year’s and Abraham would not have had trouble securing a license . . .

had he gone for one. It was now so late . . . could he be ill . . . hut

wouldn’t he have sent a message . , . ?

She made a show of eating and of talking, holding on by gripping the

fingers of her left hand to the bottom of her dining chair. But when Eliza-

beth rose from her seat at the head of the table to go out to the kitchen to

remove the wedding ornaments and decorations from the cakes, she excused

herself, went upstairs to her bedroom, locked the door and flung herself

face down on the pillowo

The constricting pain around her heart was unbearable. A numbness
grew in her arms and legs and chest until her body lay rigid and cold



as in death. Each breath was a distinct and painful one. After a while

the very process of breathing exhausted her; her body grew limp, her

fists undamped, tears flooded her eyes, first the cold tears of relief from

rigidity and then the warm tears of self-pity. She cried hard. Her body

shook. Then she lay quietly.

The sun was beginning to go down in its brief winter cycle. The room

grew darker and colder. She rose from the bed, poured water into her

washbowl, bathed her eyes and her face and the frame of her hair. She

took a flannel robe from the wardrobe, slipped it on over her dress, then

walked to the fireplace and started a fire going in the grate.

She knew she was in serious trouble. For it was perfectly clear now, as

it had not been in the planning or doing, that Abraham never had agreed

to their being married today. She had proposed it, argued for it, beat down

his objections. Only then, stricken, not knowing what further to say, had

he become silent. And she, in her eagerness, in the great surge of her

compassionate love, had mistaken his silence for assent.

She had tried to lead him into something which she had thought would

he good for him, and had only forced him into an act that was contrary to

his whole nature: to fail another human being. She knew how terribly he

must be suffering: the remorse, the sense of guilt, the agony of spirit.

She felt so sorry for him . . . and for herself. . . . She could have had

her engagement, she could have had the knowledge that in the fullness of

time, when he was ready, they would be married. Now she had nothing.

She had been too strong, too insistent in her plans, She had driven him

away, and Abraham would not easily forgive himself for what he had

done. It would be a long painful road back ... if there were a road back.

What was it he had said at their first meeting:* “That was the beginning

of love for me.’* It had been the beginning of love for her too: the begin-

ning and the end. And she had no one to blame but herself.

10

THE night was sleepless, the sunless dawn a filtering of fine gray

ash through the south window. She had lain still, breathing regularly

when Matilda came up and prepared for bed, but once the younger girl

was asleep Mary opened her eyes and lay staring at the dark lining of the

canopy. Was Abraham going to disappear from her life'?

If he had failed to appear for their engagement, a relationship he had

expressly desired, then she would have had to acknowledge that Mr.

Lincoln was hojieless, that he did not love her, and even if he did there

rip



was no further room for her to love him; hfer respect for him would be

gone, her own self-respect as well. But in the full cycle of the. pain-fraught

night she knew that he would have arrived for the announcement . , .

had she not compounded his obligation a thousandfold.

She was grateful that no one but herself, Abraham and .lilizahciii had

known that an engagement announcement was to have been made. Eliza-

beth never w^ould breathe a word of it, not even to her ow.n husband. As

for the minister who was to arrive after dinner for the wedding cccemon)';

she stilled a groan: should Springfield knotv about that, Irer humiliation

would be too great to endure.

She slipped into a robe and sat before the mirror studying her face. A
ridge of darkness had returned high on the right cheek. She scrubbed her

face in icy water, brushed her hair, assumed a small smile. She had had

four years of dramatic training at Mentelle’s Boarding School; Monsieur

and Madame Mentelle had been kind enough to say that she had talent.

Very well, she would use it now; it was a basic of the Todd heritage that

they could endure any pain or defeat that no one knew about.

Elizabeth’s expression was unsolicitous, her voice casual

"Good morning, dear. Cup of coffee?”

"Thanks, Liz, I could use one.”

"Me too. I wonder w'hat it is about family dinners that leave.s one so

fatigued the next morning?”

It was a rhetorical question with no answer expected. As she felt the

warmth of the fluid inside her she thought, Springfield is such a small

town: a few streets, a few business blocks. If he doesn’t come here, we’re

sure to meet somewhere before too long; a shop, a friend’s home, crossing

the square . . , Then we’ll slip a hand into each other’s . . . words won’t

be necessary; we’ll forgive each other our trespasses.

Though buoyed by hope, the days and nights were interminable; her

head seemed to be held in an iron band; her hands and feet were alwavs

cold. She stayed in her normal routine, shopping, visiting friends, attend-

ing the parties to which she had been invited. Edwin Webb, the wddower
from Carmi, became her partner, talcing her to the dinners and balls,

flooding her with gifts; kid gloves, a silver thimble, a lacquered fan. No
one commented on the absence of Mr. Lincoln; only among the girls of

her own set did she catch an occasional glance of wonderment.
For his part, Mr. Lincoln was apparently following his routine, for the

papers reported him spending his days in, the legislature voting for an act

to incorporate the town of Galesburg in Knox County, in favor of com-

memorating January 8, the date of the battle of New Orleans, even though
Andrew Jackson happened to be a Democrat, opposing investigations "of

the accounts of the .late Board of Public Works. It also was interesting to

her that although the circuit and supreme courts were open, Lincoln a]3
-



peared in only one case, and that, ironically enough, in which he filed a

bill for divorce.

It was Ninian who interrupted the interlude, Ninian who was oblivious

to the nuances of other people’s emotions. He came into the sitting room

late one afternoon and said:

“Congratulations, Mary. I knew you’d come to your senses. It’s all over

town that you’ve jilted Abraham Lincoln. I’ve heard that he has had two

cat fits and a duck fit since you backed out from your understanding with

him.”

She sank her teeth into her underlip to stop its quivering. Who had

started this story? Flad Abraham done so to help her save face? Had people

assumed it, since they had not been seen together for this long period? It

had been the town’s conviction that no one wanted Abraham Lincoln ex-

cept herself; if they no longer had an understanding, it would he natural

to assume that it was she who had abandoned it.

The next afternoon she learned from her cousin John J. that Mr. Lincoln

was confined to his bed at Speed’s. From a few discreet questions she

gathered that it was not the winter fever or ague, but an acute attack of

hypochondriasis. She too was suffering, she was sleeping poorly and eating

little, but she had nowhere near his capacity for self-torture.

She saw him for the first time a week later, when she was walking to

Lindsay and Brother with her sister Frances. She took Frances by the arm

and led her into the nearest doorway so that they would not be seen, In a

few moments Mr. Lincoln passed, gaunt as a rail, his cheeks and eyes sunk

deep, the bones of his body showing skeletonlike through the old black

suit. Frances said softly:

“Poor Mr, Lincoln, what has he done to himself?”

She too was stricken by Mr. Lincoln’s appearance. To herself she said,

My pride has not allowed me to collapse.

The newspaper reported his return to the legislature. Fler cousin Stuart

wrote from Wa.shington asking what had happened between them, quoting

from Lincoln’s last letter to him;

I am now the most miserable man living. If what I feel were equally

distributed to the whole human family, there would not be one cheerful

face on the earth. Whether 1 shall ever he better, I cannot tell; I awfully

lorhode I shall not. To remain as I am is impossible; I must die, or he

better.

A few nights later James Conkling came to call. He studied her face

over the top of his cup of tea and finally exclaimed:

“Poor Lincoln! The fellow can barely speak above a whisper. I’ve just

written to Mercy that his case is truly deplorable.” Fie paused. “Flave you

decided to accept Edwin Webb, Mary?”



That night as she lay in her bed she was glad Matilda had returned

home so that she could have the privacy of her room again. Wliat had

James Conlding said about Mr. Webbi? Had she decided to accept him?

She was grateful for his gallant championing when she so desperately

needed someone. But marriage . , . the idea never had entered her head.

“Then your head is the only one it hasn’t entered/’ said Mr. Webb the

following evening when he made his formal proposal. “And if 1 haven’t

shown it every day for the past month, it has not been for want of trying.”

She looked at Edwin Webb head on for the first time since he had been

squiring lier.

“You’ve been a good friend ...”

“I don’t want friendship from you,” be interrupted. “I’m prepared to

offer devotion, marriage, a fine life together; as for my two young ones,

they need a mother and they will love you. You need children, not only

these two, but many of your own. You will have them.”

‘Wlro is caring for your children while you are here?”

“My wife’s mother, she lives close by. ...”

If she had enjoyed any part of Edwin Webb’s attentions as a balm to

her pride and aching spirit, this reference to the children's grandmother

cut it off abruptly. Her lips twitched, her eyes withdrew.

“Why does that upset you?” he asked.

“It’s nothing . . . my own grandmother came to my mind. Grandmother

Parker, in Lexington . .

“Miss Todd, it’s my greatest wish that you marry me when the legisla-

ture ends, and come back to Carmi as my wife.”

She resolved never to seek news of Abraham, but at the beginning of

February she heard that he had lost his bachelor home, for Joshua Speed

sold his general store and returned to Kentucky to take over his mother’s

plantation. Lincoln put one saddlebag over each shoulder and walked the

four blocks northwest to the ’Butler home where he was to room now as

well as board. He was growing increasingly active in the legislature, guid-

ing his party in the fight to prevent the Democrats from packing the Illi-

nois Supreme Court with five new Democratic justices. When Stephen

Douglas called to tell her that he, Douglas, had been appointed a justice

she insisted that they open a bottle of wine and toast his success,

“Justice of the Supreme Court! You’ll do a fine job, Steve.”

“I just about must after what Lincoln said: 1 would not behave as welJ

as you have to now, for twice the money.’
”

She smiled at Abraham’s witticism, for the whole town had followed the

political maneuvering necessary to create the new judgeships for deserving

Democrats.

Toward the middle of February her cousin Stephen T, Logan invited



her to his home at the north end of First Street for Sunday dinner. It was

a big house set back on an elevation, with rolling lawns and a split-rail

fence. After dinner he asked her into his book-lined study for a drop of

sweet brandy; she saw that her thin-lipped, high-voiced cousin was edging

slowly toward a delicate subject.

‘'Edward Baker and I are breaking up our law firm. I need a new part-

ner. I haven’t said anything about it yet . . . but it might very well be

that Abraham Lincoln is my man. I’ve been in cases both with him and

against him; he’s a mighty fine young lawyer, one of the best of his kind.”

Cousin Logan had not added in actual words, What do you think? but

the question was definitely implied. Curious, she thought, how many
members of the Todd family want to take Mr. Lincoln into partnership

... including me!

"What a wonderful opportunity that will be for him,” she exclaimed.

"Everyone says you’re our best student of law.”

Stephen Logan nodded vigorously. "I like the man, and I want to have

him with me. The legislature adjourns about March first, he could come

in with me then.”

She rose impulsively from her chair and kissed her cousin’s cheek. With

the best law partnership in Springfield available to Abraham, surely*he

would be on the road back to health, confidence . . . and love? She re-

called her uncle’s phrase about the end of the session: that meant Edwin

Webb would he demanding a final answer.

She invited him to tea and told him about the death of her own mother,

Grandmother Parker’s hatred of Betsy, the tensions and problems it had

created within the Todd home.

"Mr. Webb, it will he so much better for you to find someone who has

not already gone through such a situation.”

“Then you won’t consider . . .
?”

“May the Lord forgive me, hut I have to start out fresh, a new life with

a new man, to make, our own new family.”

II

THE legislature adjourned. President Harrison died in Washing-

ton, D.C., throwing Springfield into profound gloom. Lincoln and Logan

announced their partnership. Still there was no word from Abraham.

When a spontaneous encounter had not occurred within the first weeks

of the New Year she resolved that when they came together again it must
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be of ,his doing. She avoided the places where she might meet him; political

rallies and debates, the Lyceum meetings, the Journal ofiice, even the

streets he would have to use to get from the Butler house to his office.

The strain within her caused her nerves to grow taut, bhe stepped up

the tempo of her activity, surrounding herself with young men and women,

accepting all invitations that came her way. Though she knew she was

forcing her excitement and gaiety from the deep well of her reserves, there

was every reason to believe that she was playing the role convincingly.

But the nights were bad. When she crawled into her four-poster, lying

in wide-eyed sleeplessness, she could make no further pretense. She

shivered in the warm room, was chilled under heavy blankets. Every few

weeks she would suffer complete exhaustion; during these intervals her

brain seemed to be trying to pulsate against the metal vise that was en-

casing her head in a tight cage.

Spring came early, the prairies were covered with wild flowers, the earth

felt soft and fertile underfoot. But she felt hard and sterile within; not

even the growing warmth of the April and then the May sun could lessen

the coldness around her heart: for it was apparent now that mere physical

and economic recovery were not going to bring Abraham back to her. Her

coiftin Stuart reported that he had written Secretary of State Daniel

Webster at Mr. Lincoln's urgent request, in a renewed effort to get him

the job of cltargS d’affaires in Bogotd. Abraham was out riding the circuit

now, to Tremont for the Tazewell Circuit Court, then to the McLean
Circuit Court, then to Pontiac, Clinton, Urhana, Danville, Charleston.

His being away relieved some of the pain around her heart. If it pre-

cluded the familiar long-legged step in the driveway, a pounding of the

front clapper, the opening of a door to find him standing, sad-eyed and

sad-smiling, but with his arms extended to her, neither did she have to

breathe the same air he was breathing, walk the same streets, face the

dreaded prayed-for encounter.

In June the Sangamon Circuit Court opened and a retinue of lawyers

returned. The firm of Logan and Lincoln had many cases to try, as well as

a good number in the Illinois Supreme Court, which would open in July.

Abraham was no longer seeking the Bogotd appointment.

Another ghost laid! He had said to her, "Love is eternal.” Ah yes, she

thought, if only I can live that long!

I'he June, Titus, Angevine Circus arrived in town and .she received a

note from the Francises inviting her to go to the opening with them. She
' sat on a bench under the canvas tent imprisoned between her two bulky

friends. They made her sit through the clowns and the animal acts before

bringing up the subject they obviously had come to talk about.



“Mary, we cornered Abe the first moment he came back," said Eliza.

“He used a peculiar phrase, ‘that fatal first of January.’ I asked him
whether you had caused the fatality or been die fatality. He said the

latter."

Simeon Francis picked up the narrative. “So then I asked him, ‘Why
did you let the fatal first happen? Was it an act of omission or commission?’

Fie replied, ‘Both. I couldn’t help myself ... I was sick.’ We thought

you’d want to know that he accepts full responsibility.’’

She sat listening to the music of a Negro singing act, thinking. Yes, it

is nice to know, but what good does it do me really?

“Did you ever know of the other Mary?" asked Eliza.

Mary nodded. “Abraham told me about her when he asked if he could

call me Molly.”

“We brought you a letter we would like you to see. We felt it would ease

you. It was written by Abe to Mrs. Orville Browning about something that

happened in New Salem,”

Mary took the sheets of familiar handwriting and while the circus band

blared and the gymnasts tumbled in the sawdust, she began to read;

In the autumn of 1836, a married lady of my acquaintance, being

about to pay a visit to her father in Kentucky, proposed that on her return

she would bring a sister upon condition that I would engage to become her

hrother-in-law. I had seen the sister some three years before, thought her

inteligent and agreeable, and saw no good objection to plodding life

through hand in hand with her.

The lady in due time returned, sister in company. I knew she was over-

size, but she now appeared a fair match for Falstaff; from her want of

teeth, weather-beaten appearance I had a notion that nothing could have

commenced at the size of infancy, and reached her present bulk in less

than forty years; in short, I was not at aU pleased with her. But I had toH
hex sister I would take her for better or for worse.

Through life I have been in no bondage, either real or immaginary from

die thraldom of which I so much desired to be free.

After all my suffering here I am, wholly unexpectedly, out of the

“scrape.” After I had delayed as long as I could in honor do, I mustered

ray resolution, and made the proposal to her direct; but, shocking to relate,

she answered, No. I was forced to give it up, at which I verry unexpect-

edly found myself mortified in a hundred different ways. My vanity was

deeply wounded by the reflection, that I had been too stupid to discover

that she whom I had taught myself to believe no body else would have,

had actually rejected me with £ul my fancied greatness.

Others have been made fools of by the girls; but I most emphatically

made a fool of myself. I have come to the conclusion never again to think

of marrying; I can never be satisfied with any one who would be block-

head enough to have me,

Your sincere friend

A. Lincoln



She sat with her head lowered, mute at the callowness and cruelty of

the letter, a callowness and cruelty of thmldng about himself and others

which she had trouble reconciling with his hypersensitivity.

She folded the sheets and handed them hack to Mrs. hrancis.

“Thank you for showing me the letter, Eliza. It does help . . . in a

strange sort of way: I know more surely now that I am not at the. core of

his problem.'^

“Mary, would you like me to speak to him?" Eliza asked sympathetically.

“Thank you, no. As Abraham says, ‘Every man must skin his own

skunk.’"'

The June thunderstorms were the worst she had ever known; peal after

peal after peal. Terror-stricken, she ran to her room and got under the

covers. Elizabeth followed. She sat on the edge of the bed, took Marys

head in her lap.

“Now, Mary, thunder isn’t going to hurt you; it’s all sound and fury,

signifying nothing."

Heavy sweeps of rain heat across the window. Mary wept in Elizabeth’s

arms- Elizabeth stroked her hair gently, knowing that it was much more

than the thunder her sister was weeping about.

Summer clamped down upon them with a heat so intense, that there was

no air to breathe; the house and the town and the prairies were stifling.

Her father wrote from Lexington inviting her to spend the hot months at

Buena Vista; her uncle wrote from Missouri urging her to ins|>e.ct “the

whole crop of new eligible bachelors" he had lined up for her. She re-

fused both invitations.

At, the end of August, Stephen Logan came to dinner, T'hey talked of

Abraham’s success before the state Supreme Court on behalf of a young

Negro girl who had been sold illegally as a slave. Mr. Lincoln’s argument

had won the girl her permanent freedom, and all of Springfield was

congratulating him at hawng struck a brilliant blow against slavery. Logan
also reported that Abraham had just left for a visit with Joshua Speed’s

family at their plantation a few miles outside of Louisville.

She slept wrell that night, though it seemed to he not altogether a

natural sleep. The next morning she had a fever and was unable to get out

of bed. Elizabeth summoned their uncle, Dr. John Todd, who wrapped
Mary in a blanket, then drove her the four blocks north to his own house,

one wing of which was set aside as his medical offices. He put her in a big

chair in his examining room, rolled up the sleeve of her nightgown to the

shoulder, tied a cord tightly anound her arm halfway between the elbow
and shoulder and, using a spring lance, stabbed her in the blood vessel and
took a full quart of blood.

He then gave her an emetic, followed by successive doses of calomel.



jalap, then a portion of castor oil. At this point Dr. Todd took out a small

cake of tallow, pulverized it with a case knife and sprinkled large yellow

Spanish flies over it. One such patch he placed upon her breast, a smaller

one on her leg. She was put to bed upstairs and covered with feather quilts.

The plasters caused excruciating pain for eight hours. At the end of this

time they were removed and the resultant blisters sprinkled with powdered

alum.

Frances and Dr. Wallace came to visit the next morning. Dr. Todd was

in the country making a call. William Wallace took one look at the blisters,

listened to the account of the bleeding, emetic and physicking, then leaned

over the bed and kissed his sister-in-law upon the forehead.

“Mary dear, this isn't good professional ethics, hut all of the things that

have been done were unnecessary. There was nothing wrong with you,

except that your . . . difficulties . . , overcame you."
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COUSIN LOGAN had said that Abraham would return about

the middle of September, The date became a new goal for her, the days

between a moat across which she must fabricate a bridge. However, it was

Joshua Speed who knocked on the front door. She took him into the music

room, which was the coolest in the late afternoon, brought in a long drink

of bourbon and branch water.

“Have you been busy falling in and out of love, Josh?"

Speed smiled a little wistfully, then replied;

“Lincoln claims that I am in love with Fanny Henning, using as evi-

dence the fact that I dragged him all the way into Lexington so that I

could visit with her. He keeps encouraging me into marriage and every

time he does I return the compliment."

Winter came early, the darkest, dreariest, rainiest, muddiest winter

Springfield had seen. The business district became a sea of black mud with

planks and barrels and crates being thrown into it in an effort to provide

steppingstoiies. Many of the nights were so wild vrith mingled sleet and

snow that meetings and parties had to be called off because no one could

get through.

She caught a series of colds, her eyes became swollen and ted; the worst

days she spent in bed. There had been times during her childhood when

she had been high-strung, though never during the four years when she

was living at Mentelle's, and only occasionally while she was spending the

two exciting years of study under Dr. Ward's supervision. Now the feeling



of being on edge seemed to be witb hffit always; she had a constant struggle

not to be sharp of tongue or bitter of mood. Elizabeth was kind, but run-

ning short of patience: why couldn't Mary accept the attentions of James

Shields or of Lyman Trumbull, who had been countenancing her quite a

lot of late"?

With a start she realized that New Year’s Day was approaching, and a

presentiment grew within her that Abraham would come calling, not In

the crowds which began at nine in the morning but just as it had hap-

pened two years before; after everyone had gone home and the house was

quiet there would be a knock on the door and when she opened it he

would be standing there. She would say, “Mr. Lincoln! Last but not

least," and he would reply, "This is my first visit today, not my last." She

found herself becoming increasingly excited; she planned the new outfit

she would wear, made frequent trips into the almost abandoned sewing

room.

Dozens of the Edwardses' friends came to pay their respects on New
Year's Day. Mr. Lincoln was not one of them.

She paid a high price for her period of near happiness: now she sank

into complete lethargy, her headaches returned in a new form, with con-

figurations and black and white designs weaving themselves before her

eyes. Only her pride seemed to withstand the torture she was undergoing;

it alone generated the strength to go to hear James Shields deliver his

oration before the Sangamon Guards in the Methodist meetinghouse, and

to try the new railroad to Jacksonville.

Then early in April 1 842 she received a letter from Joshua Speed. After

many excruciating doubts about his fitness for marriage, he had finally

married Fanny Henning and was now confessing that he was "far happier

than I had ever expected to he.” The important part of his letter, though,

was a section he had copied out from one he had just received from,

Lincoln:

I am not going beyond the truth, when I tell you, that the short space

It took me to read your last letter, gave me more pleasure, than the total

sum of ail I have enjoyed since that fatal first of Jany. '41. Since then it

seems to me that there is one still unhappy whom I have contributed to

make so. That still kills my soul.

I can not but reproach myself, for even wishing to be happy while she

is otherwise. She accompanied a large party on the Rail Road cars, to

Jacksonville last Monday; and on her return, spoke, so that I heard of it,

of having enjoyed the trip exceedingly. God be praised for that.

When she had finished reading these lines of Abraham's she sat gazing
at the paper with tear-blinded eyes. She reread the line "there is one still

unhappy whom I have contributed to make so. That still kills my soul”
She recalled the letter he had written about Mary Owens. That had been



the letter of a callow boy; this was the letter of a profoundly suffering man,

one who had matured under that suffering. Abraham’s character had been

tempered, strengthened. This she had helped do for him.

As for herself, she felt her heart heating wildly: No man who spoke this

way could very much longer withstand his own suffering over the sepa-

ration. Dear God, this was not how she had planned it but she would take

him on any terms. . . .

Spring brought with it a surcease of the cold and mud. In an effort to

shovel some content ipto the succession of empty hours she went to the

opening of the Jockey Club races late in May, helped Dr, Wallace move

the perfumes from his drugstore across the square to his new and modern

shop. From the papers she learned that Mr, Lincoln was ”off the track”

for the legislature. She had no way of finding out whether he had refused

to run again, or whether he simply was not being nominated by the Whig
convention, sharing the fate that Ninian had suffered two years before.

Summer came again, the heat and tedium with it.

Then early one August morning she received a note from Eliza Francis

asking her to come to supper. Eliza led her into the parlor. It was dark,

with the blinds drawn against the hot sun. In the center of the room stood

Abraham Lincoln,
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IT was almost two years since she had seen him. His eyes were

clear, the set of his mouth and chin forceful; he was thin, but he was well

and whole.

They said nothing, yet silence was not there; half-formed thoughts

darted swiftly within her own mind; behind his luminous eyes she could

feel similar thoughts swirling. They stood quietly for a long time and then

she found herself held in his arms, his lips were passionately on her own.

'Tm sorry for the trouble I caused you.”

When she started to shake her head “no” to the trouble, he tightened

his grip on her shoulders.

“More than anything else in the world, Molly. I want us to be together.

1 wanted it then, that New Year’s Day, but I diAi’t have the strength. . , .

You must find some way to forgive me.”

“I pressed you, Abraham; we have only to forgive each other. Isn’t that

what love means?”

They had supper with the Francises around the dining-room table, the

light from the green-shaded lamp holding them in the warmth of renewed



friendship. After supper Abraham began to write for the Jourmd a letter

which he would sign with the name Aunt Rebecca, part of a series attack-

ing the policies of James Shields, Democratic state auditor. The four Whigs

got fun out of the discomfort they knew this would cause Shields; but

everything was fair in war and politics. He sat before the long sheets of

blank galley paper and wrote rapidly. As he passed each page to A4ary for

her approval their eyes met and held for an instant. She read:

Shields’s story was never meant for the truth. . . . With him truth is

out of the question, and as for getting a good bright passable lie out of him,

you might as well try to strike fire from a cake of tallow.

I seed him when I was down in Springfield last winter at a fair. All the

gals about town was there, tied as tight in the middle, and ptilfed out at

both ends like bundles of fodder that hadn’t been stacked yet. . . . There

was Shields floatin’ about just like a lock of cat-fur where cats had been

fightin’. He was paying his money to this one and that and sufirerin’ great

loss cause it wasn’t silver instead of State paper.

When Simeon approved the letter for publication, Mary rose from the

table. Lincoln followed her into the foyer. She put on her bonnet and

shawl.

‘'I’ll see you tomorrow, Molly? Shall I come to the house?”

She hesitated.

“No, Abraham. I think it better if we meet here , . . for the time

being; there’s been so much . . . talk. ...”

“As you say, Molly. About four o’clock?”

Simeon and Eliza drove her home in their carriage. She ran quietly up
the stairs to her room, and once in bed fell into a profound sleep.

Upon awakening she dressed quickly and left the house. Mercy Conkling

was busy being a bride, so she confided in her friend Julia Jayne, a tall,

lithe, dark-haired girl with a wonderful sense of humor and complete

discretion.

“Julia, you must help me. I don’t want Elizabeth and Ninian to know,
not until I am more certain ...”

Julia was delighted to become a party to the tryst.

"Then call for me about midafternoon. We'll walk to the square to do

some shopping. After that you can come with me to the Francis home.
I’m going to need a chaperone so that the town doesn’t put two and two
together before Abraham and I have established our own total.”

Each afternoon Julia called for her about three o’clock. They walked to

the square and then made their way by various routes to the Francis home.
A week after Abraham’s letter was published, James Shields spoke at a

public debate. He was fighting mad and spent two hours tearing apart

its accusations. Mary said to Julia:



”rd like to write the reply to Jimmy Shields. Fd have Aunt Rebecca

say, when she learned that Shields was threatening to take personal satis-

faction of the writer, 1 was so skart that I thought I would quill-wheel

right where I was. If you want personal satisfaction come here and squeeze

my hand. But if you insist on fighting, I never fights with anything but

broomsticks or hot water or a shovelful of coals. I will give you choice,

however, when we fight, whether I shall wear breeches or you petticoats.’
”

Abraham was waiting when the two girls reached there. He was amused

at Mary's idea for the letter and made her write it down at once. Simeon

took it over to the shop, for the Journal was to come out the next day.

Shields was so insulted at the new attack that he sent his seconds to

Simeon Francis to challenge Mr. Lincoln to a duel. Lincoln had gone to

Tremont on business. When Mary learned that Shields and his seconds

had set out for Tremont, she persuaded William Butler and the two-fisted

Dr. Merryman to overtake them and warn Abraham.

She spent an extremely uneasy forty-eight hours until he returned to

Springfield.

"Abraham, I got you into this.”

"No, you didn’t, Molly. I approved the letter. The responsibility is mine.

Fm offering Shields a limited apology for all the letters printed in the

Journal, but if he won’t accept it Fm going to suggest broadswords as the

weapon.”

"For heaven’s sake, Abraham, Jimmy Shields only comes up to your

armpits,” exclaimed Mary, aghast, "and those broadswords must be three

or four feet long. How can he fight a duel against you with those?”

"He can’t,” laughed Lincoln. “It will surely seem too ludicrous to every-

one concerned, and the whole thing will be called off.”

Everywhere she went she heard talk about the Lincoln-Shields duel.

When Abraham finally returned she could see by the expression on his

face that there had been no duel; the seconds had gotten together, he had

apologized, and Shields had accepted the apology. At the same time his

mouth was set in a most resolute line.

"Molly, I’ve learned a terrible lesson. I’ve written anonymous letters to

newspapers for yearSj, holding up people to ridicule and satire. Fm through

with it, it’s no way for a man to proceed. The whole thing is now so pain-

ful and distasteful to me I’ll never again mention it as long as I live.”

She found that he had indeed passed a milestone with the Shields affair.

In all things he appeared more consistently resolute. At the beginning of

October he announced:

“I have to start traveling circuit in a couple of days, and Fll be gone

almost the entire month. Fm not looking forward to the separation. When
I return around the first of November, Fm going to aslc you to marry me.

She showed no emotion.



"Suppose we let that wait until you get back/’

"All right, Molly, but remember that although you haven’t accepted me,

I’ve declared for you.”

She still made no answer.

She told no one except Julia, who offered to help her assemble her

trousseau. Mary shook her head, her own lips resolute,

"Julia, I’m not tempting the fates. I have solid ground under my feet

this time, but I don’t think I could survive another hurt.”

He was back on November i. He had handled a large number of cases

in Clinton, Urbana and Charleston, and while in Coles County had

bought his parents a forty-acre tract, deeding it over to them with the pro-

vision that it never could be sold. He had spent the early hours of the next

day at his Negro friend’s barbershop; his hair was neatly cut, washed and

combed. He had on a shiny new collar and black silk stock. She stood back

from him.

"If you were as beautiful as this throughout the circuit you must have

made many conquests,”

"I’m monogamous by nature. Will you marry me, Miss Todd, tomorrow

or the next day?”

"Is it safe for me to accept?” she asked with a tremulous but mock

severity. "You're sure you won’t vanish into thin air for the next two

years?”

"You name the place and I’ll be there. In a brand-new suit with my
boots blacked.”

She gazed down at his dusty and worn boots, then threw back her head

in laughter.

"Well, now I have had a real assurance! If you’re willing to go to the

extremity of polishing your boots, I know that you’ve made up your mind.”

He grimaced.

"Shall we make it tomorrow afternoon, at the Reverend Dresser’s?”

Images of Elizabeth and Ninian floated across her mind.

“I know Springfield is a town of sudden marriages, hut I’m going to

have a little . . . explaining to do.”

“All right, Molly, you set the course, I’ll steer the flathoat. Any landing

you say.”

When she broke the news to her sister the following morning, Elizabeth

asked matter-of-factly:

"Mary, must you be married this evening? I would like to plan a formal

wedding, one worthy of a Todd, such as we gave Frances.”

"That would have been fine some twenty-two months ago, Liz,” Mary
murmured wistfully. "Isn’t it pretty late for that kind of thing now?”
"Then you’ll have to be married in front of the Episcopal Sewing So-

ciety; they’re meeting here tonight and my supper is ordered.”



‘The Episcopal Sewing Sodety? Oh,

“All right, put it off until tomorrow, ril get up the very best supper 1

can, but as far as the refreshments are concerned, I’m afraid I’ll have to

send to Old Didcey’s for some of his gingerbread and beer.”

Julia Jayne was the maid of honor, the bridesmaids were her uncle John’s

daughter, Lizzie, and Ann Rodney. Dr. and Mrs. Todd were there, her

sister Frances and Dr, Wallace, Helen and Ben Edwards, Dr. Henry, the

Butlers with whom Lincoln had lived so long, Mrs. Butler in a yellow

satin evening gown.

Mary dressed in a white swiss muslin she had made earlier in the sum-

mer but never worn; it was fresh and crisp and the only new white dress

she had. She wore the pearl necklace her father had brought her from

New Orleans. Poor Father, she thought, he’s going to miss still another

wedding. For her sister Ann, there would be a vacancy,

Abraham arrived early with his friend James Matheny, who was to be

his groomsman, and Justice Browne of the state Supreme Court. At five

o’clock the minister arrived in his canonicals. The family and their friends

formed a circle in the parlor. The Reverend Dresser began the ring-and-

book ceremony;
*

“
‘Dearly Beloved, we are gathered here in the sight of God, and in the

face of this company, to join together this man and this woman in holy

matrimony; which is an honorable estate; and therefore is not by any to be

entered into unadvisedly or lightly; but reverendy, discreetly, advisedly,

soberly, and in the fear of God . .
.”'

The rain had started a little earlier. It beat down in powerful onslaughts,

wave after wave of it washing against the windows. She knew that rain

always depressed Abraham.

“Abraham, wilt thou have this woman to thy wedded wife, to live to-

gether after God’s ordinance in the holy estate of matrimony?”

“I will.”

“Mary, wilt thou have this man to thy wedded husband, to live together

after God’s ordinance in the holy estate of matrimony?”

“I will.”

The Reverend Dresser turned to Lincoln, “Repeat these words, ‘With

this ring I thee wed, and with all my worldly goods I thee endow.’
”

Justice Browne, who had been listening intently, exclaimed

:

“God xAlmighty, Lincoln, the statute fixes all that!”

There was a thin-sliced second of consternation, then everyone burst

into laughter, the minister roaring in amazement with the rest. The

laughter wiped out the sound of the pounding rain.

The Reverend Dresser handed a gold ring to Lincoin. Abraham placed

it on the third finger of Mary’s left hand,

“I now pronounce you man and wife.”

t33



They had supper, with two beautiful wedding cakes. A small orchestra

came, they danced, there was friendship and joyousness, and much of

Ninian's excellent champagne.

Shortly before midnight she and Abraham slipped out the front door

where there was a carriage waiting for them. They drove to the Globe

Tavern.

He remained downstairs to sign the desk register. She went up to the

room that had been occupied by John Stuart and his wife, and then by

her sister Frances and Dr. Wallace. There was a brand-new spread on the

four-poster, bowls of autumn leaves and flowers. She slipped the plain gold

band off her finger, walked over to the lamp to gaze at it. It was inscribed:

LOVE IS ETEBNAL

A wave of almost unendurable happiness swept over her. Long ago

Abraham had said “Love is eternal,” and she had thought, If one can live

that long. Well, she had endured.

She must always remember that: love ebbed and flowed, now rich and

shining, now shabby and disconsolate. One must survive the bad in order

to realize the good. Therein lay the miracle of love, that it could eternally

re-create itself. She must always be dedicated, no matter what the years

held, what the hardships or disappointments, the sorrows or tragedies;

she must come through them all, through the most violent and frightening

storms; for at the other end, no matter how long it might take or how
dark the passage, one could emerge into clear warm sunlight.

She heard liis long rangy steps coming down the hallway. liis hand
was on the door. She turned, her face suffused with love.



tojiv
IT IS ABRAHAM'S TURN NOW

1

SHE sat soaking in the hot water o£ the round tin tub; out the

north window snow hung like a sheet on a dothesliae, hut the room was
bright with the fire on the hearth and redolent o£ lavender water. Abraham
had gone down to the men's bathing room just off the kitchen o£ the

hotel, carrying his soap, towel, razor and comb.

She rubbed the Windsor soap on her slender hips and stomach, then

leaned back against the circular rim, her eyes roaming the room which she

had converted from a conventional hotel chamber into something peculiarly

their own: the shelves of books against the south wall with a vase of

evergreen branches flanked on either side by an ivory figurine; the crimson

calico curtains she had sevm and hung in place of the mustard velvets;

the round table she had bought to put in front of the fire, covered by bowls

of oranges and walnuts, stacks of the Lexington Observer, the Bdtimore

Niles’ Register, the New York Tribune and a volume of Bancroft's History

of the United States. On the bureau next to their four-poster were her

silver combs, brushes and scent jars. She had not been able to avoid the

Globe Tavern; she would be here a full year, perhaps two, and so she had

used one of her cash wedding gifts to buy an oil painting and prints for

the walls, a fluffy white yarn hearth carpet on which Abraham liked to

stretch out at night and read poetry to her, and a tiny French escritoire

which she placed in front of the bookshelves for her papers and corre-

spondence with the family in Lexington.

She stepped out of the tub and onto the warm rug, dried herself with a

big towel, slipped into her underthings, stocldngs, petticoats and low

leather slippers, then a swiss muslin lace-trimmed dressing robe. She pulled

the bell cord for the servants to come and carr)'' out the tub of water. In a

few moments she heard Abraham coming down the hall; he appeared in

the doorway dressed in the blue wool robe and buckskin slippers she had

given him for Christmas. He was wearing his side hair considerably longer

now; it came down his cheeks to a point level with the bottom of his eats.



On top, his hair was cut shorter, falling in a wide part on the right side,

the main lock covering the rounded forehead.

Marriage becomes him, she thought; he’s looking better than I'Ve ever

seen him. He has good color, the web of anxiety lines is gone from under

his eyes. Love might be eternal, but how nice that it could also be cor-

poreal!

He put the comb and razor on his worktable under the wdndow, then

turned and opened his arms to her. She nesded against his bosom w^hile

he kissed her shoulder, murmuring, '*Ummm, you smell good.”

“So do you. It’s that castile soap, isn’t it? I must get you more.” She

leaned hack a little, studying his face. "Though I says it as shouldn’t, I’m

good for you.” Imitating his high nasal tone, she mimicked, "In this matter

of looking at one another, I’m soon going to have the advantage.”

He threw his head back and laughed.

"Now that we’re both so scrubbed and beautiful, I wish I had thought

to have my good suit pressed for Breese’s levee.”

"You dii’’

"Did we also remember to have a clean white shirt and collar?”

"Bottom drawer of the bureau. We can’t have you getting nostalgic

about the good old days above Josh Speed s store.”

He stood still for a moment, his head turned to one side, his eyes

puzzled,

"Molly, why were Speed and I so mortally frightened of marriage? For

a year and a half we exchanged letters, trying to answer each other’s

anxieties and misgivings.”

“And now?”

The seriousness of his mood passed.

“Anything I might tell you in the privacy of our boudoir would not be

admissible as legal evidence in court. But I did write a letter to a lawyer,

Sam Marshall, and in it I said, ‘Nothing new here, except my marrying,

which to me is a matter of profound wonder.' It wasn’t until I'd mailed

that old letter that I realized how fast and irrevocably I had committed
myself.”^ ^

^

She took his hand, led him to the comfortable rocker before the fire,

then dropped on her knees before him.

‘"You committed yourself even faster and more irrevocably than you
know.”':.'."

"How do you mean, Molly?”

“My dear . . , I’m vrith child.”

His gray eyes were round in astonishment.

“Are you sure? My, that was fast, wasn’t it?”

“Instantaneous would be the better word. But then, what should I have
expected from a man who can raise tWo ax heads off the ground?”



A flush spread over his neck and face.

“Wh}^ Abraham,” she exclaimed, "you re blushing. I didn’t loiow you

could.”

He raised her from her knees, cradled her in his arms. She savvr that his

face did not know what expression his mind was wearing.

"And after I promised you a carefree year ...”

"Oh, I couldn’t be more free from care. Married less than two months

and already with tangible proof that my husband loves me , . . written in

his own handwriting to a client, admissible as legal evidence in any court

of law!”

It was only two blocks east on Adams from the Globe to the American

House, but fresh snow lay heavy on the walks and so they shared a carriage

with their next-door neighbors, Albert T. Bledsoe, a West Point graduate

who was practicing law on the Eighth Circuit, and his wife Harriet from

New Jersey.

When they entered the candlelit ballroom of the American House

Mary was puzzled to see hut a scattering of ladies among the three

hundred men present. The only folk who had come to Sidney Breese’s

levee to celebrate his election to the United States Senate were his fellow

legislators.

The orchestra began a waltz. Abraham held out his arms. Mary danced

away with him, her full lemon-yellow silk skirts swirling against his

polished boots. Stephen Douglas claimed her for the next dance. His

dark blue eyes were big and burning, the wavy hair combed back pompa-

dour style over the splendid head.

"Steve, I expected to find you glum, since you were expecting to give

this celebration party yourself. Yet here you are, bright-eyed and con-

fident.”

Douglas’s laugh was a deep baritone. “Breese never could have been

elected if I hadn’t released my people. I made a deal with him: after

he serves one term he must support me. WKen I get into the United States

Senate I’ll stay there forever because I won’t have anybody back here

plotting for their turn. Clever, Mary?”

A sudden stir went through the haU; all eyes turned to the entrance

foyer. Standing against a background of twelve disciples in white military

uniform, she saw a man in a blue dress coat with a black velvet vest

and white cravat. She recognized him as the Prophet, Joseph Smith,

leader of the Mormons who had built a prosperous community at

Nauvoo.

Joseph Smith was mixed into the memories of her secret meetings with

Abraham at the Simeon Francis house, for this was the time Simeon

had been publishing the letters of John G. Bennett, who not only accused



Joseph Smith of having ordered the shooting of former Governor Boggs

of Missouri but of setting up a system of prostitution for the benefit of

the church officials, of maintaining a band of Destroying Angels to assas-

sinate the Prophet's enemies, and the creation of a western dynasty which

he would rule as emperor. Abraham had done his best to persuade Simeon

not to publish the attacks, but Simeon had persisted; Governor Ford then

issued a belated warrant for Smith’s arrest on the grounds of instigating

the attempted assassination of Governor Boggs.

Mary left Douglas's side and went to her husband. “Could 1 meet him,

Abraham?”

“Now, Molly, Mr. Smith is alleged to have seven wives, and I have

one litde one. Surely you wouldn’t send me back to the Butlers after

only two months?”

“It’s a soufqon too late for me to send you anywhere. But I'll confess

I’m fascinated. Please do introduce me.”

Joseph Smith accepted the introduction with dignity. Abraham moved

away to join Benjamin Edwards. Mary found herself gazing into a pair of

the most magnetic blue eyes she had ever encountered. Was this man
truly chosen of God? Had the Lord led him to the hiding place of the

golden plates of the Angel Moroni, and then given Joseph the power to

decipher them? Could the Book of Mormon he an authentic new Bible?

Certainly thousands of good and honest people believed so, and more
were being converted every day.

“May I bid you welcome to Springfield, Mr. Smith?” she said. “Most
of us feel you are being persecuted.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Lincoln.” His voice was a powerful throbbing organ.

“The Lord has given us friends in Springfield.”

“More important, if I may say so, the Lord has kept you on the side

of Ae law. Mr. Lincoln believes there are no legal grounds for Illinois

to send you back to Missouri.”*

Smith flashed her a taunting smile.

“Mrs. Lincoln, if ever you become disillusioned with your chosen

church—Episcopal?—Presbyterian?—come to Nauvoo and let me reveal

the true religion to you.”

“Thank you,” she replied with a full curtsy, “it’s always gratifying to be

wanted.”

When he had moved on she joined Abraham where he was standing
with Benjamin Edwards and his wife Helen. Flelen greeted her excitedly.

“Mary, Ben and I have bought the Houghan house.”

Mary forced back the hot stinging tears which came instantlv to her
eyes.

I have news too,” Benjamin cried. "Your cousin Stuart asks if I’d like to

form a partnership with him when he returns from Washington.”



“Does that mean Cousin Stuart is not running for Congress again?'^

she asked after a barely perceptible pause.

“Yes, he said two terms were quite enough.” Edwards turned to Abra-

ham. “Is it your turn next, Lincoln?”

“I certainly hope so. If you hear of anyone saying Lincoln doesn't want

to go to Congress, you tell him you know it isn’t so.”

When the orchestra struck up and Ben and Helen had glided away

Mary looked at Abraham with high color in her cheeks.

“For your Victory Ball we’re going to have a party like this, only all of

Springfield society will be here to help you celebrate,”

“Yes, indeed, Mrs. Lincoln, I have to look sharply to the future. Election

to the Congress takes place next August . . . and my child will be bom
... let me see . . . in August too? Ain’t that a caution? He shall be

the first to call me the Honorable Mr. Lincoln.”

2

IT was pleasant to do one’s New Year’s calling with one’s

husband, to leave cards reading Mr. and Mrs. A. Lincoln in the baskets

hung on front doorknobs.

They returned to the Globe at nine in the evening, walking arm in

arm through the cold night air. The Globe was on Adams, next to a

blacksmith shop, a two-story building fronted by elms and maples; the

tavern had changed hands every two or three years, each new owner add-

ing rooms so that it now looked like an oversized barn. The inside was

comfortable; the women's parlor to the left as they entered the vestibule,

the big dining room beyond that facing on Adams. A staircase led up-

stairs to the ell with its six rooms on either side of a narrow hallway for

the permanent guests such as themselves, the Bledsoe family, Mrs. Bourne-

dot, a widow and brilliant pianist, such attorneys as Justin Butterfield

and Judge Nathaniel Pope. Occupying this upper floor, they were able

to avoid the day-by-day confusion of arriving and departing guests. It was

needed, Mary thought, to compensate for the clanging locomotive hell

placed on top of the main building, which was rung by a pull rope at the

desk every time a stage drew up or a traveler arrived on horseback.

She carried easily, as Elizabeth and Frances had. They went out a

good deal, to the marriage of Ann Rodney, to Ninian’s party for the

baptism of his new daughter, Elizabeth, to the band concert at the Hall

of Representatives, the fair at Watson’s given by the First Presbyterian

Church, to dinner parties and cotillions. But she enjoyed equally the quiet



evenings in their room with Abraham at his worktable drawn up before

the fire, writing with a steel pen and blue ink on long sheets of foolscap

an appeal to the Whigs of Sangamon County.

Flis joy in the written word and the hours lie spent at his desk led her

to believe that he was basically a literary man.

“From childhood I've had an ambition to master a style," he told her;

“that's why I write verses sometimes, to see if I can make words rhyme.

But it's discouraging: I still write by ear."

“Yet it's lucible. You state the essence of a matter with the Icfist possible

verbiage."

He flashed her a look of gratitude, then began striding the narrow?

paths between tli^ four-poster, French wardrobe, small sofa and escritoire.

"If only I can convince the Whigs to adopt the convention system for

all nominations. What does it matter that the plan was originated by

Stephen Douglas; it’s been responsible for the overwhelming Democratic

victories in Illinois. I've got to convince them that union is strength, and

that *a house divided against itself cannot stand.'

"

She wi.shed she could hear him make his speech, but no ladies were

admitted to the meeting. For the next three weeks he campaigned through

Sangamon County. The Whigs accepted his platform almost exactly as

he had written it. Yet he returned from the convention W'ith a glum

look. To her repeated questions of what had happened he replied bleakly:

“The people of Sangamon have cast me off . . . our delegation is in-

structed to go for Edward Baker." He brought his loft hand upward and

outward, dismissingly. “Things didn't go well for me on the early ballots,

my strength was getting weaker, so I dropped out before T lost all my
support."

“You didn't!” she cried. “You should never withdraw?, never.”

He turned away from her, stood gazing out the east window toward

the cupola of the state house, She placed her hand on his shoulder:

'Torgive me, Abraham, you did what you thought right. It just wasn’t

fair of them to reject you altogether . .

“Oh, not altogether,” he interrupted with a w?ty smile. “They ajrpointed

me one of the delegates to the Pekin convention; so that in trying to get

Baker the nomination there I shall be fixed a good deal like the fellow

who is made groomsman to the man what has cut him out, and is rn-arrying

his own dear gal."

She smiled, relieved to see that he could laugh at his disappointment.

The followdng day she learned that she had contributed to his rejection:

some of Baker's supporters had claimed that since Abraham’s marriage he
had become “the candidate of wealth, pride and aristocratic family dis-

tinction.”

“They yanked up your vest, and there was I!" .she said to Abraham



sotto voce that night at supper* “It was our first Bight after marriage and I

was so sure it would succeed/^

She was grateful that the Sangamon Circuit Court opened the next

morning, for Logan and Lincoln had a number of cases on the docket,

and Abraham would have no time to brood about his defeat. A number of

the cases involved fair sums of money so that it should be a remunerative

session for them.

She had seen steady growth in her husband as a lawyer since he had

become Logan’s partner, particularly in the abstract principles of the law

in which Logan had been a student all his life. She knew that her cousin

was a severe taskmaster, obliging Abraham to write out their long and

intricately reasoned briefsj there were times, too, when she sensed that

he was smarting at being treated as a perennial junior law student.

“Cousin Logan loves the law as a science,” he complained one evening,

“but that's all he does read, the law. When he sees me reading history or

poetry or politics he thinks I’m wasting my time.”

She had expected that Abraham would bring home his important legal

associates, state officers, businessmen, as her father had, hut with the

exception of the Simeon Francises he never appeared with a guest. Her

husband apparently preferred to keep his friendships out of his marriage,

meeting these men in the lobby of the state house, the Jotirnal office, the

post office, the drugstores, the street corners where they congregated to

talk. He was still, as Edwin Webb had said, a man’s man.

Nor did he consider it necessary to reciprocate for the many fine dinners

and dances to which they were invited. Aside from the one dinner she

had given here at the Globe for her family, he did not want to enter-

tain. Already in the last couple of weeks Mr. and Mrs. Abraham Lincoln

had not been included in two or three distingud affairs.

She had put off explaining to him about this; he did not like big parties

anyway. He would say that one of the main reasons they had come to the

Globe, which cost them only four dollars a week, was that they could save

their money, pay off his debts, and put away some capital. However

when they were quite pointedly not included in William Thornton’s party

here at the Globe to which Thornton had invited all the doctors, lawyers

and honorables of the capital, and rightly so, thought Mary, since Thornton

had already entertained the Lincolns at two dinner parties at the American

House without being invited back, she decided to broach the subject.

She chose a night when a white hailstorm bombarded their north

window, making the night impenetrable and their bright fire the cozier.

“Abraham, since you intend to pay off every dollar of those New Salem

debts, and so much of our lives seems to be circumscribed by them, why
not let me sell my Indiana farm land? Then we could start out fresh and

free.”



He looked up from his book, the puzzled expression on his face asking,

Now what brought up this subject?

"No, Mary, I can’t let you sell your land and use the money to pay off

debts that are mine and mine alone/’

"I don’t follow your reasoning,” she retorted, her expression serious. “If

you use current income to pay past debts, doesn’t that make them equally

mine? I understand your need to repay what you owe, but there is an obli-

gation which I have ken brought up to consider equally binding; my

social debts.”

She saw a frovim cross his face; he went back to his reading.

In the middle of March her sister Ann arrived to fill the vacancy in

the Edwards house. She had changed little in the three and a half years

since Mary had seen her; she was still thin of face, sharp-featured and

flat-chested. Mary invited her to the Globe for dinner to meet Abraham.

After a few minutes he came in vrith a group of men, stood in the door-

way talking. Ann asked:

“Which one is Mr. Lincoln?”

“The one towering over the rest . , . with the mop of black hair.”

Ann studied her new brother-in-law, making no attempt to conceal

her disappointment. “Not the one with the dark, lined face . . , ? Well,

you certainly didn’t help ray chances in the Springfield matrimonial mart

by that unlikely choice!”

Mary gazed pointedly at her sister’s bosom and said with kitchen-knife

sjharpnessi,

“If you had more of the milk of human kindness in you, Ann, you

would not think, let alone say, cruel things like that.”

Ann’s manner was so unresponsive that Abraham soon caught on.

“I’m afraid I’ve been a disappointment to your little sister, Mary. Guess

Hi have to tell her what the state’s prosecuting attorney said the other

day: An ugly man stands upon his own merits; nature has done nothing

for him, and he feels he must labor to supply the deficit by amiability

and good conduct. A pretty man, on the contrary, trusts his f^ce to supply

head, heart and everything.”

Ann chewnd on this for a moment, her eyes cast down, then she IcwkecI

up, saw the grin on Abraham’s face, answered his smile. Mary thought,

I fight fire with fire; he extinguishes fire with laughter.

At the beginning of April, Abraham and most of the town’s lawyers

went out on circuit. Mary persuaded him to rent a buggy from the Globe
stables rather than make the journey on horseback. His first note told of

miserable roads, deep sloughs, execrable bridges, swollen streams; a

mile or two beyond the Sangamon River he had plunged into a bad
mudhole when the horse fell and the buggy broke a shaft; the next day
while roiling rapidly dovvn a hill his wheel had come off. Next time could



he please ride a horse, since a horse rarely slipped a linchpin and lost a

wheel'?

Mar)’- missed him, but she was never lonely. She spent her afternoons

at Elizabeth's or Frances’s home sewing for the coming baby. On the

rare occasions when she felt ill, her neighbor Harriet Bledsoe took care

of her. Once or twice a week she invited friends in for midday dinner,

Mercy Conkling or Flelen Edwards. She paid for these guests with her

own money rather than have the meals go on the bill.

One noon Mercy arrived waving a letter triumphantly in the air. Both

of their husbands were in Bloomington, about sixty miles north, attending

a full week’s court session.

"Mary, you certainly have your husband eating out of your hand:

look at this letter I just received from James,”

Mary took the sheet of paper, read the line that Mercy was indicating:

I reached Bloomington Monday afternoon, and found Lincoln desperately

homesick, turning his head frequently towards the south.

Her eyes misted.

Abraham was due to arrive in Pekin early in May for the Whig state

convention. She was completely astonished when, dressing to go to Eliza-

beth’s for Sunday dinner, she heard familiar footsteps coming down the

hallway. She threw open the door, and there stood Abraham, tired, dusty

and disheveled. He picked her up with a tremendous swoop, carried her

to the rocker in front of the fire and sat down with her in his lap, burning

the tender skin of her face with his rough heard stubble. When sbe got

her breath back she exclaimed:

"How did you manage it? Aren’t you due in Livingston?”

"I just couldn’t stand being away from you any longer. When court

closed Friday I rented a horse . , . thought I never would cover those

sixty miles. We have today and tomorrow together before I start out

again.”

While he was down in the bathing room, and she laid out his fresh

linen on the sofa she thought, He’s the only lawyer who came home for

the week end to be with his wife. May the Lord forgive me my vanity,

but Fm going to show him off all over town!

WITH the coming of spring she developed a series of headaches,

brought on in part by the clanging locomotive bell on top of the Globe.



When it awakened her from sleep she sat up in bed trembling. Her

hands and feet were cold, she shivered under the blankets at night, holding

herself close to her husband to garner warmth. She tried to ccjnceal as

much of this as she could from Abraham, but when he came home at

midday and found her with the Hinds drawn and the covers over her

head, she had to explain that it was necessary for her to slum l)oth light

and noise because of the intensity of the pain.

When the Globe’s chef quit a new cook was installed. Mary did not

know whether it was her condition or his cooking but she found the

food inedible; he used too much saleralus, making the buckwheat cakes

yellow and the corncakes and short biscuits sour.

*lt’s a good thing our bodies are not glass bottles and tightly corked,”

she commented grimly, “or we'd be blown to pieces in excessive fermen-

tation."

“Why, Mary Todd of the Bluegrass Todds: that’s the first time IVe

heard you make a barnyard joke!"

She found it increasingly distasteful now that she was big with child

to cross the lobby and go through the dining room three times a day

under the gaze of changing male eyes. Once when she was passing the

men’s parlor she overheard a whispered comment:

“Mrs. Lincoln sure must have become pregnant the first tinu!^ Lincoln

dropped his pants across the foot of the bed."

She burned with indignation at the raucous laughter :in<l could swallow

no bite of her dinner. She felt worse when she sensed tb;it they were

beginning to count on their fingers; the suddenness of their marriage was

known, and she imagined these men checking back in terras of time to

see if her child were legitimate. The thought of their prying pierced her

composure, yet she could utter no word of protest, neither to her family

nor to her husband, for her cousin Stuart’s wife had conceived and given

birth in tliis very bed, and so had her sister Frances.

She went to see Dr. Wallace and told her brother-in-law her troubles,

not omitting the fact that she was upset by conditions which had not

disturbed his wife,

"William, please talk to me as a doctor. Tell me what is wrong.”

Dr. Wallace had noncombative eyes, a right eyebrow that went upward
and a left eyebrow that turned down, giving his face a quizzical look.

Unable to achieve robust health for himself, he managed to cure most

people of their illnesses; owner of a drugstore out of which lie operated

as a physician, he urged his patients to stay away from all mediation.

"If you’re worrying about your physical health, Mary, or about the

child, forget it. But let’s assume that a man had a leg as badly broken as

your nerves were damaged during yqur separation from Abraham. It would



take a long time to get that leg back to its full strength, and if the break

were bad enough, there might always be a little limp. Isn’t that so?”

“Go on, William,”

“What I am trying to say, Mary, is that during that twenty months of

extreme tension you suffered an illness, as surely as though you had been

stricken by diphtheria. Your reunion with Abraham, and your marriage,

put an end to the illness; but that did not mean that your nerves had

recovered.”

“William, how long will it take before I am completely well ... as

though that separation never happened?”

Dr. Wallace filled a pipe from the bowl on his desk, then put it dowm
without lighting it.

“That’s difficult to say, Mary. You must have a long tranquil period.”

She walked back to the Globe slowly, letting the bright spring sun

warm her face and bathe her tired eyes. She stopped at the desk to ask

the attendant to please send Sarah Beck to her. Mrs. Beck was a strapping

rawhoned woman with iron-gray hair and severe facial lines; her husband,

long dead, had trained her in tavern keeping on the National Road in

Pennsylvania and West Virginia.

Mary had no sooner settled in the comfortable rocker than Mrs. Beck

knocked and stood in the doonvay. Mary explained that she desired

certain services which she knew were not customary, but which her health

demanded, and for which she was willing to pay.

“A carryin’ woman is entitled,” replied Mrs. Beck in a deep voice.

Mary then asked that all her meals be served in her room; that she be

permitted to use her own linens, and to bring in her cleaning materials

and keep her own chamber.

She went through the lobby only once a day now, at a quiet hour

when she was on her way to the Edwardses’ or to visit with Mercy or

Julia. At first she asked Abraham to have his dinner and supper with her,

but she soon saw that this was a deprivation to him: he missed the

camaraderie of the laughing, arguing, yarn-spinning men; he liked to meet

his friends from over the state who brought news of political strengths

and developments, of business and of possible cases. She released him to

his cronies around the big bachelor table in the dining room.

Nor w^ere they being invited out any more; six months of no reciproca-

tion had cut their social life down to visits with her sisters and cousins and

the Simeon Francise.s, where they were expected every Friday night for

supper..

She settled back to await her day, confident that once her child was

born their “carefree year” would be over and she would be able to persuade

Ahraham to go to housekeeping. Then she would establish their rightful

place.



Abraham returned from the PeMn convention with a small-boy ex-

pression: her cousin John J. Hardin had turned up with more support

than Edward Balter, so Abraham had persuaded Baker to nominate

Hardin, then had introduced a resolution that the convention recommend

Baker as a suitable person to be voted for by the Whigs for Representative

to Congress in the election of 1844.

'1 understand: the rotation system,” she commented, nodding her head

up and down vigorously; “Cousin Hardin and Baker will then support

you in 18461’”

“If I support them both with all my strength, in all likelihood they

will support me the same way,”

She remembered that this was the plan Stephen Douglas had worked

out for himself.

“Then we must wait four years for our turn?”

He spread out his long-fingered hands before her in a gesture of resigna-

tion.

“What else could I do, Molly? I was running a poor third. This way

we have an objective to work toward.”

“But you end the arrangement, the same as Stephen Douglas does

with the Democrats? You won’t be obliged to announce for only one

term?”

He gulped. “I had to take the same stand as the others. Cousin Logan

also wants to go to Congress. ...”

“Well, I do declare,” she said, lapsing into her early southern drawl. “I

thought mothers had to be patient, carrying for nine long months, hut

Fm the merest tyro compared to you. You’re going to wait for four years to

get one session as a congressman. And after your term is over where do

we go from there?”

His eyes were twinkling now.

“Ill throw the question right back to you, Mary; after your baby is

horn, where do we go from there? Why, we have more babies, of course.

And well have more offices, too, if we plan ahead. . .
.”

“I guess you’re right, Abraham, but I’m certainly glad it’s not as difficult

to become a mother as it is to become a congressman.”

4
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SUMMER appeared one morning in the eastern sky as suddenly

as a flash storm. She continued to clean her room, changing the bed

linen every other day to keep it fresh and cool, bathed twice a day in



tepid water, took a piano lesson from her neighbor, Mrs. Bournedot, in

the evening.

The volume of work had increased so greatly for Logan and Lincohi

that they moved to larger quarters at Sixth and Adams over the post

office, facing the state house square. Mary could see the offices from the

east window of her hotel 'room. Abraham did all the circuit riding for the

firm and in addition most of the office's trial and paper work, in Springfield,

for Logan was serving in the state legislature. He did not mind, except

for the writing of routine deeds, contracts and mortgages which he found

dull, but what nettled him was that Logan was paying him only a third

of the office income.

“That was a fair arrangement when we started two years ago, most

of the cases were his, but I’m pulling my full load now.”

This uneven distribution of the receipts was news to Mary.

“Couldn't you speak to Cousin Logan about it?”

“No, I want him to think of it for himself. His son David will be get-

ting his law license next year and Logan wants him in the firm. We'll

rearrange everything at that time.”

After breakfast the next morning an envelope came to the Globe ad-

dressed to A. Lincoln. In the left-hand corner was printed Imfortant

She put on her cross-barred cambric dress and Florence braid bonnet

and walked the two blocks to the Logan-Lincoln office. She never had

been upstairs. She was surprised to see how meager and dilapidated the

furnishings were, consisting of a small desk by the front window, a table

down the center of the room, half a dozen oddly assorted wooden chairs,

a sofa with a raised head at one end, and on the wall alongside the desk

some shelves which enclosed a set of Blackstone, Kent’s Commentaries,

Chitty's Pleadings, and a few other reference works. Abraham saw her in

the doorway, sprang up from the long table where he was working in a

nest of papers.

‘Why, Mrs. Lincoln, it’s a great compliment, your bringing us your law

work. Not a divorce action against your husband, I trust?”

“I brought you a letter that just arrived marked Important. I thought

you might be needing it.”

Stephen Logan rose from the only desk in the room; beside his junior

partner he looked as small as Lincoln's shadow in the near-noon sun. A
mass of red hair which he wore high over his head to give him added

height was now draining of its color and was pale gray near the roots; he

was wearing a cotton shirt, a baggy pair of trousers. Abraham showed

him the papers Mary had brought. Logan thanked her, picked up his fifty-

cent straw hat, excused himself and left.

At the rear of the office sat a man hunched over a lawbook, his back

toward her. At that moment he turned his head, and she saw that it was



William Herndon, the young diap who M lived with Abraham and

Joshua Speed above Speed's store, the one who had made the reference

to her gliding through the waltz like a serpent. They gazed at each other

in hostile silence, then Herndon rose, leaned forward in what could have

been interpreted as a miniature how and walked past her, Mary drawing

her skirts aside as he did so. When he was gone she asked;

“What is he doing here?"

“Why, Billy is reading law with us.”

“Herndon studying in your ofiice! Whyever would you want to take

him in?”

“Well, Billy is a nice boy.” His protest was gentle, the tone one of

paternal affection. “He’s been clerking in a store during the day to

support his wife and baby, reading the law at night for three years now.

Vi^en he asked me for the chance ...”

“But there must be a great many young men who would like to read

law in your office . . . more deserving ...”

“I was even less deserving when your cousin Stuart gave me a chance

to come into his office. As a matter of fact, Billy has a very interesting

mind. He reads widely, can spout more words and more ideas in five

minutes than any five fellows I know. Sometimes it seems like he is trying

to drink up all the printed matter in the country.”

“Not to mention the bottled goods,” she said tartly.

'Tes, Billy drinks a little too much sometimes,” he replied tolerantly,

“but it’s only been because he was unhappy clerking in grocery stores.

Now that he is studying with us he’s been cold sober; wouldn’t be sur-

prised if he joined the Washingtonians.”

Mary quieted, recognizing the earnestness in his voice. “I apologize;

who you have studying in your office is certainly your own affair.”

On August I their son was born. She was tired after the travail, and

about to fall asleep when she heard Abraham say to the midwife;

“He's a great whelk of a boy! You’re sure he hasn’t inherited one of my
long legs and one of Mary’s short ones?”

She fell asleep wondering what a whelk was, and thinking that his

joke about the boy’s legs wasn’t very funny, but what could you expect

from a man holding his first-born child in his arms, with beads of perspira-

tion standing out on his forehead?

Elizabeth and Frances took turns caring for her, and when it was not

convenient for them to leave their own children Mrs. Bledsoe came in to

bathe her and the baby. Eliza Francis visited each afternoon, proud of the

thirtieth child for whom her matchmaking was responsible. Her friends

came bearing gifts; the room was filled with flowers, candy, fruits, maga-
zines, clothing for the baby. A packet of French books arrived from Paris,



ordered by Betsy months in advance. Wheri the boy was three days

old, Mary asked: .

‘Would you like to name your first son Thomas, alter your father?’'

“Nor
“Then we’ll name him Robert, after mine,”

“Look, Mary, I promised Speed ... my first son named Joshua . . .

after him.”

“Joshua, indeed! Let Speed sire his own sons! Now pick up Master

Robert and bring him here; it's time for his dinner.”

She was sitting in a chair between the two windows, catching what

breeze might come up, when the bell began to toll overhead, announcing

the arrival of the Alton stage.' Next she heard footsteps in their end of

the ell; she rose to her feet . , . her father stood in the doorway, his hair

whiter than she had remembered it, his rounded chin set in the flaring

white collar, his face wreathed in an enormous smile; and she was in his

arms.

“Why didn’t you write to tell me you were coming?”

“I used the time to pack instead; caught the very next cars to Frankfort.”

His voice was muted still, but it was the sweetest possible music after

four years of separation. “Can I see the boy? Does he favor the Todds

or the Lincolns?”

“Right now he doesn’t seem to favor much except his meals. We’ve

named him after you,’’ She took the baby out of his trundle. “After

raising fourteen children, I assume you know how to hold him?”

It was a considerable time before Robert Todd put the baby down

and asked about his other three daughters and Mr. Lincoln,

“I do hope you will like him , . . though I chose your exact opposite.

Odd, isn’t it?”

“Remembering the young men of the Bluegrass you declined to fall in

love with, he must be very special.”

“If by special you mean unique, he’s that, all right.” Her laugh was a

little uncertain after the scene with Ann. “S-wi generis, I believe the Latins

call it?”

Abraham chose that moment to come striding into the room, his coat

over his arm, his boots covered with a layer of dust which had sifted up-

ward onto his wrinkled pants, his shirt soaked through with perspiration,

his hair standing seven ways to Sunday.

“Behold, the bridegroom conieth,” she murmured as the two men stared

at each other with something between consternation and disbelief.

“Father, this demon handball player is your new son-in-law. Now
wouldn’t you think he’d have more sense than to spend hours hitting a

small bail against the side of a building in this intense heat?”

From his coat pocket Abraham drew a ball made of the ravelings of old



stockings and covered with buckskin, gazing at it ruefully as he said:

'‘I wouldn't mind the heat so much if only I could win a game occa-

sionally. By now I must have l(Kt enough dimes to send little Robert to

college. Guess I wasn't cut out to be an athlete."

She said banteringly, ''Seems I’ve heard you brag on how you whopped

the bullies from Clary’s Grove. How do you explain your becoming a

champion wrestler?”

Abraham grinned. “That reminds me of a fellow who had better luck

in getting prairie chickens than anyone in the neighborhood. He had a

rusty old gun, and no trained hunting dog, but he always brought home

all the chickens he could carry. 'How is it, Jake,’ inquired a friend who

often came home empty-handed, 'that you never come home without a

lot of birds?’ Jake put his mouth close to the ear of his questioner and said

in a whisper: ‘All you got to do is jes’ hide in a fence corner and make

a noise like a turnip. That’ll bring the chickens every time.’
”

The two men laughed heartily, then shook hands. Mary was happy at

having cued her husband into a story that was germane and funny.

The next evening Dr. John Todd had a family dinner in honor of

his brother. It was Mary’s first time out; she found herself filled with ex-

citement at the prospect of getting into a tight bodice again. She wanted

to be particularly beautiful, wearing a blue bishop lawn gown with skirts

flounced over several starched and ruffled petticoats in taglioni fashion.

She wore her pearls braided through her hair. Her eyes were sparkling,

there was high color in her cheeks. Abraham offered to carry her down the

flight of steps, but she only wanted his arm for support.

She and Robert Todd shared the limelight; her father had not seen

his brother or cousins for some fifteen years. They were having a happy

time when Ann seized a moment of silence to comment:

“Isn’t it wonderful that Mary had a baby? Otherwise Father might

never have seen Springfield.”

ITiere was a flat silence; no one could have pinned Ann’s words to the

implication in her tone: that Elizabeth and Frances had had children and

Robert Todd had not bothered to come; but her triumph was short-lived;

Robert Todd took from his pocket three official-looking documents which

he handed to his three married daughters. When Mary opened hers she

saw that she was now the owner of eighty acres of wooded land only three

miles southwest of Springfield. Each eighty-acre piece was worth about a

thousand dollars.

The next evening after supper at the Globe Mary sat quietly listening

to her husband and father discuss the coming presidential race, whether

the United States would go to war with Mexico over Texas or with Eng-

land over Oregon. Then she saw two spots of color grow on her father’s

forehead while he stumbled around for a suitable opening.



“1 didn’t give you a wedding present as 1 did Elizabeth and Frances

when they married. Abraham, would you mind if I sent Mary a draft

each month . . . oh, say for ten dollars? . . . to buy a few pretty and

foolish things that give young women so much pleasure?” He rushed on,

fearful lest Abraham stop him, “Fm afraid I rather spoiled her . . . with

lovely clothes and jewels and spending money . . . because she loved

me . .

Mary had been watching her husband's skin grow dark, his lips purse

out displeasedly. She had not told her father anything about Abraham’s

debts or their economical living, and so she felt blameless in the matter.

Abraham saw this in her face; the tautness went out of his cheek

muscles and he smiled at the two Todds across the table from him.

5

AFTER the first week in September Abraham rode circuit to

Tremont, Hanover, Bloomington, Clinton and Urbana; he was never

gone more than several days at a time, coming in on horseback to spend a

day or two with her and the baby. But by the time the child was two

months old he stopped taking his milk, began losing weight and cried so

much that the gue.sts on the upper floor complained, Mary summoned Dr.

Wallace.

“This boy simply isn’t getting his rest, Mary. That’s why he won't eat.

What’s keeping him awake?”

‘That confounded bell. It rings until midnight and then again at four

in the morning ... I thought he’d get used to it .. . though the Lord

knows I never did.”

“Why not pack a few things and stay with us until Abraham returns?”

“Thank you, William dear, but I must find a place to live.”

She started on the task that very day, leaving Robert in charge of Mrs,

Bledsoe. Mr, Britton, the real estate man on the square, had two homes

to show her, one a red brick, large and expensive, the other a three-room

cottage with a shed kitchen and an open hearth for cooking. And that,

Mr. Britton explained dolefully, was all there was for rent in Springfield.

Now if Mrs. Lincoln would like to buy . . . ?

We’re going to have to buy, she reasoned on her way home. I’ll sell the

eighty acres Father just gave me. Abraham won't like it . . . we’ll quarrel

as we did over the Houghan house , . . but mustn’t our baby’s health

come first . . . ?

Her breath came short, a hollow formed in her throat. She knew she



would not risk a keack with her-hushand. Their happiness together was

the most important part of her life. If Robert didn’t pick up in the next

day or two she would accept William’s invitation, stay with the Wallaces

while Abraham was out on circuit, return to the hotel when he came

back. They had been married almost a year now; she had watched her

words and acts with scrupulous care to make sure she never caused him

anxiety; anxiety could lead to the hypo, the sole threat to their happiness.

The following afternoon she noticed a farm wagon drawn up in front

of a small cottage on Fourth Street, in the middle of the block between

Adams and Monroe, and a family carrying its personal possessions out of

the house. She learned from the woman of the family that the house had

been sold, furnished, to Seth Tinsley. Mary went inside; there was a

parlor into which one stepped from the street, behind that a kitchen with

a small Empire stove; on the other side two bedrooms, the front one

furnished with a plain four-poster and a wooden table, the smaller bed-

room behind it empty and unpainted.

She walked quickly to Tinsley’s store, which sold raisins and molasses

in addition to wallpaper and fancy silks twelve days from Philadelphia.

Seth Tinsley was the tovm’s banker as well as merchant. Mary breathlessly

explained her errand.

‘Well, Mrs, Lincoln, I was intending to sell . . . but if it's that

important to you ...”

“Oh, Mr. Tinsley, it is. I’ll undertake to improve the place . . . how
much would you charge for the rent{>”

Tinsley computed figures in his head, said, “Furnished, five dollars

a month.”

The hours passed slowly; she was in a fever of expectancy; yet when
Abraham returned from Urhana she restrained herself until he had en-

joyed a soak in the bathing room. Then she told him in one long breath,

the welfare of the child intermingled with praise of the little house, and

the fact that it would not be expensive . . .

Abraham took her in his arms and kissed her eager mouth.

“That’s quite an appeal to the jury, lawyer Todd. We’ll move first thing

in the morning.”

“Thanh you, Judge,” she whispered.

She sewed scarlet and yellow loose-woven worsted curtains and bed-

cover for their bedroom. She hung their paintings in the parlor, put the

well-filled bookcase against the wall, arranged her desk, Abraham’s work-

table and lamps and the place was theirs. The baby slept long, ate well,

gained weight; his eyes at four months still were not focusing, the left

eye had a tendency to turn inward while he watched the movements of

his hands, but Elizabeth assured her that this would pass. Though she



found iierself none too expert at handling the Empire stove, her years of

assisting Elizabeth in the Edwards kitchen were a help in struggling

through the first few days of strangely scorching pots, huming bread and

underdone meat. For once she was grateful that Abraham was not finicky

about his food. At the end of a day of cooking, sewing, cleaning, dish-

washing and caring for the baby she was tired; it was just as well that she

was content to read for an hour before the fir«nd go to bed; for Spring-

field adjudged this kind of housewifery in what amounted to little more

than a cabin as a social comedown. They were dropped as completely

as though they had migrated to Oregon.

She was not offended; when she was ready for society, she would be

society,

Robert was growing robust; however her uneasiness grew as she found

that at six months he still could not focus on a toy held in his hand. One
afternoon she picked him up to feed him and saw that his left eye was

stuck in the very corner of the eye socket. Her heart racing with appre-

hension, she placed him on the bed, got a ball of red yam and followed

the movements of his eyes as she waved the yam from side to side: the

left eye could get no farther than the middle of the socket.

A chill came over her. She dressed Robert as quickly as she could,

wrapped him in a blanket, and with the baby pressed securely on her

shoulder walked rapidly to the Wallace and Differ drugstore.

Wallace and Differ had a newly installed soda fountain at one side of

the store, at the other white jars containing sarsaparilla root, powdered

rhubarb, English calomel, asafoetida, morphia, Swame’s panacea. In the

center of the store was a square black stove, around it half a dozen cane-

bottomed chairs for the men who came in at early candlelight to swap

yarns and argue politics, Abraham among them.

Dr. Wallace looked up from his desk at the back of the store, surprised

to see her with the child on her shoulder. She set the boy down on the

doctor’s desk.

‘William, I must have the truth: there’s something wrong with Bobby’s

eyes, isn’t there?”

“Well . . . one of the muscles . . . is in imbalance.”

“You mean crossed?”

. . it gives that effect.”

Her heart plunged through her innards. “Oh, William, will it never

come right?”

“It’s one of those little impMections, Mary; we don’t know how they

happen, but it’s something you must face and live with,”

"You mean Bobby’s eye will be . . she struggled for words, “.
. . like

Abraham’s when he is under pressure ... with headaches . . .
?”

“No, no,” he interrupted, The Boy will get used to irsing the one good



eye, and it will be strong. Abraham's eyes sometimes cross vertically; it's

the changing focus when he is under strain that brings on his headaches."

She sank into a chair, covered her face with her hands and wept un-

restrainedly. William stood above her, spoke quietly:

“Mary, you mustn't. Remember, you too must avoid undue strain.”

The Reverend Dresser, who had performed their marriage ceremony

and baptized Robert, invited them to Sunday dinner. It was a raw, rainy

afternoon, but they were comfortable in the clergyman's book-lined study,

discussing Abraham's deism while the minister tried to convert him to the

Episcopal Church. Mary attended services every Sunday morning, sitting

with the Edwardses in their pew; unbelmown to her husband she had

paid the full membership for the year.

Abraham was much taken with the Reverend Dresser's house, showing

Mary the solidity of the hand-hewn oak construction, the wooden pegs,

walnut clapboarding, and shingles. As they walked home, stopping to pick

up the baby at Frances’s, he asked enthusiastically:

“Don't you think that's a well-built house, Molly? It'll stand for a

hundred years.”

She had not liked the house, it had seemed narrow, the rooms small

and dark, with a cubiclelike effect, but she saw no reason to criticize

Abraham's taste. She replied, “Most comfortable.”

As she w^atched her husband move about his own four simple rooms

she saw that he too was pleased to be a householder, though he urged

her not to spend any more money than she had to. When he rode circuit

he spent no penny other than his hotel bill and the keep of his horse;

he had no personal indulgences.

Shortly after the New Year she heard him come into their bedroom

and stand behind her dressing table. She turned. There was an expression

on his face she had never seen there before; his eyes were luminous, his

lips parted in a warm smile. He put his arms down over her shoulders,

crossed them on her bosom and laid his cheek on hers. She turned her face

slighdy so that her lips were on his.

“I bought us a home, Molly. Been dickering . . . and hoping. Just

landed it today, with our names on the contract.”

“You bought us . . , but what house . . . where?”

“The Reverend Dresser s. Always loved it. Remember I asked if you
liked it too, and you said you did?”

Her thoughts were reeling: the Dresser house . . . hut I don't like it.

It's cramped and graceless . . . what have I done, indulged in a politeness

. . . and acquired a home?

“It must have cost Reverend Dresser the full fifteen hundred to build,”

he went on enthusiastically. “I'm to pay seven hundred fifty in cash, plus

that lot we own with Logan, it's valued at three hundred . .
.”



He lifted her out of the chair^ held her lightly,

“I have been saving that money since the day of our marriage for this

one purpose: to buy you the home you so ardently want. That’s why I

didn't want you entertaining or buying things for this cottage. I even

stopped playing handball for ten cents a game . .

Tears came into her eyes. How unfair she had been, how ungenerous;

all the time he had been thinldng only of her. What was it that other

Mary had said? “He is deficient in those little links that make up the

chain of a woman’s happiness.” But then he had not loved that first

Mary; he loved her, and as long as she lived she must never doubt that

love.

How could she tell him that she did not like the Dresser house? What
a poor reward that would be for his devotion! She would move in and be

happy there; it was a beginning.

6

OF a Sunday afternoon she and Abraham walked to the south-

east end of town to their new home. From the front door, which stood

three steps above the street, she could see across the open fields to the

state house, A servant answered their knock, admitting them to a dark

hallway little more than six feet wide and holding a narrow flight of

stairs. She turned to her right into the Reverend Dresser’s library, which

she decided would be the family’s sitting room; it was a good-sized room,

sixteen by twenty, with a fireplace and four ample windows, two facing

Jackson Street, two facing Eighth, Here she would put informal furni-

ture, a comfortable sofa, rockers, their books, desks, the round table in

the center for newspapers and magazines. The room opposite which was

the same size and shape would be their formal front parlor, carpeted from

wall to wall, with heavy draperies, their paintings, ohjets d’art on the black

mantelpiece, black sofas, a number of fiddleback cbairs.

She explored further: behind the parlor was a bedroom, not large

enough for the nine-foot bed she had promised Abraham, but sufficient for

a four-poster and a trundle for Robert. The dining room was at the rear

of the hallway, behind half of the sitting room; the unbuilt south half wa,s

an open but roofed porch. Behind the dining room was a kitchen with

porch and storage space to one side. Of the two rooms upstairs, in which

Abraham could stand upright only at the center V of the roof, one would

be her sewing room, the other his resting room.

At the beginning of May the Lincolns moved in. The house was



entirely paid for when they took possession. Before they could get settled

politics took over; Abraham had been named as a presidential elector,

Henry Clay nominated for president by the Whigs, and an obscure Ten-

nessee congressman by the name of James K. Polk by the Democrats.

According to plan, Edward D. Baker was nominated to succeed John J.

Hardin for Congress; Ninian was nominated to the state Senate, as was

her cousin Logan. When Joseph Smith, Prophet of the Mormons, an-

nounced himself as a candidate for the presidency, Simeon Francis became

a spearhead for the ever growing movement to eject Smith and his Mor-

mons from Illinois . . . and from the United States.

Before either the summer or the presidential race could get boiling hot,

Smith and his lieutenants burned down the building of the Nauvoo Ex-

positor, founded by disalfected Mormons, and threw the printing press into

the Mississippi River, This act, coupled with the Prophet's drive for the

presidency, so frightened Illinois that Governor Ford ordered Smith and

all Mormons responsible for the burning to surrender to the sheriff at

Carthage, about a hundred miles from Springfield. Without waiting for

the due process of law, rioting militiamen broke into the jail and shot

Joseph and his brother Hyrum Smith to death.

A pall settled over Springfield. Simeon Francis was confined to bed,

prostrate. Abraham was equally stricken, sitting in his rocker before the

open door.

‘The problem is bigger than the qualms of any one man’s conscience,”

he said grimly. “Do you remember back in 1837 the story of Elijah P.

Lovejoy, who moved into Alton to publish an abolitionist paper? His

presses were burned and destroyed twice, and when the mob saw they

couldn't stop him that way, they killed him. That killing moved me
more deeply than anything that had happened in my life.” He handed
her an old copy of the Jcmmal. “I wrote this article and delivered it as

a speech before the Young Men’s Lyceum.”

She, began to read. After an opening paragraph in which he expressed

the debt of all Americans to the founders of the country for creating a

government with a system of political institutions which assured them of

civil and religious liberty, he then asked:

Shall we expect some transatlantic military giant, to step the Ocean, and
crush us at a blow? Never! At what point then is the approach of danger

to be expected? I answer, if it ever reach us, it must spring up amongst
us. . . .If destruction be our lot, we must ourselves be its author and fin-

isher. I mean . . . the growing disposition to substitute the wild and
furious passions, in lieu of the sober judgement of Courts.

When she praised him for his cogent thinking, he said, “That’s why
I’m against any war with Mexico over Texas; it would be the same kind



of mob violence. Violence can never accomplish anything, it can only

destroy: in particular those who originate it.”

Summer brought the broiling sun and the acceleration of the presi-

dential race. Each day at early candlelight she arranged for someone to

come and stay with Robert while she went down to the Log Cabin in the

square to hear Abraham and his fellow Whigs mahe speeches about in-

ternal improvements, the tariff and the hank question. She often had

wanted to accompany him when he went stumping the state, and now
she got her wish, a week-long trip to Vandalia for a giant rally.

They set out on a Monday morning in a big carriage which they shared

with the Logans. There were several hundred in the Springfield delega-

tion, led by the town band and carrying their own glee dub, the ladies in

white lawn dresses with gay sashes, and leghorn hats. At Hillsboro they

were met by the local band and escorted to a grove of maples for a barbe-

cue; after an evening rally at the courthouse, Mary and Abraham were

put up by a local Whig family, and in the morning the procession started

out again, reaching Vandalia in the afternoon.

Abraham proudly presented her to families from all over the state. Six

thousand Whigs had assembled, a thousand of them women. Mary led

a parade through town, served beef and pork at the barbecue, listened

to tons* of speeches in tents and under the trees in the square. She was

filled with gay, warm humor; she liked everyone, the women she met liked

her. The men found that she was well versed in political issues, her long-

time friendship with Henry Clay brought requests to speak about him.

She enjoyed her role as one of the leaders of Whig society and decided

that when they returned to Springfield she would consolidate her position

by giving a series of intimate dinners.

Two weeks later Edward Baker was elected to Congress, Ninian and her

cousin Logan elected to the state Senate.

That was all the Whigs did win. In the November presidential voting

the Democrats carried the nation, and Illinois as well. The race was close,

but Mary recalled Simeon’s bitter line; “That’s why I hate politics; loser

takes nothing.” She became anxious: with a Democratic regime in Wash-

ington, would there be enough strength left in Sangamon County and the

Seventh District to elect Abraham to Congress when it came his turn

two years hence? She could not utter this concern out loud, or she would

be accused of dwelling on personal ambition. But weren't all wives am-

bitious for their husbands? It was not a mere matter of personal gain,

of rising in the world; it was something more: fulfillment for a man. What

was wrong in believing that one’s husband had outstanding talents? Or

that they should he utilized? Her ambition for Abraham was no greater

than his ambition for himself.

But was ambition enough? Was. talent enough? They belonged to the



minority party in Illinois, with not nearly enough jobs or offices to go

around. Might they not spend their whole lives laboring for their cause

and never taste anything but the bitter rind of rejection?

It was not until after the presidential defeat that Abraham grew

genuinely restive with his partnership. Mary did her best to keep him

content, "for the firm of Logan and Lincoln had become one of the most

respected in Illinois, Toward the end of the year she found an appropriate

moment to ask;

“Surely now isn’t the time to break up a successful concern, while we’ve

every expectation of going to Washington? You’ll want Cousin Logan to

canry on the work and keep our income up. When he follows you for his

term in Congress you’ll run the office as you see fit.”

He agreed not to make any sudden decision.

The next development left her gasping. She had bundled up in her

brown merino cloak and walked over to visit with Elizabeth, only to find

her sister tight-lipped.

“It isn’t true, is it, Mary, that Abraham has broken with Cousin Logan

and taken William Herndon in as his partner?”

“No, Elizabeth, of course not. Herndon is just a student in Abraham’s

office.”

“Ninian says he got his license last week,”

Mary felt her insides tremble; she returned home and sat in the sitting

room with her chair turned to the window, too upset to think of cooking

dinner. At length she saw him come across the fields from the square,

walking with a stoop and carrying one hand behind him, a little pigeon-

toed, setting his whole foot flat on the ground and lifting it up all at once.

She sat motionless until he had hung his hat and coat on the rack in the

hall and came into the room.

“Is it true about your partnership, Abraham?” she asked.

“Your cousin Logan wants his son David in the firm. He thought there

wasn’t enough for the three of us. I needed a new partner . .

“.
. . so you picked the last man in Springfield ... in all Illinois, who

could possibly have anything to offer youl”

“That’s not so; Billy has a great deal to offer me.”

“What, for example?” Her voice was rising. She made no attempt to

control it. “What prestige has he, what position in the legal profession,

what place in Springfield society?”

“Billy is a real workey and will make a good lawyer. He’s agreed to keep

the books, write the routine papers, release me from the drudgery , .
.”

“With all of the well-trained lawyers in the state, men with good

practices who would have been eager to come in with you, why you should

have deliberately insisted upon cutting your own stature . ,



“My stature, such as it may be, comes out of myself, and will be de-

termined by how I practice the law; it will not come from my partner.” His

voice too vi>'as growing edgy. “IVe had eight years of being a junior partner,

of being taught and directed; I’m getting too old for that land of thing.

From now on I’m going to be the senior partner. Billy is just the kind

of junior partner I want.”

She knew she should not persist, that his mind was made up, but she

could not control her indignation.

“Out of what kind of perversity can you want him? Only a month ago

he was in a public brawl and hauled off to jail for the night. He moves

in one of the lowest strata of Springfield society; our two families can

never become intimate.”

“Why, Mary? I come from a much humbler background. If I’m good

enough to have married into Bluegrass royalty, why aren’t Billy and his

wife good enough for us?”

To this crushing indictment she could only answer, “You think I’m a

snob. But it isn’t that. I think your position will he damaged. , . Her

voice when she continued was a wail, and not a rebuke. “Wliy did you

take him, Abraham, when you could have had the best?”

'Why did you take me, Mary, when you could have had the best?”

“You were the best.”

“So is Billy. Give him a chance.”

There was .such affection in his voice when he used the word “Billy”

that suddenly she realized her husband’s actions were prompted by

friendship rather than expedience; that was why her logic had made not

the slightest impression on him. “Molly” and “Billy” were the only pet

names he used; all other men in Springfield he addressed by their family

names, even as he had his partners Stuart and Logan. She resented pro-

foundly being coupled in Abraham’s feelings with this gauche young man;

yet apparently the friendship was of importance to her husband.

She continued in a quieter tone: “Certainly you are not going to offer

him a third?”

“I’ve already offered him half.”

“Half! But for what?”

“If I put Billy on the short end he would soon come to resent the ar-

rangement, just as I did. What I don't like for myself I can’t impose on any

other man.”

She stretched her hands in front of her, palms outward as though to

close him out of her sight, then pulled them slowly toward her with

clenched fists.

. , half your income . . . after all your years of work and preparation

. . , and for a drunken partner . .

The air of the sitting room was flagellated.



“You must let me choose my law partner, Mary; that is the one part

of my life in which you cannot intrude. Marriage doesn't give you the

right."

“Apparently not," she commented acidly. “I am to be permitted to be

ambitious for you, to give my help and counsel in certain fields, and be

ignored in others. Just how do I determine the boundaries of where I

belong in your life?"

He winced.

“You're being cruel, Mary. You are my full and equal partner in

everything; I respect your judgment, I seek it and listen to it at all times.

But this is one thing in which you must abide with me. ...”

They sat in silence, then Abraham went into the hall, put on his hat

and coat and returned to town.

This was their first serious quarrel; it took her a long time to regain

control of herself. Only then did she remember that he had gone back

to the office without his dinner; and she felt ashamed. No matter how
mad you got at your husband, he still had to eat.

7

IT was the mildest winter since she had moved to Springfield; the

days were as warm as fine April weather. When the legislature convened,

Elizabeth and Ninian officially opened the Springfield social season with

the biggest dinner and ball yet seen in the capital. Mary was grateful for

this party, for it enabled her to renew many important friendships that

had lapsed. There were raised eyebrows when the Lincoln-Herndon

partnership was announced, but Abraham still carried on many cases

with her cousin Logan, and when he went out on circuit he did not ride

as Lincoln and Herndon, but had partners in each county capital, usually

the best laviyers there, and so it appeared that neither his stature nor his

income was hurt. Abraham was more comfortable as a senior partner;

Herndon took a great deal of detail work off his hands, leaving him more

time for reading and writing.

On the first Monday evening that the legislature met, Abraham fidgeted

in his chair, turning the pages of the newspaper much too fast to be read-

ing them.

“You must he wanting to go somewhere," she said; “I never saw anyone's

derriire hate a chair as much as yours does at the moment."
“Well, you see, Molly ... the Lobby is having its first meeting tonight

. . . and my old earbones ache for a bout of loud laughter."



“Then for heaven's sake be gone; you're no good to me in this con-

dition."

As he bounded down the front steps she smiled to herself, thinking

that she really had. no complaint about him: he chopped an ample supply

of firewood each day for the stoves and fireplaces, milked their cow and

groomed their horse, kept the stable clean and the back yard in order,

arranged to have walks put in, the well dug deeper, the fence repaired.

For that matter she was proud of herself as a housewife: her storeroom

was filled with barrels of flour, pickles, condiments, hams, sacks of rice

and raisins and prunes. She was not the best cook in the world, but she

was learning how to roast coffee until it was only slightly red, thus getting

the most value and flavor for her money; how to make the best cheese by
straining it into a cheese tub immediately after the cow was milked;

and her family had been eating fresh peaches all winter because last

summer she had learned how to cover the ripe peaches with a paste

made of gum arabic, and then two coats of varnish. Now when they

wanted a fresh peach they simply took the coating off as though it were

the shell of a hard-boiled egg.

The house did not lend itself to an elegance of entertaining, the hall

and dining room were small and dark, there was no openness or flow be-

tween the rooms; but she substituted her Bluegrass graciousness and skill

as a hostess, welcoming each guest in the foyer with a warm clasp of the

hand, a light kiss on the cheek, an interested question.

In spite of her many duties at home, for she only occasionally had an

Irish girl in to help, she became one of the leaders of the Episcopal Sewing

Society. Several afternoons a week a large farm wagon drew up in front

of the Lincoln home and when Mary came out with her big sewing basket

she would find Mercy Gonkling and half a dozen other of the club

members in the midst of the huge mound of hay. After she got in, the

wagon went on to the next house to pick up another member, until the

church ladies were stacked in the hay as close as crockery ware.

It was a Thursday, July 3, when she became aware that she was again

pregnant; the date was etched on her mind because she told Abraham that

night and they talked of their hope for a daughter, in fact talked so long

in the friendly intimacy of their bed that they heard the church bells toll

curfew before they fell asleep. It seemed to her only minutes later when

she was awakened by the firing of thirteen guns. Abraham's eyes popped

open at the same moment.

“All this celebration just because I'm going to have another child? How
did the militia find out so quick?"

He chuckled sleepily. “That's partly in your honor, Molly; the rest of

it is to awaken Springfield to its Fourth of July celebration. All of which

reminds me that I have to deliver an oration at the state house."



Just before two o'clock tbe Lincolns walked to the square. The state

house grounds were still unfenced and fdled with stones which were being

dressed for the porticoes; hundreds of farm wagons and teams hitched up

to the stones,

Mary listened to Mayor James ConWing’s flattering introduction, and

Abraham's “Mr. Cheerman.” He then launched into a two-hour speech

in which he dwelt upon the forces in American life which created unity,

carefully staying away from those issues which were in process of dividing

the nation: slavery; war with Mexico over the annexation of Texas and

California; war with Great Britain over the Oregon boundary. But his

caution served little purpose, for her cousin John J. Hardin let it be known

that he was once again on the track for the Whig nomination to Congress.

Abraham rode his horse to Jacksonville to visit with Hardin, returning the

next day not at all pleased.

“Your good cousin is none too fond of me," he said ruefully; “he re-

pudiates any arrangement made for succession to Congress. He has al-

ready started his campaign."

Mary looked crestfallen.

“I worked for three years to establish the principle of rotation in

office," he continued, rubbing the stubble on his chin. “Idowevcr Hardin

has a lot of friends; if he takes the nomination this time he's going to stay

in Congress. That will be the end of the Honorable A. Lincoln."

To complicate things further, her cousin Stephen Logan chose this

moment to inform the Lincolns that he too wished to get the nomination

for Congress right now. She and Abraham spent their evenings writing

dozens of letters to the Whig delegates stating Abraham’s views,

“It shouldn’t take very much more effort to get nominated for the

presidency," she commented dryly.

Stephen Logan, after considerable persuasion, agreed to propose Abra-

ham’s name for the nomination at the next Whig convention providing

Abraham would not attempt to succeed himself. There remained only

her cousin John J, to mollify.

She waited until he came to Springfield on a legal matter and had her-

self invited to her cousin Stuart’s home where he was staying. Hardin was

successful, wealthy, the commanding general of the state militia, still the

handsomest of all her cousins, vrith a mass of jet-hlack hair just beginning

to turn gray at the temples, large and strong black eyes, a Roman nose and

firm mouth and chin. Stuart tactfully gave them the parlor for tlieir tete-

a-t^te.

"Cousin John J.," she began, “Abraham waited patiently while you
and Baker had your Congressional terms, and now he believes that it is

histum.”

“Mary, I’ve always liked you, and I don’t want this dis}>ute to cause



hard feelings. There is nothing personal in my refusal to step out of the

way for your husband, hut simply my conviction that this is an idiotic

method of having representation in Congress. No one man stays there

long enough to find out what it’s all about, nor yet to gain enough seniority

to be put on important committees. How is any one of us to get himself

known among his fellow members, and hence have any voice or influence'?

A freshman congressman can accomplish nothing, and by this rotation

method we are going to have nothing but freshman congressmen until

doomsday.”

T don’t dispute your logic,” she said softly, ‘hut belonging as we do to

a minority party in Illinois, there is nothing available to us except this one

Congressional seat in the Seventh District. That forces us into the position

of sharing it among our best men ”

“Mary, your husband is trying to interfere with the right of the people

to select their candidate
”

She put her hands up on his broad shoulders and pleaded: “Oh, Cousin,

we’ve waited so long. Please do let us have our chance.”

Abraham returned early in December to attend the opening of the

Supreme Court, She did not tell him of her conversation with Hardin.

He was convinced that John J. would make a fight of it on the convention

floor.

Throughout the controversy she had tried to heed Dr. Wallace’s warn-

ing, worrying herself as little as possible over the outcome. One other

concern she had been less able to crowd out of her mind: the fear that

her second child too would he bom with crossed eyes.

She was pleased when Abraham agreed to let her celebrate the holiday

season with a New Year’s party; the activity would keep her mind occu-

pied. She sent out word that all friends would be w'elcome at open house,

then ordered from Mr. Watson two great pyramids of brown sticky maca-

roons covered with a web of spun sugar, one for each end of her buffet

table; in the center she put a bowl of oranges with their skins cut in fancy

shapes, flanked by silver trays of raisins, almonds and white grapes; as a

special treat she made a pink and white calf’s-foot jelly; and at the last

moment, w'hen Abraham was not looking, spiked the eggnog with Ken-

tucky bourbon.

Mary was considerably less surprised than Abraham when in mid-

February John J. Hardin reluctantly withdrew from the congressional

contest, leaving the nomination to Abraham.

In the second week of March in her own home and her own bed, her

second son, Edward, was born; the disappointment over not having had a

daughter vanished when she became convinced that this little fellow’s eyes

were normal. The bedroom became a nursery, with the tiny washtub
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before the fire, the wooden rack for warming his clothes also by the hre,

the cradle on her side of the bed, set on : high legs so that she could put

her arm out in half sleep and rock him if he whimpered during the night.

Robert was given one of the upstairs rooms as a bedroom.

On May ii, ten days after he was officially nominated, and four

day.s after Simeon Francis set upon the masthead of the Sangamo Journal:

ABRAHAM LINCOLN FOR CONGRESS

the United States declared war on Mexico. Illinois went war-mad; there

were mass meetings for volunteers, patriotic speeches, parades, all-day sew-

ing bees. John J. Hardin was appointed by Governor Ford to command

the First Illinois Regiment; James Shields resigned as commissioner of

the Land Office to become a brigadier general of Illinois volunteers, their

friend Edward Baker left Congress to raise and lead the Fourth Illinois

Regiment; even Stephen Douglas tried to resign to enter the army. But

Mary saw no such signs in her husband; he disapproved of Simeon

Francis’s editorials in the Journal crying up the war, and he feared that

President Polk’s dispatching of General Taylor to the Rio Grande had

helped precipitate the war.

"I take it you are not rushing out to form a Fifth Illinois Regiment?”

she asked tentatively.

went to the Black Hawk War to chase Indians , . . but I'm much
older now. I don’t like war. I don’t understand it. It kills my soul to. think

of how many of those fine. Springfield boys will never be coming back.

Our government’s attitude reminds me of the Illinois farmer who said, ‘I

ain’t greedy about land, I only want what jines mine.’
”

The Democrats nominated Peter Cartwright, circuit-riding Methodist

clergyman, one of the candidates who had defeated Abraham in his first

contest for the state legislature back in 1832, to defeat Mr, Lincoln all over

again. Cartwright was the most magnetic and indefatigable preacher in

^'Illinois, traveling thousands of miles each year to hold revival and camp

meetings. He wore his thick hair thatched like the roof of a peasant cottage,

his enormous mouth when in action stretched from one jawbone to the

"...other,

When Abraham heard of Cartwright’s nomination he exclaimed, “This

isn’t going to be a political campaign; we don’t differ on anything except

the tariff. If I know Peter Cartwright, it’s going to he a religious revival.

I think rii just try to shake hands with everybody in the district.”

One warm Sunday at the beginning of July they went to hear Cart-

wright conduct his major Springfield meeting. They found seats on the

far side in the last row. The Reverend Cartwright preaclred a hell-fire

and damnation sermon against sinners;



"I don't see why he should he looking for sinners here/' Abraham
whispered, "these are all his fellow Democrats.”

At this moment Cartwright spotted the Lincolns. He gazed at Abraham

for a moment, then held out his arms and exhorted, "All who desire

to lead a new life, to give their hearts to God and to go to heaven, wll

stand.” A few stood. "All who do not wish to go to hell will stand.” The
rest of the audience rose. Mary sank as low as she could in her seat while

the crowd turned to stare. The mellifluous voice of the Reverend Cart-

wright declaimed:

"I observe that many responded to the first invitation to give their

hearts to God and go to heaven. I further observed that all save one in-

dicated that he did not desire to go to hell. May I inquire of you, Mr.

Lincoln, where you are going?”

Abraham rose slowly and said in his nasal Kentucky drawl:

"I am going to Congress.”

There was a moment of stunned silence, then the audience broke

into uproarious laughter. Abraham took Mary's arm and led her out

of the tent-tabemacle. She was chuckling to herself, but he was not

amused.

"I think it is bad taste on his part,” he said, "to convert a political rally

into a religious one.”

Mary linked her arm intimately through her husband's, said; "But

that little joke of yours is going to do more than any hundred stump

speeches to prove to the people idiat the Reverend Cartwright should be

left at home to practice religion, while you should be sent to Washington

to practice politics.”

She was right; within two days the story had traveled the length of the

district; the people were laughing at the way Lincoln had turned the

tables on Cartwright, The clergyman retaliated with a public statement

that Abraham Lincoln was an infidel, and hence had no right to represent

Christians in Congress.

The humor of the situation drained off. For several days Mary watched

Abraham write ideas on small slips of paper and put them in his hat; then

when he was ready he sat at his desk with the scraps of paper in front of

him and wrote trial drafts until he had a short statement that satisfied him.

Fie took it down to the Journal to have it printed and distributed through-

out the Seventh District:

Fellow Citizens:

A charge having got into circulation . , . that I am an open scoffer at

Christianity, I have concluded to notice the subject in this form. That I am
not a member of any Christian Church, is tme; but I have never denied

the truth of the Scriptures; and I have never spoken with intentional disre-

spect of religion in general, or of any denomination of Christians in par-

'



ticular. ... I still do not think any man has the right thus to insult the

feelings of the community in which he may live. ...

Whether it was the penetrating power of the joke, the reverberations of

tlte Reverend Cartwright’s bad political manners, or merely that the dis-

trict was predomiirantly Whig, Mary was not able to ascertain, but Abra-

ham secured fifty-six per cent of the total vote.

“I don’t know why, but being elected to Congress doesn’t please me as

much as I had expected it would,” he said morosely that night as he wan-

dered into the sitting room from a pacing tour of the house.

'That’s a normal letdown, Honorable A. Lincoln,” she replied, ma-

ternally, “like after childbirth. Wait until you arc u]> and on your feet

again, you’ll be happy about it.”

8

STEPHEN DOUCTAS, re-dccted to Itis tbird ua-m in Congress,

came to the house to pump their arms vigorously,

“Congratulations, tan<! Ics eleux, as Mary tauglii mt’ to sjiy. 1 wouldn’t

want to put it in the Register that I was bapjiy over your victory, but then

I’ve always said that of all the damned Whigs around Springfield Abraham

Lincoln was the honestest."

Abraham laughed. Mary said, '’It took us an atvI'iiHy long time to catch

up with you, Steve, but were ghad youVe gtdng to be in Washington

when we get there.”

“Lincoln, I gather you're faintheartcrl about the war in Me.'cicoi* That’s

no way to become a national hero; a patriot niul moralist never slept com-

fortably in the same bed."

Abraham shrugged. 'IVe never yet foimrl a bed that my Icet didn’t

stick out of.”

Over a glass of ginger beer and some sweet cakes Mary had baked that

morning, Douglas told of his plan to move permanently to Chicago, of

having bought property in the new lake-front town. I le also confided that

he had fallen in love with the daughter of si North Csuolinsi planter, and

hoped to be married the following spring,

But when the Illinois legislature met next they naiaetl Congressman

Stephen Douglas to the United Statccs Senate. Mary exclaimed, “lie told

me several ye.ars ago, 'Once I get Into the linited States Scmaie. I’ll stay

there forever.’
”

Abraham went out to the hall and took from his iiat .in invitation he

had received the day before.



“Listen to this, Mary :

“Grand fete in honor of the Honorable Stephen A. Douglas. State House.

A fine collation will be spread in the Senate Chamber. Dainty eatables,

no lack of drinkables. Grand Ball in the Chamber of the House. You and
your lady are cordially invited.”

“All we caught up with him for was four months,” she said, nettled.

“Now, Molly, Fm not running a foot race with Douglas*, there’s plenty

of room for both of us.”

“For two presidents from Illinois'?”

Abraham chuckled. “Seeing how long it took us to get elected to Con-

gress, we'll be as old as Methuselah by the time were president. Do you

keep making these comparisons between Douglas and me because you

could have married either of us and you like to see how good your judg-

ment was?”

“I could not have married Steve because he never asked me, and I

never loved him,” Her voice was astringent. “Physically and mentally

we're as alike as peas in a pod; we would have done as well marrying

our image in the mirror. So even if he were to become Emperor of China

there would be no reason to regret my choice.”

“He's not likely to become Emperor of China, but he has the road to the

Executive Mansion surveyed as neatly as the engineers put the rails be-

tween here and Jacksonville.”

She planted her feet resolutely apart.

“Would you like to bet a hailstorm on the outcome?”

She was ready to pack her things and leave for Washington then and

there, but it would be a year before Abraham was seated. She resolved to

live quietly and spend the long interval preparing for the trip and for a

visit with her family in Lexington. She spent most of her time sewing

prodigiously, building a fashionable wardrobe, stocking linens for the boys.

When Abraham demurred at buying a new suit and boots, she told him

stoutly:

“Abraham, you must! Fm not taking any poor relations home with me.”

Having re-established herself socially, she had no need to continue her

dinner parties. They both wanted to save money; Abraham to pay off the

last of his New Salem debts and leave for Washington a free man; she to

accumulate enough to rent a fine home,Jnstall a staff of servants, set her

husband against a brilliant background. She locked up her sugar bowl and

other expensive groceries because the Irish girls who came and went were

using them prodigally; when the fire died overnight on the hearth, Abra-

ham walked to a neighbor’s house with a shovel to pick up live coals in-

stead of buying expensive friction matches.

When Abraham was leaving for his office one morning she asked him
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for a little money. He told her he would send it home with his new law

student. A few minutes later there was a knock on the door; she opened it

to find a blond-haired, blue-eyed young man standing there.

'Mrs. Lincoln'? Fm Gibson Harris. Mr. Lincoln asked me to bring this

envelope to you."'

His voice was soft, his manner genteel. She invited him in. He ac-

cepted with a gracious bow, then told her that he had been studying with

Lincoln and Herndon for several weeks. Mary asked whether he found

Mr. Lincoln a good teacher. He cocked his head to one side, a bright gleam

in his eye.

“When I want training on the rules of evidence or anything else

technical, I go to Mr. Herndon. Mr. Lincoln teaches me about getting to

the point. Only this morning he told me that a tree divested of its foliage

was more interesting to him than the same tree in its full array of green.

The skeleton, he said, was then exposed to view in all its beauty of

curved line, and ugliness of knots and gnarls. It was easy then to decide

whether it was worthy of one’s admiration or not.”

That evening she asked Abraham if it would not be nice to have Mr.

Harris join them for Sunday dinner.

“By all means. It’ll be good to have a new audience to read to."

He turned a chair upside down, sat on the fioor, leaning against the

back of the chair and began reading with great relish from The Refort of

the Exploring Expedition to the Rocky Mountains and to Oregon and

North Califomia by Captain John C. Fremont, which had started a wave

of migration westward by its clear maps and brilliant descriptions of trails,

terrain and wild life across the plains and the Rockies. The previous spring

Mary had seen a party of her neighbors making up for the trip west,

headed by two families well known in Springfield, George Donner and

James Reed, with its prairie schooners, horses, mules and cows, furniture,

food stocks, guns, a group of thirty-four men, women and children.

Young Harris came to the house frequently for Sunday dinner. On two

occasions when Abraham had to he out of town and there was an interest-

ing party, he suggested that Harris be Mary’s escort. For Mary he be-

came her husband's law partoer, taking the place of the man whose name
was never mentioned in their home.

Spring came in warm and lovely, with early blossoms on the ircos

and wild flowers on the prairies; for Mary it was a pleasant spring. Dr.

Wallace had been right; what she had needed was to live without pressure,

immersed in a simple household routine. She exercised considerable self-

discipline, walked away from little worries and aggravations. It was a

period of happiness and placidity. Abraham planted fruit trees, she grew

flowers in the back yard. What she could not turn away from she tried



to bear with a minimum of emotion. One day a thunderstorm broke,

crashing about her head in continuous earth-shaking rolls that seemed

to get under her skin, then re-expiode outward through the pores of her

body. She continued with her chores as long as she could, then fled to

the bedroom, pulling the covers over her head. A few minutes later she

heard the front door slam and Abraham was by her side, clasping her in

protective arms.

'^Abraham . . , why are you home . . . in midmoming?"
“I know how much the thunder upsets you, and when I heard it getting

worse, I came running.”

z^fter the noonday dinner she heard a tremendous clatter on the stairs.

She ran into the hall just in time for Robert to land at her feet, yowling.

Looking up, she saw Abraham standing in his stockinged feet, shaking

with laughter.

"He^s been trying to fill my boots for some time now, and I guess they

finally throwed him. He isn’t hurt.”

He was tender and devoted to the children, bringing home sweets,

hauling them about in their wagon, inventing games to amuse them. He
was particularly devoted to Robert, who was bright and talkative; Abraham
called him a rare-ripe, and took pleasure in the boy's sturdy build. Her

one complaint was that he refused to discipline his sons, saying:

“There's enough unhappiness in the world; let them have happy child-

hoods.”

“But they’ll be unmanageable if they’re not controlled. We’re entitled to

happy adulthoods, aren’t we?”

He smiled at her joke. “My father held me with an iron hand. My little

codgers are going to love me even if I have to let them burn the house

down.”

But it began to need more than a father’s indulgence to bring happiness

to Robert; he grew sullen, uncommunicative, then nasty to his brother.

When Mary admonished him he started running away from home; she

would have to call at the top of her lungs from the front stoop, or go on long

searches for him. She punished him when he was found, but that only

made him run away more often. Then one afternoon he came in from

playing with the older boys of the neighborhood, buried his face in her

apron and sobbed:

. . Mama , . . why do the boys ... call me . . . cockeyes . . .
?”

Her heart was encased in pain. vShe crouched down and held him to her,

but could not answ^er.

. . why do they . . . make fun of me . . . why must my eyes . . .

be like this? Mama, can’t you fix them . . .
?”

Robert’s private hell continued, and he continued to make Edward’s life

miserable, destroying his toys, slapping him so hard that once the blood



came from the baby's nose. Abraham turned to Mary and asked sadly;

“How can one little boy he so mean?”

“He’s taking it out on the baby because Eddie doesn’t have to share his

burden,"

There was a growing unhappiness in Springfield too, for the enthusiasm

for the war was abating; many Illinois boys had died of fever at Matamoros,

James Shields was shot through the lungs at Cerro Gordo, John J. Hardin

was killed at the battle of Buena Vista, Equally heartbreaking was the

report from California that a portion of the Donner party had perished in

the snows of the high Sierras, with charges of murder and cannibalism

in the death of several of the smaller children.

Her father wrote that Cassius Clay had been captured by the Mexicans;

however he had saved the lives of an entire company of Lexington boys

and was considered a great hero. This was in contrast to the revilement

with which Lexington had surrounded him two years before when he

had begun publishing a newspaper, the True American, whose purpose

was to fight slavery from inside the slave states. Mary had seen the

announcements of the proposed paper in the Journal and had sent Cassius

Clay a subscription. She read aloud to Abraham Cassius’s first editorials,

in which they found Clay announcing himself as an “avowed and un-

compromising enemy of slavery,” but calling for “the liberation of all

slaves by legal means.”

“A brave man, your friend Clay,” commented Abraham. “I like it all

except his veiled threat that a failure to eradicate slavery will lead to

the battlefield.”

It had ended with a mob moving onto the Trrte American office and

dismantling the presses. When Abraham told the story to Gibson Harris

over the supper table one night, the law student replied;

“My father believes we’ll have to fight a civil war to keep the Union

in existence, not in his time, he says, but surely in mine. He believes that

when the war is over, slavery will be done away with and the government

preserved in even greater power.”

Mary’s hand trembled; she set down her coffee cup. War . . . between

Kentucky . . . and Illinois . . . with her sons fighting . . . and killing

, . . Betsy's sons . . . ? It was unthinkable!

"Gibson, I urge you not to repeat such things. Abraham will tell you

that that kind of talk is dangerous. . .

Abraham sat with his big head bowed, dark and brooding. When he

spoke his answer was oblique.

"Our form of government is the nearest to perfection of any I know
of in the extent to which it represents and protects the masses. The govern-

ment is the people’s; it’s in their hands to make or mar. We’ve marred it

with slavery, but to go to war because we fail to find a peaceable compro-



mise . . . That would be a cruel and tragic failure; our Union is the

bedrock of our being: destroy that and you destroy the last great hope on

earth."

On the first of July he left by stage for a four-day trip to Chicago to

attend the River and Harbor Convention.. Much as Mary wanted to see the

infant city, she declined Abraham’s invitation to go along.

“I want you to he free to make friends. It’ll be a chance for you to meet

all the big Whigs, no pun intended, so that you vtdll be knovra by the

time we reach Washington."

‘'Now, Molly, I’m only to make one short speech."

“What about those three days of storytelling?”

“Touchi! as we used to say in our French class at Mentelle’s," he re-

plied, teasing her. *T should bag a new friend or two.’’

He did better than that; a few days after he returned home, Mary
opened a copy of the New York Trihune and read in a report by Horace

Greeley, one of the most powerful newspaper editors in the country:

The Honorable Abraham Lincoln, a tall specimen of an Illinoisan, just

elected to Congress from the only Whig district in the slate, was called

out, and spoke briefly and happily in reply to Mr. Field.

"I like that word ‘happily,’ ’’ she commented. “I like it almost as much

as lucible,’
’’

“Here’s more good news, Molly: I’ve leased our house for a year to

Cornelius Ludlum, the brick contractor. I’ve agreed to take ninety dollars

instead of the hundred we spoke of, in return for the north bedroom

where we’U be able to store all our furniture. Pleased?”

Ninety dollars would cover a considerable part of the rent for the house

she envisaged for them in Washington! She reached her arms around her

husband’.s neck and kissed him.

“I’m very pleased, Mr, Lincoln.”

9

THE stagecoach left from the Globe Tavern at four in the morn-

ing, the Lincolns walking to the hotel in the dark, Abraham carrying

Robert, Edward asleep on Mary’s shoulder. She found the road to Alton

little improved since she had come over it eight years before, the season’s

first rains having turned it into a quagmire. The ninety-eight miles took

two days; on Wednesday morning they boarded a fast steamboat for St,

Louis, but after they had covered seven miles in the first hour they ran



onto a sand bar and were stuck fast, all the men being obliged to go

ashore to lighten the boat. At St. Louis they changed to a larger boat

which went down the Mississippi and there turned into the Ohio River

to Louisville, a distance of over five hundred miles. They occupied a small

mahogany-lined cabin, with trundles for the children.

As she neared Lexington on the short railroad trip from Frankfort and

began to recognize the brown hemp fields and meadows, then the forests of

hickory and maple, nostalgia seized her. Old Nelson was at the station to

meet them, dressed in his light blue coat with the long tails and silver

buttons. It was a raw blustery day; her heart was pounding so high in her

throat' that she could hardly see the familiar shops on Main Stfeet.

She went into the house first with Edward in her arms, followed by

Abraham carrying the constrained Robert. The family was standing near

the front door, first Betsy with her arms open, now with gray in her

hair and her face a little thinner but with eyes still enormously alert; next

came the children, Martha, fourteen, Emilie, eleven, Elodie, seven,

Katherine, six, in crimson merino dresses ’with white kid boots and ruffled

white muslin aprons. David, big for his fifteen years, hugged her until

she thought her ribs would crack; Samuel had ridden in from Centre

College in Danville, tall, handsome, with a set of gorgeous white teeth;

lastly there was red-haired Alexander, whom she had carried around on

her shoulder, now eight.

Next was her colored family waiting to shake hands and "make a

'miratioffl' over the babies; first Mammy Sally, bigger and more formless

than ever, but with a broad grin as Mary kissed her and put Edward in

her arms; then Chaney the cook, who exclaimed, "Miss Mary, you mean to

tell me those Irish girls up there don’t know how to make beaten biscuits?”

Abraham was in the meanwhile being introduced separately to each

member of the family; he recognized Emilie from Mary’s description, took

her from where she was hiding behind Betsy’s voluminous skirts, saying,

“So this is Little Sister.”

The door was thrown open and she was locked in her father’s arms;

this was really home-coming for her. He was wearing a suit of blue broad-

cloth, buff waistcoat and lace ruffled shirt with jeweled buttons. He had

turned out in his newest and best for her,

For dinner Chaney prepared her favorite foods, though Old Nelson’s

nose was out of joint because Abraham refused one of his mint juleps in

the tall frosted silver goblet.

Betsy had made Mary’s old bedroom available to the Lincolns. As they

were unpacking, Abraham said:

"I like this house very much; it isn’t as big and costly as I had imagined.”

Mary smiled to herself: Abraham could have no way of knowing how
expensive Betsy’s severely tailored and rigorous good taste was.



Later, while he was in bed reading the Lexington Observer, she joined

her father in the library. After a moment, of strained silence he said;

''You’re wondering where your brotha:s are, I asked them specially to

come today, but you see . . . they didn’t accommodate me. Lerd is living in

your birth house, George is staying down at Megowan s Hotel and going

to medical school. He is doing well in his studies, but he will have noth-

ing to do with Betsy and the youngsters.” He walked agitatedly to the

fireplace; when he turned to face her she saw that there were tears in his

eyes. “Mary, you’re the only connecting link between my two families, the

only one of my children who loves both sides. Promise me that you will

love your half brothers and sisters and stand by them. I have no one to

rely on but you.”

“Fve always loved these youngsters. Father, and I never think of them as

half sisters or brothers. I remember Dr. Ward once saying that I never

would be any good at fractions.”

The next morning the November sun was out warm and bright She

took Abraham for a walk along the white gravel paths, lined with rose-

bushes, then down to the bottom of the hill where they stood on the

little bridge overlooking the creek. Then she escorted him on a tour of

the town, showing him the beautiful manor houses and gardens, the paved

streets and sidewalks. Abraham was enchanted by the lawns and flowers,

the absence of pigs and garbage in the streets. Monsieur Giron had

moved away and Dr. Ward was dead, but College Lot and Transjdvania

University were unchanged.

As they came to the terrace of the Parker lawn they heard sounds of

moaning and weeping. Abraham froze in his tracks; below them across

Mechanics Alley they could see through the spiked palings into the yard

of slave pens jammed with Negroes of both sexes, some standing, some

squatting on damp brick floors. A Negro was tied by his wrists to the top

of a post in the corner of the yard. The blood left Abraham’s face,

“That’s Pullum’s slave jail,” said Mary quietly. 'Tou look as though you

were about to faint.”

Betsy gave a formal party for them, inviting their friends for buffet

supper and dancing: the WicHiffes, the Bodleys, the Trotters, the Crit-

tendens, the Stuarts, Warfields, Humphreys, Morgans, Clays, Breckin-

ridges. The years vanished for Mary as she watched the servants move

the. green velvet and gold rocking chairs into the hall, and then the carved

cherrywood sofa. The red walnut table in the dining room was pulled out

to its full length, covered with one of Betsy's finest damask cloths, her silver

candelabra and silver platters of roasted beef, hickory-smoked hams, the

chilled oysters so popular in Lexington.

There was the sound of horses on the gravel driveway, and Mary was



welcoming her old friends, dressed in their brilliant gowns and jewels, the

men in tight trousers, gaily colored vests and coats, Betsy had invited

Desmond Fleming and his green-eyed blond young wife. To Margaret

Wickliffe’s raised eyebrow, Mary giggled;

Tie's as proud and handsome as a peacock; hut what would 1 do with

a peacock?"

Her brother George arrived late, red-faced and a little drunk. Fie had

remained small of build; the speech impediment had developed into a

serious stutter. Mary tried to tell him how happy she was to see him; he

was starting to respond when a group of guests came to say hello to him.

He became brusque, went into the dining room, poured himself a long

drink of bourbon, then disappeared. Levi finally had consented to come,

bringing his wife Louisa, a plump-faced young woman who had helped

him to become a reliable manager of the family hemp factory in Sanders-

ville.

The party was a glorious success. She received invitations to a dozen

forma] dinners and balls. Her friends appeared to enjoy Abraham, though

Fleming could not resist calling her “Mrs. Congressman.”

Abraham began leaving early in the morning with her father to go down
to the courthouse and to the brick buildings of Jordan’s Row where

Lexington’s attorneys had their offices. In the afternoons she found him in

tlie little upstairs sitting room in front of the shelves of books, reading

in Elegant Extracts, One day he quoted to her from Bryant’s Thanatopsis,

the next it was Pope’s;

Know then thyself, presume not God to scan;

The proper study of mankind is man.

She rarely had seen him so happy or carefree.

One Saturday evening they went to the Market House to hear Flenry

Clay; Abraham never had heard his hero speak. Fie was ,entranced by

Clay’s resonant voice and captivating manner; be agreed when Mr. Clay

declared that “this is no war of defense, but one unnecessary and of offen-

sive aggression." The next day, Sunday, they were invited out to Ashland

for a glass of Madeira.

The following Monday was Court Day. At noon Mary and Abraham
walked up to Cheapside where she saw the familiar sight of the lawn in

front of the courthouse jammed with horses, cows and goats for sale, junk

dealers peddling secondhand plows, nostrum venders dressed in high stove-

pipe hats, green and yellow brocaded waistcoats, their long hair failing over

their velvet collars.

In a few moments the public sale of slaves began in front of the court-

house door. Abraham took her arm. They moved in closer to the slave

traders, still wearing their hammer-tailed coats and heaver hats, crying out



the virtues of "this buck, strong able-bodied, good kennel man; this wench,

twenty-three years old, good cook . ,

Abraham's fingers were bruising her arm. He whispered, "Come away.”

They were making their way through the crowd when she heard a

raucous voice cry out from the block:

"Next lot, five Negroes belonging to Robert S. Todd and William A.

heavy: for sale to the highest Bidder to satisfy a judgment. All hard

workers, child-bearing, sound of wind and limb . .

They pushed across Gheapside . . . then Mary found herself staring

into the eyes of her father, his face chalk-white.

"Mary, you will explain to Abraham that I had no choice? I loaned

William heavy's brother a large sum of money and he failed to repay.

These slaves were his only assets; they were put up for sale by the court.”

She slipped an arm through her father's, the other through Abraham’s,

They walked home in silence. She turned her head slightly and stole a

look at her husband to see what he might be thinking of her father’s re-

sponsibility in the matter. But when Abraham spoke it was in the privacy

of their room; nor did he mention Robert Todd.

"How easily I've said that slavery must not be aboli.shed where it

existed, that slaves are private property and the constitution guarantees

that no man can be deprived of his property without due process of law.

Are these creatures property, or are they human beings? Which comes first,

life or law? What can our constitution really mean if it permits this en-

slaving of the human soul and the humair body?”

She knew' no way of solacing him.

10

THEY arrived in Washington late at night with the children

asleep in their arms, made their way through the crowd of rough-looking

idlers who thronged the dirty and dilapidated railroad shed and emerged

at Pennsylvania Avenue and Second Street, to be faced by shouting

hackney iivers. It took only a few minutes to be driven over the rough

cobblestones of Pennsylvania Avenue to Brown's Hotel where, chilled and

exhausted by the week’s journey, they put the children in the center of the

big bed and fell asleep on either side of them, only half undressed.

In the morning they hud a late breakfast, then went out to see the sights.

The mud-rutted streets were littered with garbage, with pigs, geese and

chickens roaming the thoroughfares, eating the refuse. Open fields sepa-

rated every two or three homes. They walked through the grounds of the



White House and the Capitol at the end of Pennsylvania Avenue; close

by w^as the State Department in a two-story house, the War and Navy

Departments also occupied small houses, and a Treasury building was in

process of construction.

On Pennsylvania Avenue they saw a coffle of chained slaves coming up

the street, chanting a religious hymn. Just before they reached the Lincolns

they were turned by their guards and driven into a barnlike structure

called the Georgia Pen, a heavy wooden door closing behind them. Abra-

ham said in a voice she barely could hear: “What a dreadful thing to

happen in the capital of a free country.”

At noon they piled their luggage in a hackney cab and drove to Mrs.

Sprigg’s boardinghouse, which stood on a hill overlooking Capitol Park.

Mary was delighted to find First Street wide and tree-lined, with a well-

defined coal-ash sidewalk. The comer house was occupied by Duff Green,

one of the country's best-known newspaper publishers, next came two

private homes, after these two boardinghouses, then Mrs. Sprigg's.

Ann Sprigg welcomed them at the front door; she was a cultivated

woman with a gracious manner. She led them up two flights of stairs and

to the back of the house to a good-sized room containing two large beds,

two wardrobes, dusty flowered wallpaper, faded draperies and much-

laundered bedcovers. Out the rear windows Mary saw an array of privies,

next to them pigsties, then a cowshed and other shanties; ducks, chickens,

pigs, dogs rooted about the yard. She turned away quickly from the win-

dow; after all, this was temporary.

There was a soft knock on the door. She opened it to find a Negro in

his mid-forties with gray cropped hair and gentie eyes, standing with a bell

in his hand. He introduced himself as Willis, the butler.

“Supper be -served, Mr. and Mrs. Linkern.”

The dining room was in back of the main parlor, a long narrow room
with a long narrow table. The Lincolns were the last to arrive. Everyone

rose to be introduced. At die head of the table sat Mrs. Sprigg and next

to her Joshua Giddings, a fiery abolitionist from Ohio, Ranged down one
side were five fellow Whigs from Pennsylvania. The Lincolns found their

seats at this side of the table. At the foot sat Mr, Richardson with a preg-

nant wife; coming up the other side were Mr. and Mrs. Duff Green, who
had their meals at the boardinghouse, and Patrick W. Tompkins of Missis-

sippi; a Mr. and Mrs. Broome, and Nathan Sargent, a witty journalist

whose work the Lincolns always had enjoyed; then Congressman Embree
from Indiana; a man by the name of French; next, small red-haired Mr.
Humpstuffe, an unhappy-looking creature who immediately launched
into a clinical description of his latest malady to a young medical graduate
by the name of Samuel Busey. Immediately across from Mary sat a hirsute

man with black thatches of hair growing out of his ears and nostrils; during



dinner he snatched up snuff from a vest pocket and stuffed it into his

capacious nose. There were twenty-four altogether at table. Robert and

Edward were the only children.

Monday she accompanied Abraham to the Capitol, making her way up

the flight of stairs to the visitors’ gallery behind the House where she

watched the new members draw ballots for seats. Abraham drew just about

the worst location in the chamber, in the back row. Willis had pressed his

suit and polished his black boots; she had saved a new white shirt, collar

and silk stock for this important occasion. She thought him quite hand-

some, towering above the rest of the House, his hair washed and combed

back from his brow, with a dean close shave, and his eyes alight. At the

stroke of twelve the Speaker ordered the new members to rise, and she

smiled happily as Abraham took his oath of office.

She settled down to the routine of the boardinghouse, knowing that

she must remain here a number of weeks until she became acquainted with

Washington and found a proper house in a proper neighborhood. The
weather being pleasant, she kept the boys out in the park, reading while

they amused themselves sailing boats in the fountain. She importuned

Abraham to make his maiden flight in the House; after two weeks he

replied:

“Since you are so anxious for me to distinguish myself, I have con-

duded to do so."

Twice she went to sit in the thousand-seat galler)’’ to hear her husband,

on December 22 when he asked President Polk to inform the House

“whether the particular spot of soil on which the blood of our citizens was

shed was, or was not, our ovm soil, at that time”; and then his first long

speech concerning postal contracts for the carrying of the mail. She was

miffed to find how few visitors had come to hear the Honorable A. Lincoln

distinguish himself.

She had expected that the conversation at the dinner table would be

peaceable, since there were only Whigs present, but Congressman Dickey

of Pennsylvania seemed to derive special pleasure from baiting Congress-

man Tompkins of Mississippi, a gentleman who preferred to keep his

boardinghouse opinions to himself. Abolitionist Dickey’s booming voice

and violent language several times made Robert cry, so that Mary had to

take the boy upstairs to quiet him. The next time Dickey started an up-

roar, saying he hoped Tompkins would be defeated by an anti-slavery

Whig, Abraham laid down his knife and fork, rested his face between his

hands and said in his highest nasal drawl:

“Speaking of defeat reminds me of a man who was nominated for super-

visor. When he left home on election morning he said to his wife. Tonight

you shall sleep with the supervisor of this town.’ The overconfident gentle-

man w'as defeated; the wife immediately donned her Sunday best. Wife,



where are you going this time of night?': he exclaimed. ‘You told me that

tonight I should sleep with the supervisor,' she replied, ‘so I was going to

his house.’
”

His tale told, he put his head back and laughed; everyone at the table

joined in, even the puzzled Dickey, who could not figure whether the

joke was on him or Tompkins.

She did not tell Abraham of her plan to find a house; the need for such

a house would grow: there would be invitations, they would be obliged to

entertain in return; there would be important men and well-placed families

with whom Abraham would find it desirable to become more intimate.

Snow began to fall, then came heavy rainstorms, turning the city into a

swamp, with mud in the streets knee-deep. It was impossible to take the

children to the park. Joshua Giddings sometimes would entertain the hoys

in the parlor, but her most important help came from Willis. She learned

that he had been working for years to buy his freedom; in another two

years he would have the remaining sixty dollars paid. On those occasions

when she wanted to go shopping or accompany Abraham, Willis took care

of the children; when he was busy he brought in his sister Willissa, a

competent nursemaid.

Mary started reconnoitering in earnest, resolved to penetrate her way

into the fabric of the city. Capitol Hill, where Mrs. Sprigg’s boardinghouse

was located, was one of the favorite residential districts: here Senator

Thomas Hart Benton lived with his wife and several daughters, including

Jessie Fremont, whose husband had just returned from California under

court-martial. A few houses away was General John Adams Dix's family,

also Secretary of State James Buchanan's bachelor home. These people

were of the highest social standing, the permanent occupants of Washing-

ton. However the section she thought most pleasant was the square on F
Street between Thirteenth and Fourteenth, where ex-President John
Quincy Adams, who was now in the House, resided. She knew that rents

would be high, but she was gambling for high stakes.

New Year’s Day was the greatest of social days in Washington, with the

president, vice-president, secretary of state, and such illustrious widows as

Mrs. James Madison and Mrs. Alexander Hamilton holding open house.

When Joshua Giddings learned that the Lincolns were planning to go to

the ^Vhite House for the reception he cried:

“You wouldn't really subject yourself to that?"

Nevertheless on New Year’s Day Mary dressed in a gown of white silk

with blue brocaded flowers woven through it. They hired a carriage to take

them to the White House. The grounds were open to the public; hundreds
of people were walking about on the lavpns. The long line of carriages in

front, made colorful by the liveries and cockades of the foreign ministers,

showed that the reception was well under way.



The Lincolns surrendered their cloaks to a servant, then entered a room
glittering with chandeliers and mirrors. At one end was a group of beauti-

ful women exquisitely gowned, wearing diamonds on their heads and

bosoms; at the other, some fifty or sixty gentlemen, standing in silence.

President Polk was in the center of the room, on his right hand Mr. Marcy,

the Secretary of War, behind him Mrs. Polk seated in a large chair. Mary
and Abraham took their places on the end of a reception line. After some

fifteen minutes of inching forward, Mary found herself being greeted by
Sarah Polk, quietly gowned in maroon velvet; of a religious turn of mind,

she forbade cards, dancing or other amusement in the ^^ite House.

In a second she had passed on to President Polk, a man of short stature

with a high, broad forehead, well-set eyes and a firm mouth. He told her

he was happy to receive her, but she merely curtsied, wanting to leave the

time free for Abraham. Abraham was even more mute than she had been.

A policeman then took him by the elbow and said:

“Gentlemen who have been presented will please walk forward to the

East Room.”

Before they knew what was happening they had gone through the East

Room, were in the foyer where the Marine Band was playing, and out on

the street.

“What do we do now?” asked Abraham, not altogether comfortable.

“I don't know; it’s the first time I’ve ever been at a reception where there

was nothing to eat or drink. It was kind of grim. Let’s go across the street

and try Mrs. James Madison’s.”

She had counted on old friends to launch her socially, but nothing

seemed to happen. Stephen Douglas, now a senator, came to supper at Mrs.

Sprigg’s but never reciprocated. Mary was furious at Abraham when she

learned that he had used the occasion to collect a debt owed by Douglas

to one of his clients. When Henry Clay arrived to plead a case before the

United States Supreme Court she dropped a note to his hotel. He promptly

sent a message inviting them to supper that night, talked to them of his

own affairs, Aen told them how glad he had been to see them. That was

the last word she had from Mr. Clay.

Senator Crittenden, a lifetime friend of the Todd family, she saved for

a special occasion: Sarah Benton was being married on the night of

January i6, and Senator Crittenden had been invited to the wedding.

Since the Thomas Hart Bentons were at the top of Washington society,

Mary reasoned that if she were to be invited to the affair she would be

formally launched. Could Senator Crittenden secure her an invitation to

the Benton wedding? He could not; and she realized it had been a faux pas

to ask. .

She told Abraham nothing of her disappointments. He loved Mrs.

Sprigg’s, enjoyed walking to the Capitol with his fellow congressmen each



day, sitting in the parlor after meals for an hour of talk. Several times a

week he went with the other men to Gaspari’s bowling alley and here he

bowled in graceless fashion, rarely winning but entertaining the crowd

by his awkwardness and stories. Twice a week he took Mary out, to

Carusi's to die Exhibition of Ethiopian Serenaders, or to hear the Slomans,

a family of father and two daughters who played the harp and piano and

sang. Several times they attended the Fremont court-martial to listen to its

drama,

“Come spring/' Abraham told her, “the Marine Band gives concerts

on Wednesday and Saturday afternoons on the White House grounds.

They tell me it’s warm and beautiful, and you can sit out in your shirt

sleeves.''

He had been appointed to the Committee on Post Offices and Post

Roads, and to the Committee on Expenditures in the War Department,

which meant expenditures in furthering the war in Mexico. When this

second appointment came through, Mary commented:

“That's like the Lobby in Springfield appointing you to the Committee

on Etiquette, Politeness and Ceremony."

Her plan of having the need for a house arise out of the nature of their

social life having failed, she started to search the group of residential streets

settled by permanent government employees, and found a red brick house

built in B^timore style, with white stone steps and narrow white stone

foaming the windows of the tw^o stories in front. The rent was high, three

hundred dollars through the end of the congressional term, which would

be in March of the following year; but the furnishings were pleasant, and

she could very quickly turn it into a distinguished background for supper

parties, teas and dances.

She waited until after Sunday dinner, then led Abraham to the little

brick house, saying casually, “I want you to see a charming place." When
she had finished taking him on tour, showing him the front and back

parlors which could he opened into one big drawing room, the spacious

dining room and three upstairs bedrooms, he suddenly stopped in the

middle of a flight of steps, turned to her and said:

“Mary, what are you up to? Why have you brought me here?”

She took a deep breath, then let out her plea in one gasp.

“We've been over two months at the boardinghouse. It’s time enough to

get our bearings. We're going to he here another fifteen months. I think

we ought to live as a family in our own home, . .

He was completely surprised.

“I didn't know you vvere unhappy at Mrs. Sprigg’s. You said the cooking

was good,”

“I couldn’t think of a possible word to say against Mrs. Sprigg, Abra-
ham. But you know that I am not constituted for boardinghouse, life.”



‘‘Then why did you come to Washington? Our plan was to stay at Mrs.

Sprigg’s.”

Pdis voice was a little harsh; she knew she had earned the reprimand, .

“I came because I wanted to be with you, Abraham,” she replied softly;

“and because you like to have the children around. I also came . .

“But life is so simple and pleasant at Mrs. Sprigg's,” he interrupted.

"The rates are modest and we are well cared for. Why must you upset all

that?”

“Because we didn’t come to Washington to be comfortable. We came to

be successful, you as a legislator and I as a hostess.”

“Oh, so that’s it: society.”

She resisted the jibe.

“I have a good crew of servants lined up; Willis helped me get them.

It would take me no more than a week to have this house running in

beautiful fashion.” She extended her hands, pleading. “Don’t you see, my
dear, I want to create a milieu for you; I want to invite the best families of

Washington and the most important government officials, not only mem-
bers of the House and Senate, but cabinet officers, foreign diplomats . .

“Whoa, whoa, Mary, the bosses have broken loose and left the cart

behind. No one has bothered with us socially in the months we’ve been

here, and I suspect you made several stalwart efforts? Then why should

they bother with us just because we rent a house?”

She stretched to her full height, her head and shoulders back. “Society

will come to us, I give you my promise of that.”

“No, Mary, they won’t. I don’t want to be pushy, to be embarrassed by

inviting people who want no part of us. I’ve heard it said that Washington

is run by high southern society, that they’re a snobbish and imperial group

of women; they’ll never let us in.!'

“I'm as high society as any woman in this town!”

“Granted, Molly, but the Lincolns ain't.”

He was laughing at her now. That upset her more.

“Abraham, we've just got to establish you here as something more than

a spinner of yarns in the House post office.”

“Do I detect a touch of asperity in that description, Mrs. Lincoln?”

She veered to the political side.

“There is a presidential election coming up in November, and Polk has

not been a popular president. If we win next time, it would be to your ad-

vantage to be known, among the permanent senators and congressmen here

in Washington. You want to be high in party councils.”

"I can't see that I am going to get there by inviting folks to our home to

eat dinner . .
.” He started down the stairs, “Besides, I like Mrs. Sprigg’s;

I like the men there, the fun and comradeship.”

“Well, 1 don't.” She kept her position, her hands firmly gripping the



stair rail. difficult for me to drink my soup with Mr. Dickey shouting

vile names; nor does it season the fish or fowl to have Mr. Humpstuffe

describing the symptoms of his altematiiig constipation and diarrhea; nor

is the dessert enhanced by the hairy hoarder pushing snuff up his nose,

then sneezing all over the table.”

"Now, Mary, we have to take people as they come,”

"But we don’t have to,” she pleaded. "This is a lovely house.”

"Your cousin Stuart and his wife lived at Mrs, Sprigg’s when they were

here. Mrs. Richardson and Mrs. Coombs seem to be perfectly content.

Why can’t you be content, Mary?”

"Since you married me instead of any other woman I have a right to

assume that the things that make me different from other women are the

reasons that you married me.”

He held his hand up to her, as though urging hex to descend.

'Tes, you are very special, and I love you for all your special qualities,

even those I have to argue with. But I’m not ready for a house like this;

I’d he uncomfortable here, as though I were aspiring to some place where

I didn’t belong. Perhaps the next time we are elected to Congress . . .

after xve’re better known . . . I’m not the greatest social asset in the

world. Think how badly we would feel if you prepared for a big levee and

no one came. That would hurt you pretty deep, Molly. If we do our job

quiedy and simply, and then we go home after the one session, there will

be nothing to regret, no embarrassment or defeat to look back on.”

He put his hand on the doorknob, opened the door and waited for her.

She clung stubbornly to the balustrade.

"Don’t think I'm ungrateful for what you are willing to undertake on

our behalf, I admire you for it and I am grateful: but, Molly, my dear, I

don’t want it . , . not now. Must I have it?”

Rendered helpless by his implication that if he must have it he would
perhaps argue no further, she came down to him, lifted his big bony-

kniicHed hand, laid her cheek on it, wiped away the tears she had been

holding back.

"No, my dear, you don’t have to have it.”
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RAIN fell again, making the streets impassable. A cold wind
whipped in from the Potomac and the marshes. When the boys grew
restive she bundled them up in heavy coats and mufflers and took them to

the comer to watch die stonecutters at work. It was not possible to sit



down or stand still, the cold was too penetrating; Edward came down with

a chest cold; Robert followed with a sore throat. Young Dr. Busey attended

the children and each afternoon Willis came to their room during his rest

period to play games with them. He refused to take money for his services.

When he mentioned that the first thing he was going to do when he
gained his freedom was to learn to read and write, she saw a w^ay of re-

paying his kindness.

“Willis, I am sure I could teach you, I have several spelling books here

Tve already started Bobby on.”

Willis left the room without speaking. Each day she gave him a lesson,

along with paper, pen and ink to copy it out.

The Lincolns were invited nowhere. Mary made no further effort to

establish friendships or to entertain. Staying quietly in her room reading,

or writing letters, she could not bring herself to blame the society women
of Washington to whom the Lincolns were an unknown quantity; she too

would resist the onslaught of farvenus. Nevertheless she was unhappy;

she was serving no purpose in Washington. She could hardly allow herself

to think of spending a whole year in this one litde room, with the children

underfoot, with no place to play when the weather was bad, and no way
to keep them quiet when they were cranky or irritable. It was a mistake to

have leased their home ... it was a mistake to have come. The boarding-

house was not good for the children, and it certainly was not good for

her.

She did her best to conceal her feelings from Abraham, for he was

having difficulties of his own. When the administration failed to supply

the documents he had demanded to prove that the first shots of the

Mexican War had been fired on American soil, he helped lead the Whig
attack against the constitutionality of the war.

The repercussions were immediate. The Springfield Register excoriated

him for his failure to support the war effort; the Illinois Democrats held

mass meetings against him. In an effort to prove that Illinois was patriotic

and loyal, Stephen Douglas rose in the Senate to make a fervid speech

against Congressman Lincoln’s stand. William Herndon wrote that even

his fellow Whigs at home felt that he was failing the troops who were

still in Mexico fighting and dying to bring the war to a conclusion; that

his political career was ended. It did him little good to explain that he

had voted for all appropriations for the armed forces; that it was the prin-

ciple of aggression to which he was opposed.

In addition, Abraham was now working to secure the Whig presidential

nomination for General Zachary Taylor on the grounds that the thrice-

defeated Henry Clay could not win. This alienated the Clay supporters in

Washington, while back home the Register pointed out that politician

Lincoln was backing a man who was politically available only because he

- 0 ..



had won battles in a war which the Honorable A. Lincoln passionately

disapproved.

Mary perceived that she could have drawn into her charming Baltimore-

style house only those Whig congressmen who had nothing to offer in

return except invitations to their own boardinghouses.

She sank into apathy. When ex-President John Quincy Adams died

and Abraham offered to secure her a seat in the official reviewing stands,

she declined. An iron band clamped down over her head; the bright sun-

light stabbed her eyes; she quarreled with Mr. Humpstuffe when he out-

lined the symptoms of his latest disease at the supper table: he had no

feelings whatever in his extremities, he claimed, and would Dr. Busey

examine him?

“No doubt you are going to include your head as one of the extremities

to be examined?" she asked.

She could have bitten her tongue the moment the sentence was out;

nor did the derisive laughter do anything to lessen her sense of guilt.

Abraham took care of his correspondence and wrote his speeches in their

room. Frequently the children were noisy, or Robert tormented Edward

because the little one was so often in his mother's lap, his arms about her

neck. She could not take them downstairs to the parlors because the other

boarders would be there, reading and talking, and she did not have the

patience to amuse them. Often Abraham brought home gifts for her,

bonbons, a copy of a new French novel. It was this formal attention which

convinced her that he too wished she had remained at home, as did most

of the congressmen's families, so that he would be free to get his work

done and to spend his time with the other men.

He never said so. But she knew that the trip had been an error in

judgment. She had failed to accomplish any part of what she had planned,

and from the way Abraham tore up draft after draft of his speeches or

wrote harshly to Herndon and other correspondents about the political

situation, it was evident that he was fax from happy. She wondered how
she would get through the months until Congress adjourned and they

would be free to leave for their projected vacation in the east: to New
York, New England, Niagara Falls and the Great Lakes. For that matter,

if Abraham continued to grow in disfavor with his party at home, their

vacation, which had been predicated upon his combining it with a cam-

paign tour, would probably never come about. They would just have to

make their way back to Springfield and go to the Globe or rent a house,

until November, when they could regain possession of their own home.
Toward the end of March she received a letter from Betsy urging her to

give the children the freedom of the Todd gardens.

Abraham asked softly:

“Would you like to visit with your family, Molly?”



‘Would you like me to go?'\

“I always prefer to have you witH mej but you seem so unhappy here

. , . those headaches . .
/’

“I can’t find any function for myself, Abraham. I’m not even of any help

to you in your writing ...”

"You have so much energy, so much driving force . , . and I've de-

prir^ed you of the one field in which you could have applied yourself: that

brick house.”

It was generous of him to assume the blame. She reached up and framed

his face with her hands.

"I’m sure it’s for the best. The children will love the brook and the

horses. As long as we've made our decision, I will go as soon as possible.”

The next morning he took her to the railroad station. They did not

speak to each other; each had stayed awake on his own side of the hed

most of the night, lying stiff and unhappy. As he brought her baggage to

the platform she thought, We have failed, I don’t know where or how.

She was sick at heart, and sensed that Abraham was feeling exactly the

same. He held the two boys, one in each arm.

‘Tou don't have to stay any longer than you want to, Molly. Rest for a

few weeks and then come back. Perhaps you can hire someone to take care

of the children, and return by yourself. . . . Then you'd have more free-

dom here . .

. . freedom to do what, Abraham'?”

"To be with me ... to help me ...”

It was a heroic effort; but she knew that it had been motivated more by

sympathy than by need. There was a moment of silence, then the engineer

rang the bell on the locomotive. Abraham was startled by the sound. A
pained look crossed his face. His eyes sought Mary's.

"Take good care of the little codgers, won't you? Don’t let them forget

Father,”

She said, "I will take care of them,” but she was crying inside herself

because he had been able to let her go.
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BEFORE the stage pulled into Lexington she put on a bright face;

the Todds could endure any difficulty that no one knew about. She told

interesting stories about Washington, of the red lights in the windows of

the gambling houses, of how the entire town turned out on Sunday after-

noons to promenade on Pennsylvania Avenue.



She had written Abraham a note m route and a long letter as soon as

she reached Lexington, but to her chagrin she found herself constrained

with her own husband. For that matter, Abraham’s letters too were a little

formal, albeit heartening. He did miss her.

Dear Mctryt

In this troublesome world, we are never quite satisfied. When you were

here, I thought you hindered me some in attending to business; but now,

having notliing but business it has grown exceedingly tastless to me. I

hate to sit down and direct documents, and I hate to stay in this old room

by myself. You know I told you in last Sunday’s letter, I was going to

make a little speech during the week; but the week has passed away with-

out my getting a chance to do so; and now my interest in the subject has

passed away too. ...
All the house—or rather, all with whom you were on decided good

terms—send their love to you.

And you are entirely free from head-ache? That is good. I am afraid you

will get so well, and fat, and young, as to he wanting to marry again. ...

She went horseback riding with David, who was teaching Robert how
to handle a horse, enjoying once again the faint purplish hue of the fields.

She was invited frequently into the countryside for the day or the week

end, but most of her time she spent with Emilie and her other sisters, tell-

ing them stories of how she had made a hoop skirt out of willow switches

when she was twelve, and tried to go to church in it; and how another time

she had donned one of Betsy’s gowns in an effort to get to the race track.

She also spent many evenings with her father in his library.

It was a relief to be out of the boardinghouse, out of the room which

had become a cell to her, out of the city where she had been unknown
and unwanted. Here in Lexington her vitality returned, she read vwdely,

had long discussions with the important Whigs of Kentucky who were

preparing to secure Henry Clay his fourth nomination for the presidency.

If they knew that Abraham was working to have General Taylor win the

Whig nomination, no one confronted her with the unpleasant fact.

Abraham wrote that if she found herself unwilling or unable to return

to Washington, perhaps he would come to Lexington when Congress

adjourned in July. Her uncle James Parker was accompanying his oldest

daughter to school in Philadelphia, and he offered to take Mary along with

him. Perhaps she could join Ahraham at the end of the congressional ses-

sion, if they could still make the tour they had planned?

She reached no decision. In mid-June when the summer heat settled

over Lexington, the Todds moved out to Buena Vista, a tall rambling frame

house built on top of a beautiful knoll and surrounded by large locust

trees. The children spent the days in the woods and fields; no one made
any comment about Robert’s eyes; Edward, with his open face and fund of



sweetness, was soon a favorite of the household. Robert Todd was over-

joyed to have her there. Abraham wrote:

Father expected to see you all sooner; but let it pass; stay as long as you
please, and come when you please. Kiss and love the dear rascals. Affec-

tionately

When she heard in August that he was about to start out on a speaking

tour for General Taylor, whose fortunes were not going too well in the

New England states, it seemed too late to join him. Better to remain here

quietly until they were ready to return to Springfield and meet him in

Chicago at the end of his trip.

Finally, at the beginning of October, she left Lexington with the boys

for Chicago and a two-day stay at the Sherman House. She was looking

uncommonly well, with the summer's sun on her face. Abraham too looked

well, his cheeks filled out, his eyes cheerful. He was to speak at a meeting

in the evening; although there had been only six hours' notice the crowd

that gathered was so large it had to be moved from the courthouse to the

public square. Mary listened to him for two hours; his campaigning

through New England had seasoned and mellowed him: he used his humor

more sparingly and cogently, and when he came to his major thesis, that

the defeat of General Taylor would mean that the American people ap-

proved the extension and perpetuation of slavery in newly acquired terri-

tory, he made his point wi^out inciting hatred against the southern states.

She thought it the clearest address she had heard him make; when she

picked up a copy of the Chicago Dctily Journal the next morning she found

that paper agreed with her, describing the speech as “one of the very he.st

we have heard or read since the opening of the campaign." She handed

him the paper with her fingernail underlining the praise.

“You do well in Chicago. The last time you spoke here Horace Greeley

praised you in the New York Tribune, You should come more often."

He grinned. “Several men have urged me to move here permanently;

it’s a growing city, but they tell me the winter winds off the lake can blow

vour lungs clean out of your chest.”

It was good to be back in their home again, to bring their furniture

down from the north bedroom and he among their own possessions, their

own friends and associates, where once again the future seemed amenable

to their molding. After their separation she found their love totally re-

newed, as beautiful as in the early weeks of her honeymoon. In her new-

found happiness she remembered her wedding night, when she had stood

in the center of her hotel room waiting for Abraham to come up to her,

telling herself then, with the words of the marriage ceremony still in her

ears, that love ebbed and flowed, was now shining, now shabby; that she.



must always be dedicated, no matter what the hardships or the disappoint-

ments; for no matter how dark the passage, ultimately one would emerge

into clear warm sunlight.

Abraham had said: love is eternal. So was marriage; for marriage was

the earthly and adult form of love. In her mind the two always had been

synonymous; that was why during those twenty months of purgatory,

when her love was gone from her, she had turned deaf ears to all pleas to

forget Mr. Lincoln and marry someone else. In her ovra mind she already

was married to Abraham; she had been from the moment she knew she

loved him.

After ten days at home he went to Petersburg, Jacksonville, Tremont

and Pekin, determined to bring in the district for the Whigs and Taylor.

No one knew what General Taylor stood for, or what kind of president

he would make, but this did not distress Abraham; the Whig cam-

paign was fought on the basis of David Wilmot's Proviso that no form of

slavery could at any time be introduced into new territories acquired from

Mexico.

She had feared for Abraham's influence in Illinois because of his un-

popular stand on the war, but he was attracting enormous crowds wherever

he spoke. As the lone Whig congressman from Illinois he represented the

administration which would come into being if the general were elected.

For the first time in several campaigns he genuinely believed that the

Whigs could cany Illinois.

During his absence she had the ceilings whitewashed and the brick

hearths repaired.

He returned home the evening before the election so that he might cast

his own ballot, exhilarated by his swing through the north. Since he had

trouble crowding his long limbs into the washtub placed before the kitchen

stove, he put fresh linens under his arm and went down to the City Hotel

to the men's bathing room, then stopped at Billy's barbershop on his way
back for a haircut and shave. Watching from the front window, she saw

him striding up Jackson Street, an amused expression on his features. He
looked young and vigorous.

From the Journal offitce he brought news that New York was going two

to one for Taylor and that her thirty-five electoral votes put the election

securely in Whig hands. They lay awake long into the night, comfortable

and companionable, discussing what the future held for them.

General Taylor carried the election . . , but not Illinois. The change of

some seventeen hundred votes out of a hundred and ten thousand cast

would have brought Abraham his great victory. Where he had campaigned,

Taylor had won. His swing through New England also had been effective;

and hadn’t he been one of the first to tout General Taylor for the nomina-
tion? Hadn’t he written letters and worked for months, then helped at the



Philadelphia convention to get Taylor nominated'? Could there be any

question but that General Taylor would be grateful?

There were a little over two weeks between the election and the day of

Abraham’s departure for Washington to attend the second and shorter

session of Congress. The question of whether she would accompany him
had not yet come up. When she was in Lexington it was her opinion that

Abraham would not want her to return; now he gave every indication of

wanting the family with him despite their former failure. Many things

would be different this time; the Whigs would be returning in a trium-

phant mood, great plans would be on foot for taking over the administra-

tion. Abraham had had a remarkably good press during his tour; he had

had important conferences with Vice^President-elect Millard Fillmore and

with Thurlow Weed, the political boss of New York. He could no longer

be considered an unknown. The doors of official Washington would not

be bolted against the Lincolns. The Democrats w?ould fade from office,

their southern-belle wives with them. There would be a new society in

Washington, and she could help set its tone.

Abraham had stood up and been counted; by all rights he should be-

come one of the inner circle. But would he?

She went about her housework with her eyes turned inward: it was a

long and expensive trip for the four of them. Should she risk it? With

what would she fill the three months of loneliness when she was without

him? Couldn't this first Whig victory be an important turning point?

Yet there was the fear of rejection: a return to Mrs. Sprigg's . .
.

politi-

cal uncertainty , , . the tension of close quarters . . . these would be

too costly surely for the help she could give during the three months of

which they were certain.

She joined Abraham in the sitting room where he was reading the

papers before the fire.

"Abraham, Pm not going to Washington with you.”

He raised his eyes, looked at her as though peering over the top of

spectacles. She watched him closely to see if he were pleased or relieved.

He gave no sign. He put down his paper and held out his arms to her.

".
. . if you're doing it for my sake, Molly . .

.”

She kissed him determinedly. "This will he best for all of us. After the

inauguration, when we know what's going to happen . . . then we will

be together again.” After a moment she asked; "Mffiat do you think will

happen to us? Is it possible . .
.
you might get ... a cabinet post . . .

?”

"Not a chance!” he blurted; then his embarrassed laugh admitted that

such a random thought had entered his mind too. "I could get the Land

Office, since that always is given to Illinois, but Ninian’s uncle Gyrus has

made me promise to get it for him. I’m going to propose Edward Baker for

a cabinet post.”



^'^After you get Edward the cabinet post and Gyrus the Land Office, what

do you intend or hope to get for yourself?”

He fluttered his eyebrows, shook his head from side to side before re-

plying. ‘Tou got me there, Molly. I do want to be in government; I think

it's the greatest of all sciences, helping people to govern themselves. But

just what I can ask for myself . . . where I could best fit in with my
limited background and talents ...”

She threw up her arms in a Mammy Sally gesture of mock despair.

“I don't mind your being modest in front of me, but please don't ever

let me hear you utter such words in public!”

He left for Washington on the four o’clock stage from the Globe on

Sunday morning. Mary had gotten up at three to feed him a hearty break-

fast. He did not wake the boys, kissing them in their sleep; and when it

came time for husband and wife to say good-bye they did so casually, as

though he were going up to Tremont or Pekin. There was every reason

for them to he hopeful. ‘ •

13

EACH day’s mail brought her a letter, a copy of the Congressional

Record or a Washington newspaper giving an account of the activities in

Washington. Very early she learned that there would be no cabinet post

for Edward Baker; nor could Abraham get the Land Office for Cyrus

Edwards.

I think I could easily take the General Land Office myself, I fear I shall

have trouble to get it for any other man in Illinois. McGaughey ... of

Indiana, will he hard to beat by anyone who is not personally known here.

They had imagined that the election of Zachary Taylor on a Free Soil

program, which would not disturb slavery where it existed, would bring

peace to the country; hut in the House Abraham was finding the opposite

to he true: new territories like California and New Mexico, which were

petitioning for entrance into the Union as states, were being bitterly op-

posed by southern Representfitives on the grounds that they would give

the anti-slavery forces added voting weight in the Congress. A number of

southern legislatures passed resolutions to secede if their slavery rights in

the new territories were not protected. Abraham wrote her of his votes

in favor of the Wilmot Proviso, and of, drawing up a hill which would
abolish the slave trade in the District of Columbia,

As to what lay in their own future, he sent no word. He would remain



for General Taylor’s inauguration, then appear before the United States

Supreme Court in a case involving an Illinois client. I£ the president had

an appointment for him which meant they were to settle in Washington,

Mary could sell their house and come on with the children. However, he

warned, “There is nothing about me which would authorize me to think

of a first'class office; and a second-class one would not compensate me for

being snarled at by others who want it for themseh'es.”

She ignored his pessimism.

General Zachary Taylor was inaugurated on March 5, 1849. Abraham

was a witness to the ceremony. Then he pleaded his case before the Su-

preme Court, and arrived home on the last day of March. He was thor-

oughly perplexed.

“Not one man recommended by me has yet been appointed to any office,

little or big. I recommended Simeon Francis as secretary of Oregon Terri-

tory, Allen Francis as consul to Glasgow, Hart Fellows to a federal

judgeship here in Illinois, Dr. Anson Henry for secretary of the Territory

of Minnesota, Archibald Williams as the United States district attorney

for Illinois . . . The loss of Illinois for the Whigs has made us little more

than poor relations, to be kept sitting in an anteroom. Judge David Davis

says that if I can get the Land Office for myself, I should take it. After

these seventeen months I have no practice left; Billy has barely eked out a

living.”

“What does the Land Office pay r*”

“Three thousand a year. It*s a job I’d like to have, setting policy for the

distribution of public lands.”

Two incidents brought encouragement: his recommendation for post-

master of Springfield, Abner Ellis, was acted upon; Dr. William Wallace

was appointed pension agent in Springfield. Then Abraham received a

message from Washington which told him that Justin Butterfield was mak-

ing a serious bid for the Land Office job. He looked up from the letter

with his complexion a gray-green,

“Now that is the most outrageous piece of chicanery I have ever heard

of! Last winter and spring when I was sweating blood to get General

Taylor nominated, Butterfield did everything in his power to further Mr.

Clay. Yet when the election is secured by other men's labor, he is on hand

for the best office our state lays claim to. I’ll wri.te immediately to every

Whig congressman I know, and everyone else that has any chance of

getting to President Taylor’s ear.”

She was glad to put their nervous energies into action.

“Good. And I’ll write to my father. He can persuade some of the Ken-

tucky Whigs.”

At the end of May the appointment to the Land Office had narrowed.



do\TO to Butterfield and Lincoln; tlie cabinet bad postponed the appoint-

ment three weeks for Abraham’s benefit,

‘Tou just have to go to Washington, Abraham, and be on the ground to

plead your case.”

''You’re right,” he said emphatically, ‘but first we must get out another

batch of notes urging people to write me letters of support so that I can

have them in Washington. You write some of them. Start oflF by saying,

‘Dear Sir, It is now certain that either Mr. Butterfield or I will be Com-

missioner of the General Land Office. If you axe willing to give me the

preference, please write me to that effect at Washington, whither I go in a

few days. Not a moment of time to he lost. Yours truly, A. Lincoln.’ And

sign my name,”

A few days later he left on the week-long journey.

She received no word, nor did she expect any. She waited anxiously on

the twenty-first and twenty-second of the month when the appointment

was scheduled to be made; if Abraham won, he would telegraph. No
message came.

When another week had passed and there still was no word, she grew

uneasy. Then she saw him trudging up Eighth Street from the square,

carrying a bag in either hand, dripping melancholy. She ran to the front

door and threw it open; his skin was gray, the parchment pattern of

wrinkles coruscating under his eyes, his Adam’s apple sticking out

scrawnily from his neck, his cheeks sunk, his eyes opaque, pain-fraught,

the left iris fastened high in its orbit.

She led him into the sitting room and to his favorite chair, brought him
a cup of strong black coffee, waited until he had swallowed several gulps.

Then she could restrain herself no longer.

“Why did they turn you away'?”

He reached out a long arm to place the cup and saucer on the table,

looked up at her and said in an empty tone, “Many reasons; I stayed with

the Cyrus Edwards nomination too long. . . . When I went up to the

Land Office on the twenty-first and learned that the Butterfield appoint-

ment had been made, I stumbled back to my room, threw myself down on

the bed and stayed there for an hour. I tell you, Molly, I have never been

so thwarted ... or had such a monumental headache.”

“From the look of you, you haven’t slept since.”

“No, nor eaten, that I can remember. ... I could only think that I

wanted to get home. ... I must be a magnet for defeat.”

She sat in a chair opposite him, gulping. Neither could think of another

word to say.

She spent the next weeks trying to bring him out of the private hell

into which his full-fledged h3q)o had plunged him. He sat for endless hours

staring into the empty fireplaces, a i^ence which was more impenetrable



than the thickest walk She managed to get him to eat a little and to sleep a

little.

Toward the end of September Simeon Francis came running up the

street, his fat face dripping perspiration, waving a dispatch high over his

head. When he had gained enough breath, he exclaimed:

"Abraham . ,
,
you’ve been appointed . , .

governor of the Oregon

Territory. Congratulationsl”

Abraham took the dispatch from Simeon’s hand, scanning it quickly.

Oregon! thought Mary. The farthest and wildest reaches of America! Two
thousand miles away, across vast plains and vaster mountain ranges, a

wilderness on the Pacific Coast that no one knew anything about except

what had come back by way of reports from Colonel Fremont and letters

from early settlers. A place filled with Indians, with no towns, no roads, no

stores or theatres or concert halls, -with none of the appurtenances of civili-

zation.

Abraham remained motionless. Simeon asked, ‘Will you take it, Abe?”

"I’ll have to think about it, Simeon.”

When the door had closed behind him, Abraham put his arm lightly

about Mary’s shoulder; together they walked into the sitting room, sat

side by side on the little sofa and held hands. After a long time he began

to speak, but in the middle of a sentence as though his thinking had at

last reached some point that might be expressed.

",
. . first governor of the Illinois Territory ... he got to be governor

of the state . . . where ail of Ninian’s wealth comes from ...”

"Ninian Edwards?”

"Illinois was a wilderness then, the same as Oregon is now.”

"But not two thousand miles away, not cut off from the rest of the

country by months of dangerous travel.”

"Then you don’t like the idea, Molly?”

"I think it’s an effort to placate their conscience.”

"The offer has to he considered on its own merits. They could have

written me off the books: I have no power or influence here in Illinois.”

“You underestimate your future.”

‘What future?”

"Abraham, we’re in the trough, I understand that; so deep that when
we look up there is hardly any sky to be seen. But I don’t think we want

a helping hand from those that pitched you down there in the first place,”

"I don’t have that much bitterness in my heart.”

“Oh, don’t you? Perhaps that is because you could not see what you

looked like when you came home; how disillusioned and filled with

melancholy. I know what I had to go through to nurse you back to health,

to put the iron in your soul . .
.”

"It’s three thousand dollars a year, Mary, the same salary as the Land



Office. It’s a chance to escape from our prediGament . . . from the fact

that I have to build up a practice . . , If those letters from California

about the discovery of gold are telling the truth, the migration to the

Pacific Coast will multiply a thousandfold ...”

‘‘Abraham, is this job something you genuinely want?”

“No. I never wanted it, hut at a time like this ...”

“My father taught me to lead from strength, not from weakness. If we
take this appointment it will be because we are afraid to start over. You

are too good a man, Abraham, to make an important move when you are

weak. VVait until you are strong before you move again.”

“There's a chance to come back to Washington as the first senator from

Oregon, once it becomes a state.”

She shook her head.

“This is just another Bogotd; to use your own phrase, you could very

well come out the same hole you went in at. What do you do then?”

He was silent for a moment, his toe tracing the pattern in the rug, his

head lowered.

“I don’t know, Molly, I can't read the future."

She rose and stood fadng him, her hands clenched at her sides.

“No, but we can read the past; the past tells us that we can’t run away.

This is our homeplace, this is where we have to make our stand.”

He looked up at her. There was a tiny smile playing aknit the comers
of his mouth.



Book

DESCENT INTO PURGATORY

1

NOW that they were to be nailed down as securely as these oak

planks with their wooden dowels, the time had come to convert what she

had regarded as a temporary cottage into a permanent home. Abraham

had not earned anything for six months, hut she had the savings she had

intended to invest in the Washington adventure.

She sewed red draperies of corded silk for the sitting room, hanging

them from high cornices, then made brocatel hangings for the parlor. She

discarded the scattered rag rugs, covering the entrance hall and sitting

room with an ingrained carpet. The parlor she painted a dark greeny for

the sitting room she found a bright wallpaper patterned in blue and

white flowers. She bought two high-backed Boston rockers for in front

of the sitting-room fireplace; between them she put small rockers for the

boys. Their big round table from the Globe still dominated the center

of the room, piled high with newspapers and boohs; between the windows

overlooking Eighth Street she placed a French marble-topped table on

which she kept her mending basket, with low tables on either side of the

fireplace for ferns. She replaced her dining set with a fold-top table big

enough to accommodate a large dinner party, bought a set of cane chairs

with rung backs, a high sideboard for candelabra and silver platters.

She traded her Empire stove for a new Buck and brought up from the

basement the big roaster, waffle iron and presser iron which stood on the

back of the stove, the spider frying pan which hung on the chimney,

the deep iron kettle to make soap. Abraham installed a new pump on the

cistern, promising to build her a brick wall and white picket fence as

soon as he found some clients,

Then she tramped from Bunn's to Lamb’s to Edwards’s, stocldng her

larder with baskets of potatoes and onions, sacks of flour and rice, stone

jars of jam. She was a fanatically clean housekeeper, but had neither

talent nor love for the job. She spent the better part of her days in the

kitchen; when Abraham returned from the office he left his coat, stock



and boots on the hallway rack and joined her there, washing his hands

and face in the pans which sat on the long wooden table, one containing

hot water to use for the soap-scrubbing, the other filled with cold to rinse.

Then he called the boys and stood over them to see that they scrubbed

their ears and elbows.

Their meals were domestic; there was no talk of politics. The Spring-

field Whigs were disheartened and disorganized. His legal life also was

non-existent. She had no wish to quarrel about William Herndon, but

since he had turned over no fees for almost two years, she thought it

might be a propitious time to establish a new firm.

‘Tilly’s been loyal,” Abraham replied noncombatively; “kept my lawyer-

name alive while we were away. If I was going to make a change it would

be of towns rather than partners. I thought Springfield was going to be our

great city, but Chicago stole the march on us. I had an offer for a partner-

ship there, from Grant Goodrich, but with me tending to consumption .

.

“Abraham, you’re strong as an ox.”

"... if I went to Chicago I’d have to sit down and study hard. That

would kill me.”

Fortunately for their depleted pocketbook the Illinois "Suckers” loved

litigation, Mary occasionally accompanied Abraham to nearby court towns

and watched the litigants crowd about the lawyers as they arrived in the

public square, each choosing the lawyer he had heard about or liked the

look of. On the opening Monday of the Sangamon County Court’s fall

session, Lincoln and Herndon had had three clients, the following day

sixteen. Many of the matters were disposed of in a few minutes, the largest

fee being five dollars. They had one client whom they pleaded guilty to a

charge of keeping a disorderly house.

"Sic transit gloria mundi/' she groaned.

Robert was ready to start Mr. Estabrook's pay school, but she was

reluctant to expose him to new playmates. When she insisted that there

must be something that could he done about his eyes, Dr. Wallace recom-

mended that she see Dr. Sanford Bell, formerly a surgeon at the New York

Metropolitan Medical College, Dr. Bell referred to a big German book,

Ueher das Schielen und die Heilung, by a Dr. Dieffenbach who had

originated an operation on crossed eyes, showed her in the drawings how
the overacdve eye muscle was cut so that the eye could be released to the

normal position.

“And if the operation fails. Doctor . . . what then?”

“Then, Mrs. Lincoln, the iris goes to the outside corner of the eye and
stays there. But why dwell on failure?”

Dr. Wallace went with her on the morning she took Robert for the

operation. When she saw the two doctors tie the boy with a stout rope



against the high leather-covered chair^ his face green with terror, panic

gripped her. Wasn’t it better to endure a known hardship . . .

William called another doctor from across the hall. The two men held

Robert steady while the surgeon forced the eyelid apart with double

hooks. Working fast, he cut the mucous membrane and exposed the

muscle.

Blood spurted out of the cut eyej Robert writhed in pain. She was in

agony. At last Dr. Bell got his scissors in position, cut the muscle. The
operation was over. A surgical bandage was applied, the ropes untied and

Robert ran to her. As he reached her, Mary’s Icnees gave way.

She was sitting by the boy’s bedside trying to reassure him when a

letter arrived from her father, bringing the news that Lexington had been

stricken by cholera. Robert Todd had moved the family to Buena Vista

and was spending his time riding the railroad cars to Lexington to take

care of business at the bank, or on horseback speaking at crossroad hamlets

in an effort to be re-elected to the Kentucky Senate on the unpopular pro-

gram of gradual emancipation. When he had to remain in town over-

night he was kept awake until dawn by the death carts on the cobble-

stones; be would fall asleep around five, only to be awakened by the

firing of field artillery which the Transylvania scientists had said might

rid the air of the disease. He assured her he was not coming into town

again until the plague had passed.

It was the last word she heard from him. Betsy wrote next, in a

black-bordered envelope, telling her that her father had been seized by

chills, become prostrate, and despite the doses of calomel, rhubarb and

opium administered to him, had grown steadily weaker. Mary would be

comforted to know that, since the plague had filled the cemeteries, her

father had been buried on the slope above the spring where his father and

a party of Kentucky hunters had lighted the first campfire of Lexington.

She sat in the rocking chair before the unlit fireplace, Betsy’s letter

fallen to the floor. Her father dead! ^he enduring love that had lighted

her life like a second sun, strengthening her in dark and discouraged

hours, gone from the world. A thousand memories flooded back: Robert

Todd taking her to table with the Clays and the Crittendens, bringing

her a Mama doll from New Orleans, telling her stories of his march

through the snowdrifts to Fort Defiance during the War of 1812,; their

evening walks along the limestone paths of their formal garden, their

Sundays riding in the fields around Buena Vista; instilling her with

confidence that she was a talented girl, worthy of the best.

There was a dull ache in her bosom: an ache for this good and decent

man who had loved life and lived it so capaciously: music, theatre, hooks,

politics, foods, houses; his hair had grown white and his step slower, but

inside himself he always had been young.



Calling to the day girl to stay with Robert, she selected a black dress

from her wardrobe and went to Elizabeth’s house. In the parlor with the

blinds drawm, sitting in a little circle on black chairs facing each other

were Elizabeth, Frances and Ann, who had just arrived from Carrollton

with the black-bordered letter in her hand. She pulled one of the chairs

into the circle and sat with her hands in her lap. She looked at her

sisters: Elizabeth, now thirty-five with a touch of gray at the temples, a

strong face, maternal, capable, her eyes masked, her lips set in a tight

line; Frances, reverting to her childhood, reflecting all its pain and with-

drawal, sitting still and cold as a marble headstone; Ann, sharp-featured,

ferret-eyed, twisting nervously on her chair.

Mary wanted to talk, to weep, to console and be consoled; yet she

discerned no genuine grief in this dark formal parlor. Why? Weren’t they

sad to know that their father was gone? All four of them, she realized,

had come away from Lexington ... she alone had carried love for her

father with her.

She could not let him go like this, an unwanted ghost at a silent wake,

attended by the four daughters of his flesh. She began to speak of Robert

Todd, quietly, affectionately, recalling good times of their childhood, of

trips on which he had taken them, of birthday parties with cakes and

candles and pretty gifts. But after a few moments she stuttered, fell

silent; for it was not only the tongues of her sisters that were stopped, but

their ears as well. In a little while she rose from the tight circle and

silently left the room.

2

IN the dullness of her daily routine she mourned her father. A
letter from Lexington aroused her: George, learning that their father’s will,

which left his entire estate to Betsy and her children, had been signed by

only one witness, had objected to its legality on the grounds that the law

required two witnesses to the signature. The probating judge ordered

Robert Todd’s estate distributed equally among the children of both

marriages,

"But that would deprive Betsy of half her resources,” cried Mary. "Fll

return my share, so will Elizabeth and Frances, Ann . . , well, I’ll handle

Ann.”

"It’s more serious than that,” explained Abraham. They were sitting bn
the porch overlooking Jackson Street. 'That court order will oblige your



stepmother to sell everything she owns and get cash: the houses, horses,

Negroes, the businesses . » ,

‘They wouldn't do that! It's cruel and stupid.”

“But legal. The money will be divided among the fourteen children. At

public auction things bring about a quarter of their value. . .

She ran into the house, came out with a straw bonnet on her head

and murder in her eyes. She returned in an hour bearing Elizabeth's

and Frances’s word that they would join in a fight to prevent their

brother from bringing the roof down over the widow's head. She sat at

the desk in the sitting room and wrote her brother a scathing letter. But

when Betsy tried to dissolve Oldham, Todd and Company, George filed

suit against his stepmother accusing her of “attempting to defraud him

of his rightful share of the estate,”

Mary planted her feet firmly on the flowered carpet of the parlor and

announced, “Abraham, the sisters want you to represent them in settling

Betsy's estate. We must go to Lexington at once.”

He looked down at her, his han^ locked behind his back, his eyes

amused and respectful.

“Agreed.”

They traveled directly to Lexington and found George at Levi's house.

His eyes were pugnacious. Only by the intensity of bis stutter was she

able to perceive how confused were his feelings.

“Mr. Lincoln, you're a la-la-lawyer, you know ah-h-bout legal ri-ri-

rights.”

“He knows about human rights too, George.”

George ignored her.

“The court ordered her to H-list all , . . es-estate assets , . . but . . .

but she’s conce . , . conce . . . hiding sil-sil-silverware, p-p-pp-plat-

ters ..."

“For heaven’s sake, George, those were birthday and anniversary pres-

ents from Father to Mother.”

“She's . . . she's not my ... mother!” He turned to Abraham, said

coldly, “She sold one slave and pock ... pock , . . kept the money.”

Abraham took some papers from the family packet:

“According to the record, your father found Bill impossible to handle,

and asked that he he sold, the proceeds to go against a debt at the hank.”

He rose, put a hand on the younger man’s shoulder,

“George, Betsy has eight children, she's grief-stricken over the loss of

your father; don't you think her burdens are great enough already?”

“She's r-r-rich.”

Abraham's voice grew stem.

“Speaking for Mary and her three sisters, I’m kinda the family lawyer

this trip, we will not participate in any suit,”

199 f



"Then I’ll file t-t-two suits, the second against y-y-you!”

Their next stop was the Todd home on Main Street. The house was

dark and unendurable. Though evaluated at five thousand dollars, the

bids were under three thousand because everyone knew it was a distress

sale,

It was not only the house that had changed, but the town as well: all

gradual-emancipation men such as her father and Gassius Clay had been

defeated in the election, and the pro-slavery men were in control. A
curfew bell rang at seven and any slave found out after that hour was

sentenced to thirty-five lashes; no free Negro was allowed within the

state’s borders. Because so many large slaveholders had died intestate

during the plague, hundreds of slaves were being sold on the block;

the legislature had repealed the Non-Importation Act which Robert Todd

had worked so hard to get passed. The terrorized Negroes were running

away, many committing crimes in their flight. Shootings of Negroes had

grown apace. Violence between white men of opposing viewpoints had

replaced political debate.

They went to the Phoenix Hotel for a light supper, then called on

Cassius Clay, who was living in his elegant town house, nursed by his

wife and mother. He had been contesting with a slavery man by the

name of Turner a seat to the Kentucky Constitutional Convention

when a son of his opponent had rushed forward, crying at Clay, "You’re

a damned liar!” Cassius had jumped off the platform and punched the

young man, then had been hit over the head with a club and stabbed in

the left breast. In turn Cassius had buried his bowie knife in the Turner

boy’s abdomen, Cassius was given up for dead. Young Turner had died.

Cassius received them in bed, his face thin and pale, his eyes enormous

under the rounded brow.

"Everyone thought I would die, Mary, but I relied on my natural vigor.

Turner was elected, and now we have a new constitution which holds that

the right of the slaveholder to his slave and increase is higher than any

human or divine law. Tell me, Mr. Lincoln, much as the Union is to be

loved, is it to be loved more than a national conscience? If slavery is to be

extended forever, I prefer dissolution of the Union to that!”

Mary always reacted faster than Abraham.

"But, Cash, surely you don’t think the Union is in danger?"

"No, Mary, the south will raise the cry of dissolution merely to carry

a point, the way hoys muddy the water to catch lobsters. The north will

cede any point rather than risk the Union; but time will show you that

liberty and slavery cannot co-exist.” He turned in bed to ease the sharp

pain that had misted his eyes. “We have tw^enty million men spread

from sea to sea, vdthout one man of greatness among them: this is the

cause of my tears, Mary,”



She leaned over the bed, kissed Gassius on the forehead.

‘‘Perhaps you are that man, Gash.’^

Cassius s eyes were riveted on Abraham.

“Mary, your husband doesn't agree with me. He believes the Union
must be preserved at ail costs. The south knows how you feel, Mr, Lin-

coln, and will make the north and the cause of freedom pay those costs.”

Clay’s wife Mary Jane came into the room to quiet her husband. The
Lincolns murmured their adieux. As they walked along the dark and now?

menacing streets Mary waited for Abraham to comment. He remained

silent.

Abraham reported to Mary that Robert Todd, instead of owning a large

portion of the bank's assets, was in debt for cash he had invested in various

enterprises. Had he lived, be would have brought most of them to

culmination, but now ...
They started for Buena Vista with heavy hearts.

As they came up the road in the carriage they saw that the tall summer

house already seemed run down. Betsy came out; the two women were in

each other’s arms. Mary said: "George is a mighty twisted and unhappy

boy, Mother.”

"Thank you for protecting our interests,” said Betsy. Then she asked

in a tight voice, "What have I done that they should grow up hating

me?”

Mary went through a swift sorting-out process.

"It wasn't you, Betsy, it was the situation; we first children were a

noisy, demanding brood . . . feeling that we came first, so were the

most important ...”

Betsy’s gaze softened. "I was always a little jealous of you, because

you were your father’s favorite.”

"I knew how lonely he was. I wanted Father to have you, to have

love . . . that’s why he loved me more than the others.”

The next morning a group of neighbors collected, the Tuckers, Hamil-

tons, Clearys, Youngs, Stuarts and several members of the Humphreys

family from Frankfort, come to buy in some of the things Betsy valued

the most; and many strangers looking for bargains.

The auction started in the kitchen, the auctioneer standing on a stool

hawldng each item. Mary stood with her stepmother, holding her icy

hand, while her most intimate possessions were sold. When a pile of bath

towels was set up for bidding, Mary felt a shudder go through Betsy;

these were towels the children used after their baths.

"Bid them in, Betsy,” Mary whispered, and her stepmother did, paying

six dollars and thirty cents for the lot; then she burst into tears and left the



The auctioneer moved into the dining room where the good china set

went to Thomas Gibson for twenty-eight dollars, the dining table for

seventeen-fifty. The Humphreys family could stand it no longer and

bought in Betsy’s preserve dishes, her extension table, vases, rocking chair,

astral lamp. Mary bought for Betsy the two oil paintings that hung over

the sideboard, several silver and glass dishes she knew Betsy loved. But

neither she nor the Humphreys family could keep up with the relentless

stripping process: the draperies, carpets, furniture, bric-a-brac. Mary was

prepared to buy the fifty-one volumes of Niks’ Register which her father

had cherished, but one of the Humphreys rescued that, so she bought

Betsy her favorite leather-bound volumes of poetry and travel.

All of the Todd personal possessions brought nine hundred dollars:

the beautiful furnishings, glassware, linens, books, art objects that had

been brought from all over the world for thousands of dollars. Mary
fiigured in her mind that as his compensation George would receive a

litde over sixty-five dollars! She groaned aloud.

The farm implements were auctioned under the locust trees, then the

horses, hogs, geese and sheep. Wagons drew up to the back door, cash was

paid, a long line of possessions began making its way down the dirt roads

to other homes. The years that Robert and Betsy Todd . . . and Mary
Todd . . , had lived in this house were irrevocably gone.

3

THE operation on Robert’s eye was a success; his eyes were
moving normally in both directions. His features were good, and now he
was quite handsome. When she enrolled him at Estabrook’s school she

watched him edge toward a group of boys, none of whom ever had seen

him before. She thrilled to the happiness on her son’s face.

Then Edward came down, though it was hardly more than a lassitude

at first; his eyes dulled, his face was dravm. As she snuggled him on her

shoulder she noticed that he was having difficulty breathing. When
Abraham came home for dinner she asked him to drop by the Wallace
home. William depressed Edward’s tongue, examined his throat.

“His tonsils are red and mottled. Make a weak solution of chloride of

lime and have him gargle frequently.”

The next morning the boy had trouble swallowing. Dr, Wallace was
there at seven. He said, “Abraham, go for Unde Dr. Todd. I’d like him to

look at Edward's throat.”

Fear zigzagged through Mary’s insides.



Their uncle came puffing up the steps, divested himself of his greatcoat,

put on his spectacles. She heard the doctors exchange phrases, . .

swollen fauces . . . inflamed surface . . Then her uncle said

:

“Looks like diphtheria, just starting. There have been se'^^eral cases in

town.’*

“Diphtheria!” She felt herself pale.

William dissolved twenty grains of nitrate of silver in an ounce of water,

attached a sponge to a whalebone and applied it to Edward’s throat. Mary
was to do the swabbing every four hours.

By nightfall the diphtheria had taken full possession; the disease

raged for five days. Mary and Abraham hardly bothered to get out of

their clothes, catching two or three hours’ sleep when the boy did not

need their ministrations. She was a tireless nurse, carried out the medical

regime intelligently, turned a calm face to her son. Her task was lightened

by the boy’s sweet nature.

The crisis passed. Abraham had been planning to buy Edward a

regular boy’s bed for his fourth birthday in March. Mary exclaimed, “Why
don’t we get it now) I’ll clear out my sewing room upstairs and give him

his own room like Bobby has. He would like that.”

Abraham went down to buy the bed. By the time it was delivered

she had moved her form and patterns and bolts of material.

Christmas and the New Year holidays went by without their knowing.

Except when he had to appear before the courts, Abraham spent all his

time with the boy. When after an eighteen-hour stretch Mary persuaded

him to leave Edward’s side and come to bed, she would awaken in the

blackness of the night to find that he had gone back to the sickroom,

sitting on a hard chair with his eyes on his son’s peaked face.

They were deep into the second month of convalescence when it again

becaxne difficult for Edward to swallow. Dr. Wallace found the child’s

soft palate and pharynx paralyzed; the following day his sight was

affected, and in spite of the half dozen doctor friends who offered their

aid, the paralysis spread to one whole side of his body. On the rainy

morning of February i, after fifty-two days of vigilance, Edward was

dead.

Shaking as though she had the ague, Mary got into bed and pulled the

blankets over her head. Lightning cracked and thunder rolled into the

house and into the bedroom, inside the bed and inside her body. She wept,

brokenheartedly, as she never had wept in her life.

“Our litde fellow is gone. Oh, Abraham, what have we done that he

should have suffered so?”

“The Lord giveth and the Lord taketh away. He took our sweet little

codger. He’ll give us more children,”

The funeral was set for Sunday- Abraham awakened her early by



bathing her face with a dampened towel, then holding her up in bed and

pressing a cup of strong black coffee to her lips.

“Drink this, my dear, it will give you strength. You must dress now.

Reverend Dresser is out of the city, but Reverend Smith will conduct the

services. You remember I was reading a copy of his book at your father’s

house in Lexington. He’s a fine minister; you’ll draw comfort from the

sermon.”

She fell out of his arms. His own cheeks were sunken, his eyes buried

deep under crags of suffering.

“Mary, you must get up. The carriage is waiting.”

“I . , . can’t . . .
go.”

She closed her eyes. Silence came. When she opened them he loomed

there, dark and brooding.

“You must come, Mary. Youll want to say good-bye to Eddie.”

“I've already said good-bye . . . ten thousand times. Oh, Abraham,

please don’t make me go ... to see them put him in the ground ... I

couldn’t bear it.”

He persisted no further. She heard the front door close, a carriage

drive away.

She fell into a fever in which nightmares mixed with delirium. She

slept, then would spring up, thinking she had heard Edward call. Chills

swept across her, raking her body with cold fire.

At the end of a week she took her first faltering steps; by the end of

the second she was in the kitchen doing a few salutary chores; and on

the next Sunday morning she went with her husband to the First Presby-

terian Church to hear the Reverend James Smith preach. The minister

was a large stalwart-looking Scotsman. He spoke with tenderness about

death, particularly of little ones, and of the solace to be derived from faith.

The pain eased, the grief crumbled at the edges.

4

IF their outside interests had vanished, she was at least grateful

that Abraham could spend his evenings at home. He would return early,

carrying a piece of beefsteak in brown paper, hang his coat on the hatrack,

exposing the galluses that held up his trousers, divest himself of his

heavy boots. She watched him stalk through the house and sit down to

supper in his stockinged feet; her efforts to improve his domestic manners
had fallen on infertile soil, the log-cabin habits refusing to be polished out

of the rough diamond. Afterwards he turned a chair upside down, sprawled



out on the sitting-room floor with his back against it and read the news-

papers. When she asked him why he read aloud, he replied;

“It’s because I learned to read in a blab school, I don’t understand what

I’m reading unless I speak it out loud and hear it in my own ear.”

Each week he would bring home a new book of humor, such as Joe

Millers Jests. He would caU across the room;

“How many legs will a sheep have if you call a tail a leg?”

“Five.”

“Wrong; calling a tail a leg don’t make it so.”

He brightened many a lonely hour.

She turned to Robert, hoping to get from him some of the affection

Edward had given so spontaneously. But Robert had established his inde-

pendence. Had he never forgiven them for his crossed eyes and for the

humiliation that had scarred his early years?

Once when Robert was defying her in cold, hostile fashion she picked

up a stick she had been using to stir her ash barrel and brought it down

aaoss his behind. When Robert had run out into the yard, Abraham

said with sadness:

“Mary, Mary.” Wanting to lighten her burden, he added, “Corporal

punishment is wasted on the young.”

Wlien they bought the Reverend Dresser’s house they had stood almost

alone on the outskirts of town; now some twenty homes had been con-

structed on Eighth and Ninth, Jackson and Edwards streets. Just across

Jackson Street lived the sheriff, Charles Arnold, and next to him Abner

Watson, the county constable, so that she figuratively could look into the

kitchen window of the law. Behind them, across the alley, were two

lively families each with a number of youngsters, the Sam Graveses,

whose little boy Hobart had been Edward’s playmate, and William Bil-

lington, a civil engineer. Benjamin Moore, the city surveyor, had built a

house close by.

There was a group of children who played together. Mary cleared out

the barn and let it be known that it could be used as headquarters for

their club. Robert converted the barn into a theatre. Mary’s heart sank

when she saw him taking valuable materials and furniture from the house

to be used as props, but she was determined to pay any price to win the

boy’s acceptance.

One afternoon there was a howling of dogs from the barn; the noise

was maddening; she bit her lip, did nothing to interfere. A little while

later she heard hurried steps in the street, saw' Abraham vault the tall

fence, run through the yard, pick up a stave of an old ash barrel and speed

across the yard to the barn. There w'ere frantic sounds of running and

one .short cry. In a few moments he came onto the back porch, carrying

the barrel stave in his hand, an outraged expression on his face.



“Why didn’t you stop them, Mary? Why did a neighbor have to make

me CQme all the way home from the ofl&ce? How can you be so indifferent

as to let them hang dogs in the barn?”

“Hang dogs? Whatever are you talking about?”

At that moment Robert came in, pulling a friend by the hand. The

little fellow was crying. He ran to Mary.

“Everybody was bigger than me ... they got through the hole in

the wall, Mr. Lincoln hit me.”

Robert protested: “We were putting on a dog act is all, teaching the

dogs how to stand up on their hind legs. They didn’t want to learn so we

had ropes around their necks and we were helping to hold them up. Then

Papa came in screaming, What do you mean by hanging dogs?’
”

Mary looked sideways at her husband and, imitating his voice, mur-

mured, “Abraham, Abraham! Corporal punishment is wasted on the

young! Shoo now, Mr. Lincoln, you’ve spoiled the dog act, so you can’t

stay for the taffy pull.”

That afternoon while Robert was helping to clean out the taffy tubs,

his cheek brushed against hers in a gesture of friendliness. Happiness

warmed her heart. And that night, for the first time since Edward had

been taken, she was able to embrace her husband with the fullness of her

love.

Within a few weeks she discovered she was pregnant.

“Abraham,” she asked, “you’ve been reading Euclid’s Geometry lately,

what are our mathematical chances of getting a daughter this time?”

She gave a small dinner party for the Simeon Francises, who were

trying to sell the Journal, for Julia Jayne, who had married Judge

Lyman Trumbull and was living in Alton, for the Orville Brownings, who
had been trying for ten years to get elected to Congress with no success.

Abiahara still carried his office in his tall stovepipe hat; when she asked

him a question about their personal affairs he would dump dozens of

letters and scraps of paper out of the hat onto a table and go looking for

the information. She rarely asked about their income; no books were kept

in the office, Abraham seldom knew how much they were earning. When
money came to him for legal fees he would divide the cash, wrap half

in a piece of paper for his partner, put the other half in his pocket. When
he wanted to visit a neighboring county seat for a few days he was obliged

to write to a friend asking him please to collect a fifty-doliar fee that was
owed to him as, “I am short of money,” When the fifty dollars did not

arrive he told her;

“If you run short you can always go down to Billy Herndon, and he
will give you my half of whatever fees came in,”

She grimaced.



The next morning while the house was sunk in predawn sleep there

was a pounding on the front door. Abraham answ^'ered it in his yellow

flannel nightshirt, which was held together by one button at the neck.

When he returned he began to dress hurriedly.

. . a client . . . apparently tried to suck all the whiskey barrels in

town . , . broke up a grocery ... I got to keep him out of jail.”

Pie returned at eight o'clock.

“Who called you down in the middle of the night?” she asked as she

handed him a plate of eggs and sliced smoked ham.

He fastened his eyes on the food. . . there were four of them . . .

your cousin Logan's son, for one.”

“Why didn’t cousin Logan get his son out of jail?”

Abraham’s Adam’s apple moved up and down in his scrawny neck while

he tried to get himself to tell another half-truth. It wouldn't work. Lifting

up his eyes, he said dryly, “It wasn’t young Logan who sent for me. It was

Billy.”

"Billy! You mean Mr. Herndon? He was in this drunken brawl?”

“Yes.”

"I hope the judge gives him six months in jail!”

“Oh, I got them all out ... by putting up enough to repair the

grocery.”

She brought her eyebrows together.

“Where did you get the cash to bail out four drunks?”

“I called on Jacob Bunn, he owed me a hundred dollars for a case I

settled for him. Since he’s become the town banker I told him to hold it

for me.”

He laid down his knife and fork.

“I wanted to leave it there ... for an emergency.”

She was angry now. “And Billy Herndon’s brawls are to be the emer-

gencies for which our money is saved?”

“We all have weaknesses. If I got into trouble through one of my weak-

nesses, Billy would pay my costs. That’s what friendship means, Mary.”

She sank into a chair at the kitchen table, tears of exasperation in her

eyes.

“There are times when I think you love him more than you do me.”

“Now, Mary, I love Billy as my partner; I love you as my wife, I try to

be a good friend to both of you,” He grinned weakly. “If you got drunk

and broke up a grocery store, I'd bail you out too.”

She shook her head at him in despair, high spots of color on her fore-

head and cheeks.

“That’s a mighty Christian sentiment, Mr. Lincoln!”



SHE knew that he went to visit his family in Coles County

once a year, and wondered why he did not at least invite to Springfield his

stepmother, to whom he seemed devoted. She remembered how upset

he had been in Washington when he had received two letters, one from

his father and one from his stepbrother John Johnston, Sarah Bush Lin-

coln’s son by her first marriage, both asking for money. To his father he

had replied that he cheerfully sent him the twenty dollars which sum

Thomas Lincoln said was necessary to save his land from sale, even though

he knew the story to be untrue; but to his stepbrother he wrote that he

did not think it best to comply with his request for an eighty-dollar loan,

proposing instead that Johnston go to work Tooth and nails for some body

who will give you money for it,” promising that for every dollar he

earned Abraham would give him another. When his stepbrother wrote

that his father was dying from a lesion of the heart, she was hard pressed

to understand why he did not leave at once for the Coles County farm;

the explanation came three days later in another letter which explained

that Thomas Lincoln had simply had a lot of phlegm on his lungs, from

which he was now entirely relieved. She thought of her own brothers

George and Levi ; what family was not complex, obliged to carry its mem-
bers from station to station as a living cross?

Nor had he once since the painful revelation of his mother’s illegitimacy

spoken of her. While they were in Washington he had communicated

with various Lincolns, trying to find out if they were related to his

grandparents; but on the subject of his mother’s family and the question

of her totally unknown father he maintained silence.

The original joy with which she had welcomed her pregnancy turned

to ennui. Did her backaches and constant awareness of the child result

from fatigue, or were they due to fear that forces beyond her control

might strike her down again?

Abraham was enveloped in his own anxieties. The spring of 1850 was a

mild one, wild flowers splashed the prairies with color, the local life

of Springfield was peaceable, yet the threat of disunion completely

dominated the air. His fearful forebodings filled the house as he read to

her the heightening of the slavery conflict as reported in the Washington
National Intelligencer, the New York Herdd, Congressional Globe,

Charleston Mercury and Richmond Enquirer. True, the best minds of the

country were working for compromise: if the south would vote to admit



CaKfotnia as a feee state, then the north would vote for a £ugmve slave

law with the federal government returning runaway slaves to

if the south would vote for the admission of New Metnco and Utah as

territories without constitutional sanctioning of slaveiy the nordi w

admit the new territories without slavery being legally prohibited. But

John Calhoun, parental voice of the south, denounced compromise, urging

the southern states to ivithdraw from the Union; the ^ohtionist voices o

the north, even that of Horace Greeley in the New York TnHme, weie

equally shrill in their demands that the south he severed from the Union.

He gazed up from the sea of newspapers surrounding him on the fiooi

and cned^.

Washington ... if I could he there now I could raise

my voice . . . help bring the north and south extremists a litde closer

toLther. As it is, I Lve no place to make myself heard . . . and President

tLioi is going to bring on civil war, my life upon it! Did I do eyeiythmg

in Ly poL ?o see that General Taylor was put into the White House

so that President Taylor can bring the country to the verge of dissolu-

^^°With the ividely published statement that it was not merely the southern

politician who wanted disunion, but the southern people a whole, and

the calling of an all-southern conference in Nashville

intent to set up an independent Republic of the South, a dead-ash von

sky seemed to lower over the horizon, blotting out the Wht
This aura of dread tightened the cocoon of her nervousness. Dr. Wallace

ordered her to bed.
i • j* ,*«. T,cr mnfc

For her, the conHict over secession was no academic ‘

were in Kentucky, and Kentucky was a slave ^egidaWre^^^^

nated by pro-slavery men. Any attempt by the north to hold the southern

states in L Union by force meant that Kentucky would

her brothers Levi and George, her half brothers Samuel

hundreds of her blood kin fighting against the Todd, L^n-

Wallace, Edwards and Lincoln boys of Springfield. Having grown up w h

many planters who were protective to their slaves, and wi '

without them, she understood the blind fury of those wio

of being stripped of their lifetime earnings by outsiders v.ho ^new 1 ttie

of their problem; while at the same time, having
, 7 Cassius

who favored emancipation, having been moved from c i

Glays determination that slavery must go, she understood T
abhorrence of the abolitionists who felt that in helping sustain s av .) ^

federal law they were in turn personally responsible tor it.

Her only source of comfort was that she and Abraham agreed on

slavery issue; with the congressional storms beating a out t eir ea s,

with their friends agitated and quarreling, with her own ommpresen



physical fears, she did not know how she would have endured had she

and Abraham been split on this basic moral problem.

At the end of three weeks she insisted that she had to cook a few digesti-

ble meals for her family, clean the house of the dirt left by the three

servants, each of whom she had kept one week.

• On the Fourth of July Abraham left for Chicago to attend the United

States District Court. A few hours after his departure word reached Spring-

field that President Taylor was down with cholera. Abraham once had

asked, ^"How do we save ourselves from a man who doesn’t understand

that he s president equally of all the people, of all the sections and ail

the states, and as the father of all his children he cannot help one by

destroying another?”

One answer came when President Taylor died. Millard Fillmore, a

moderate man, was inaugurated. Mary learned with satisfaction tiiat

former Congressman Lincoln, who had withdrawn from politics, had been

invited by Whig party of Chicago to deliver the eulogy on the dead

president, and had not felt free to decline.

By the time he returned, toward the end of the month, a new political

climate had settled over the country. Henry Clay’s Compromise Omnibus

bill had been defeated not only by the Democrats but by Whig President

Taylor, who feared that a victory for Clay meant that the senator from

Kentucky would be the next president of the United States. Wanting to

preserve the peace, President Fillmore now declared in favor of the Com-
promise. There was lacking only a new leader to come forth and take

command. Out onto the stage stepped the chairman of the Committee

on Territories, none other than thdr old friend and adversary, Stephen

Douglas.

“It’s funny how that little man -always lands on his feet,” exclaimed

Mary, her expression caught between admiration and puzzlement; “there’s

never been another time when the Committee on Territories was of great

importance, yet today the chairman of that committee holds the fate of

the Union in his hands. How does he do it, Abraham?”
‘The Little Giant has a genius for being at the right place at the right

moment , .
. just like mel” He gave an ironic toss of his shoulder. “I’ll

wager you this: if Douglas is successful in bringing out of his committee

a series of bills which will get California, New Mexico and Utah admitted

peaceably, he’ll be the biggest man in our country. It will make him
number one with the Democrats, and put him in line for the presidential

nomination in ’52.”

"Abraham, you can’t be serious!"' She was aghast. "Lie’s been in tlie

Senate only three years. How can he have taken over the party so

quickly?”

She was glad that Abraham did not answer, the question she really had



wanted to cry out was, How could he have come so far when we have

come up so short?

Swiftly Stephen Douglas took control of .the Congress: organizing, w^hip-

ping recalcitrant factions into line, stripping Clay’s Omnibus and separat-

ing its parts into individual measures, each of which could pass by muster-

ing friends behind it. The sum total of all the passing w^as a compromise

which could satisfy the majority of both the north and the south and once

again, as with the Missouri Compromise of 1820, give them a chance to

live without strife. The only shocking aspect was the harsh fugitive slave

law. Abraham spread his arms wide, then dropped them hard against his

sides, like a man who had pondered these matters long and fruitlessly.

Peace descended upon Springfield, and upon the United States. Wise

and moderate men had prevailed. Standing in the center of the landscape,

bigger than life, bigger even than the Executive Mansion, stood Senator

Stephen Douglas of Illinois: the single greatest cohesive force in Washing-

ton. In the streets, in the shops, in the homes of her friends, Mary heard

the same remark:

"Stephen Douglas will be the next president of the United States.”

“He picked up the pieces the old giants couldn’t assemble,” agreed

Abrabam; “he saved us from disunion. That talent for organization is what

kept beating us Illinois Whigs for the past ten years.”

He left again for the circuit swing. She was in her seventh month, with

a great sense of heaviness. The kitchen became the sitting room, she and

Robert eating their meals before the warm stove, remaining there until

bedtime with spelling book and sevdng basket. Since Abraham’s defeat for

the Land Office he had been lethargic about national affairs and the debates

in Congress; how with the passing of the Compromise measure he sank

back once again into political apathy. The trip would be good for him. He
was happy with his fellow lawyers. She knew the excitement of court days

in the Illinois towns when the county folk came to foregather and fore-

close. The taverns and coffeehouses would be filled, whole families coming

to see the traveling carnivals, revivals and minstrels who followed the

courts.

Abraham still was happiest with men. It was not only the excitement of

the courtroom, the spontaneity of cases he had to organize by a few mo-

ments’ reading of the papers, but the hilarity as well, with nearly three-

hundred-pound Judge David Davis leaning down from the crude bench

saying, “Mr. Lincoln, how does that strike you?” and Abraham, as be-

fitted the official humorist of the Eighth Circuit, giving hack a story which

would send the court into gales of laughter. The night sessions in the

hotel room of Judge Davis, always the best in the tavern, Abraham relished

even more; here the lawyers held their mock court, satirizing what had



happened in the day’s cases, with the stories, the bottle, the singing going

the rounds until midnight.

There was the time Abraham refused to join the firm of "Catch ’em and

Cheat ’em”: upon arriving at Danville, one of his young partners brought

him the case of a demented girl with property valued at ten thousand

dollars, who was in need of being saved from what the town described as

a "designing adventurer ” Abraham won the case for the girl in twenty

minutes. Upon learning that his partner charged her a $250 fee, he obliged

him to return half of the money. Judge David Davis summoned Abraham

to the bench, and said in a rasping whisper which could be heard to the

other end of the public square, "Lincoln, you are impoverishing this bar by

your picayune charges of fees, and the lawyers have reason to complain of

you. You are now almost as poor as Lazarus, and if you don't make people

pay you more for your services you will die as poor as Job’s turkey.”

That night the lawyers assembled while the judge tried Abraham be-

fore his orgmathorial court, found him guilty and fined him two dollars

for his "awful crime against the pockets of his brethren at the bar.”

Nor did the hardships faze him: die muddy roads across the prairies, the

uneatable food, the two or three men in a bed. Sitting in the shabby buggy

behind his bay horse, Buck, he would study Euclid and books on invention

in the jogging silence. He enjoyed the handling of hundreds of cases,

winning for his clients, counseling the young lawyers who came to him

for advice, taking Judge Davis’s place on the bench for a day or two when
the judge could not preside.

Tlie house was silent during the day, with Abraham on circuit and

Robert away at school. There were times when, resting in bed, browsing or

daydreaming, it seemed as though she were a young girl back in her

bedroom in Lexington, excited at being voted the most popular girl at Men-
telle’s, living in an atmosphere of fun and gaiety. Everything that had hap-

pened in the interval had been a dream: she had never come to Spring-

field, never met Abraham Lincoln, never married, borne two sons and

lost one of them, aspired to the heights, fallen. Then the child within her

would stir, the dream recede before the movement of life and the reality

of eleven years.

6

THEIR third son was an amazing replica of Edward. She con-

tracted childbed infection, ran a fever of 104®; it was a full month before



she was able to get out o£ bed. In gratitude for Dr. Wallace’s constant care,

they named the boy William Wallace Lincoln.

She found Abraham pacing the house, his head down, hands clasped

behind his back.

"It’s my stepbrother again; he’s written me two letters telling me that

my father is desperately ill, and that I must come at once. Here’s a third

letter, accusing me of being uninterested in my family. You know that’s

not true, I desire that neither Father or Mother should be in want of any

comfort in health or sickness, and I’m sure they have not failed to use my
name to procure a doctor or anything else that my father might need.”

He wrote to his stepbrother:

I sincerely hope Father may yet recover his Healtli. Say to him that if

we could meet now, it is doubtful whether it would not be more painful

than pleasant.

A few days later, when Abraham received news that Thomas Lincoln

had died, she saw that he was not so much distressed by the death as by

the fact that he could feel so little over it. She was surprised to find

her husband, like her sisters, unforgiving.

At the end of January she left the house for an Episcopal fund-raising

supper in the Supreme Court. She had baked as her contribution a

three-layer jelly cake, which Abraham carried on a silver platter to the

church ladies. In celebration of the birth of their son, he took her to a ball

at the courthouse, and to see the Robinson Family in Mmd of Munster.

Much of the odoriferous Chicken Row had been torn down, with three-

story brick buildings going up in its place; Jacob Bunn had opened Spring-

field’s first private bank; and it was now illegal for hogs to run the

streets.

"Apparently the hogs are taking that law seriously,” Mary commented

as they made a tour of the square and did not once have a pig brush against

her skirts.

Abraham’s business wms slow, though he was retained by the Alton and

Sangamon Railroad to attend the legislative sessions and watch any rail-

road bills that might he introduced. He came home for supper at five,

washed in the basin on the back porch, ate his shrimp creole or Susque-

hanna shad, played with the baby.

'We must not show too much of our love for William,” Mary cautioned;

"Robert is too young to understand that part of our feeling is grati-

tiide.

Abraham no longer read the new hooks being published, hut when

Robert led his class in Latin, he started studying with the boy. In the

evenings he was restless, more and more often ended his pacing by putting

on bis boots, stock and coat and going downtown to the Supreme Court



library where the lawyers arid legislators congregated. She thought it

inconsiderate of him to go out night after night, leaving her alone in the

house with the two children, but she was too proud to tell him so. Instead

she bought tickets for the Washington Birthday ball which was held in

the new ballroom over the post office, as well as for the Robinson Family

in What's in a Name? Her friend Julia Jayne Trumbull came in from

Alton and Mary invited thirty couples to dinner. When return invitations

were received Abraham groused about getting too much social life; she

ignored his grumbling.

At the end of March when he prepared to leave on his ten-week ride

around the Eighth Judicial Circuit she was reluctant to have him go.

“Abraham, why can't you split the circuit with Mr. Herndon?"

“Billy is just no good at circuit riding; I get four times the amount of

business. Besides, he’s miserable on circuit; he insists on staying home

with his family."

She thought, And you don’t; that’s why I’m left without any husband

six months out of the year.

The town was filled with wagon trains heading for California; she grew

timid about being left alone in the house. Frequently she thought she

heard prowlers on the back stairs. She asked Howard Powel, twelve-year-

old friend of Robert’s, if he would sleep upstairs in Robert’s room until

Mr. Lincoln returned; he agreed to do so for five cents a night.

She expected Abraham for a visit at the end of the second week, or

the third at the latest, but these week ends passed and the fourth and fifth

as well. She ran out of money. When Abraham did not come in by Friday

afternoon of the sixth week she was forced to go down to the office.

She dressed to the teeth in her newest, a striped pink alpaca falling

over large hoops, with a deep rose knitted shawl, and climbed the stairs

to the Lincoln-Hemdon office. William Herndon rose from the lone

desk by pushing himself upward on his hands. They stood staring at each

other over an unbridgeable chasm, he with one eye closed as though to see

her better. In the passing instant she noted that his hair and half-length

eyebrows still were jet black. •

She .turned away and looked at the office: the two dilapidated work-

tables arranged in a lopsided T, well carved by a jackknife, the four or

five cane-bottomed chairs and long rickety sofa propped against the wall,

the rear windows thick with dirt, the floor unswept, plants growing in a

corner where Abraham had dumped the seeds he had brought back from

Washington.

She pulled in her lips with a gesture of distaste, remembering how
her father’s office had been scrubbed every morning before he reached it;

how beautifully decorated it had been with its French wallpaper, hunting

prints, desk and chairs tooled by Lmcington’s finest furniture makers. She



siglied; that was another world, another civilization, really. Reluctantly

she brought her eyes back to Mr. Herndon.

“Mr. Lincoln told me to come here for money belonging to him.” She

had not known her tone would be icy until she herself heard it. “You have

some, no doubtr*”

Herndon opened the bottom drawer on the right-hand side of the desk,

indicating a number of paper packages, a few of them tied with string.

“Each package is Mr. Lincoln’s half of a fee. Help yourself.'’

She stared at him for another moment, strongly tempted to turn on her

heel and go out through the filthy office and down the stairs without taking

the money for which she had come. Red in the face and furious at herself,

she reached dovm, picked up a handfiil of the little packages, dropped

them in a shopping bag, swept aside her full skirts and strode out in

silence.

Abraham appeared at noon the next day, bringing with him two hun-

dred dollars in cash. She was smarting from the painful scene of the day

before, and from the fact that she had had no word from him for nine

weeks. When he leaned down to kiss her she turned her cheek sideways.

“This makes me a little impatient,” rebuked Abraham. “I did not make

the long journey just to argue the week end away.”

Each lay rigidly at the far side of the bed; Mary so close to the edge

she thought she would fall out. After a while he said, “Now, Molly, let’s

not stay in a pet.” They made it up.

Summer began early, hot and sticky. Cholera struck, with several quick

deaths. Mary tried to keep Robert in the house, but his cries rocked the

walnut planks of the walls. The only pleasant part of the oppressive

season was that Abraham was doing well in the Springfield session of the

United States Circuit Court; he had a number of important cases of a

business nature, with correspondingly higher fees. He loaned out three

hundred dollars to Daniel E. Ruckel at ten per cent, and took a mortgage

for six hundred dollars against the Thomas Cantrall eighty-acre farm.

“Abraham, why don't we buy land with our savings'?” she asked. “You’ve

told me about Judge Davis and Leonard Swett buying land in all these

new townships and getting rich off it.”

“Ah well, getting rich . . He tousled his hair. “I am not a speculator,

I prefer to play it safe.”

“But if we had money coming in from investments, you wouldn't have

to stay out on the circuit the ftdl three months. A lot of the lawyers are

riding only half the time,” she added plaintively.

“In order to make money, Mary, you have to think of it pretty con-

stantly. I'd rather not tie myself down. I’m a lawyer, I should make my
money from the law. I have no talent for business.”



There was nothing more she could, say.
1

By the second week of September he was gone again for the swing
'

which would last until the end of November. He assured her that he

would get home when he could, but a number of the lawyers of the county

seats were now saving their most important briefs for him to write when

he arrived, and this meant working straight through the week ends.
i

She found a tall red-haired, blue-eyed, freckle-faced Irish girl who had

just arrived in Springfield and was looking for a home. Mary cleared out

her sewing room and installed young Sarah, who was a good worker. It was

comforting to have another adult in the house.

She received no letters from Ahraham, only an occasional message

carried by one of the Springfield lawyers returning home for a week end.

When he did not return by the seventh week end and she knew hy actual

count that every other lawyer touring the Eighth Circuit had returned

at least once to be with his family, she not only missed him but grew

ashamed. Nor was there any possibility of keeping her humiliation a

secret; the lawyers who traveled the circuit were close friends, their families

knew of each other's doings. She could not conceal the fact that she alone

had not received a visit from her husband; there certainly was no chance to

keep the embarrassment from her sisters. Was he too busy? tired? in-

different?
I

In the early months of their marriage Abraham had been the only i

lawyer to ride the sixty long miles for a Saturday afternoon and Sunday
i

with his wife; then she had been proud. Was this the penalty for her 4

pride?

The three weeks of November were a torture; her headaches return-
|

ing, she lay awalte wide-eyed and miserable, spelled out each of the re-
[

maining hours: Ahraham was in Shelbyville, some fifty miles away, per-
|

haps too long a trip to make, but on the following week end he was i

only thirty-five miles away in Decatur, not too far to come home had he

, wanted to. : !

At the end of the tenth week she came to the conclusion that her hus-

band had been cruel to her and to their sons. If he had been sensitive,

if he had been kind, he would have made the journey home for their

•sakes.'^ ,

He arrived just before noon of a washday, with the house smelling

of soapsuds and steam. She saw him drive through the back-alley gate, the

buggy, the horse and Abraham covered the same dust gray. She was in
|

her morning dress with her hair piled on top of her head. She made no
effort to change or pretty herself. When he walked through the yard !

and up the back steps she said from one of the tubs: |

"You couldn’t have arrived at a more opportune time . . . for soiled f

linen."
i



He stared at the rear outline of a huge girl with red arms and parboiled

fingers hanging out wash on a flapping clothesline. Mary commented

simply that Robert was in school, William in bed with the colic,

"Hes contrary that way, never gets the colic except washdays. What
have you got in that brown paper, Abraham, a string of pearls for me'?”

‘A beefsteak.”

The beefsteak came out raw at one end, burned at the other; the

tea tasted bewitched; and when she sat down at the table she saw that

the tablecloth was wrong side out, the bread had too much saleratus

and the milk was sour. She felt there was a kind of rudimentary justice

in all this.

7

SOME part of her husband had not returned, or at least was not

present in the Eighth Street house. There was little joy in him, or excite-

ment. The dozen or so newspapers lay unopened; he did not bother to read

Stephen Douglas’s big speech before the United States Senate. She told

him about the new books she had bought during his absence, read him
what she thought to be interesting paragraphs; he nodded gravely and sat

in silence. When Harriet Beecher Stowe’s Uncle Tom's Cahin was pub-

lished in hook form Mary gulped the first of the two volumes in a single

sitting; when she handed it to Abraham he merely glanced at the frontis-

piece, a woodcut of a Negro cabin, then put the book aside without turning

a page. When she attempted to bring him up to date on the news of

Springfield he listened with one ear open to her, the other opened inward

to his own competing voice.

Could it be disappointment with the results of the trip? He assured her

that he had had no failures aside from a case or two which he was con-

fident would be reversed in a higher court.

Then what had caused him to turn to some dark winter cave of dis-

enchantment? Certainly it was no sense of guilt at not having come home
during the ten weeks; apparently it never had occurred to him that she

might be aggrieved by his staying away. Could it be that he had been

gay and vital during the ten weeks of the thousand-mile circuit ride,

and that coming home seemed dull or meaningless? But why should this

be true? He loved his wife, he loved his children, he loved his home . . .

or so he said. How did she treat a husband who seemed perfectly well,

even affectionate when affection was asked of him, but whose paddle

wheel apparently had stopped turning?



The following Sunday morning as she was returning from church she

saw Abraham ahead of her, pulling a wagon with year-old William in it.

As she crossed Market Street, WiUiam fell out of the wagon, landed on

the hard-packed dirt walk and set up a tremendous howling. However it

was not loud enough to break in on the thoughts of his father, for

Abraham continued to pull the empty wagon to the comer, his head down

on his chest.

She ran as fast as her steel-hooped skirts would permit, picked up the

child, quieted him. By the time she accomplished this Ahraliam had

turned at the corner and was coming toward her. Wlien he came to where

she was standing, legs apart, blocking his passage, he was astonished to

find that William was in her arms and not in his wagon.

"Mr. Lincoln, if I had a shillalah, and I could reach up that high, Vd

break it over your head to wake you. How far away do you go in your

mind that you don’t know your own baby has fallen out of the wagonr*”

"It’s a hard world, Mary,” he said sadly, "people are forever falling out

of wagons. Willie might just as well get used to it.”

He was busy in one Springfield court or another, had won a case for

banker Jacob Bunn as well as two cases for the Alton and Sangamon

Railroad, but his mood remained subdued. Wlien he sat in absolute silence

at the supper table, eating mechanically, and she commented, "A little

sprightly conversation might improve the taste of that roast beef,” he looked

up at her blankly, as though he had forgotten that she was sitting across

the table from him, or that he was home at the family board.

She realized anew the enormous hole that was left when politics dropped

out of their lives, how much of their waking time had been devoted to

study and discussion of the current issues. Though he was appointed a

member of the Whig State Committee on Resolutions, and was asked to

help select delegates to the Whig national convention, his participation was

dispirited. When Ninian Edwards bolted the Whig party and aligned

with the Democrats, the first apostate in their circle, Abraham was too

disinterested to become upset. Where he used to take her to meetings tw'o

and three times a week, now the only one they attended was Orville Brown-

ing’s lecture on the dignity of labor, at the Presbyterian church. It was a

bitterly cold night, nineteen degrees below zero; after the lecture he in-

vited the Brownings back to the house for a hot drink while they continued

their discussion of wage scales and protection against unemployment and
old age.

He would have to leave again during the first week of April. If she did

not tell him how^ hard the separation was on her nerves and health,

could she consider him neglectful? But could she handle it with humor?
He must not become resentful, feel put upon.

"Abraham, I hope you’re not going to work so hard you’ll come home



that terribly rich businessman yoii tdl me you don’t want to be?”

“Small fees, small change.”

“Why not arrange to take off two or three half weeks? You’ll be able

to use some fresh linen . , . and a digestible meal . . .
?”

Her voice had a bantering note; he rose to it.

“They tell me home cooking is the best.” His voice became flat again.

“But sometimes the cases go over to Friday or Saturday; I can’t ride fifty

miles just for a Saturday night and a Sunday.”

“Poor dear, now I know why they call you 'Old Abe.’
”

He flushed, turned his eyes away from hers.

“Do something daring, Abraham, sldp one whole court, say at Danville

or Paris. That’ll bring you home for a week in the middle of May, We’ll

not miss the few dollars.”

“It isn’t only the money . . . people are expecting me . . . lawyers,

clients, it wouldn’t be fair to disappoint them.”

“Would it be fair to disappoint me?” Her voice had risen. “Or your two

sons?” She waited until the emotion in her chest moved downward. “I’m

sorry I spoke sharply, but I don’t believe you know how difficult it is for

us to have you gone so long; what can I tell Robert when he says, ‘Cousin

Stuart or Logan is home, or Ben Edwards, why doesn’t my father come?’

Can I tell him we’re poorer than they, or that you love us less?”

He flinched. She reproached herself; yet he had been so unmovable.

“Very well, Mary, I’ll come home. I can’t say just when . . . whenever

there’s a short calendar.”

She turned away, weary from the encounter.

“If you feel you must stay out, do so; we’ll manage to survive,”

And so he left, in the shabby buggy behind Buck, the green umbrella

on the seat beside him, his plug hat on his head, the old blue circular cloak

from Washington over his shoulders, one trouser leg tucked into the hoot.

She did not have to wait to know that there would be no short calendar,

no week or even day rescued from the passing spring months.

8

HE returned toward the middle of June, walldng up from the

square late one afternoon with a carpetbag in his hand, having left the

horse and buggy at a downtown stable. Mary was in her rocker by the

sitting-room window helping Robert work out arithmetic sums, William

was playing on the floor with an india-rubber air ball. She was pale and

thin, the two lines on the right side of her face had deepened, the stranger



behind her eyes was her constant companion. She saw him coming up

Eighth Street, his long thin figure moodfily morose as he mox^'ed slowly to-

ward the house. She sat quietly for a moment, thinking, This must be the

gloomiest man in the world! Can there be anything harder for a wife to

bear!?

She waited in the hallway for him to come up the front steps. As he

reached for the knob she opened the door. Standing before her was the

Abraham Lincoln of November 1840 who had returned with the election

ballots from Lawrenceville, as composite a picture of misery as ever she

had seen. Now as then his left eye was high up under the eyelid, his face

a pattern of twisted torture lines, his skin sallow, his lips^ and ash gray.

Then, he had been out for weeks campaigning for Harrison for president,

high with hopes that the Whigs would win, that he would gain an im-

portant place; a few nights later he had come to her house to tell her that

she must release him. Now, as he stood before her in the open doorway

with deep blue rings and intricate ridges of wrinkles under his eyes,

sagging at the hips, fatigue and despair carved in every line of him, she

asked herself:

What terrible defeat has he suffered this time? What has he come home
to tell me?

-After supper, when he had read a story to Robert, and played with

William before putting him to bed, they sat side by side in their big

rockers before the unlighted hearth, no communication between them. A
question lodged in her throat: I

Why do you look this way?

Finally she started to talk; she told him how she had taken the sacrament

and joined the First Presbyterian Church, but did not reveal how sorely

she had needed the consolation of the church. She told of buying Dr. p
Jaynes’s chest of family medicines, of giving the children Carminative

Balsam for colic, but did not add that litde William had been sick and in

pain for a number of days, that the boy had called for his father. When
she told him that she had taken the children to every entertainment that

came to town, to the Older Circus which featured Mademoiselle Marietta

the first lady equestrian, to see the Fakir of Siva who gave a magic show
at the courthouse, she did not add that she was trying to compensate for

their father s neglect. When she related that she had bought a fourteen-

day French mantel clock from Seth Thomas, gilt china dishes and pickle

.shells from Wright and Brown, cashmeres and silks from Ninian Edwards’s

store, she did not trouble to justify her extravagance on the grounds

that there were times when she had been so despondent that she had
rushed out of the house to shop, buying anything and everything in sight

to relieve the heaviness of heart. \^en she told him that she went to a

ball with Helen and Ben Edwards and to a sing with the Wallaces, and



had been very gay, she did not tell him that it was because the whole town

w^as buzzing with the gossip that Abraham Lincoln did not come home
anymore.

The Todds had no real defense against a defeat that everyone knew
about.

Ironically, for the first time he was earning sizable sums of money,

enough for them to be comfortable. What had caused this depression, this

full-fledged bout of hypo that could not be cured by rest, good food, a

comfortable bed and financial security?

When she worked in the kitchen he tilted a chair against the wall, his

feet on the lower rung, hands clasped about his knees, eyes sad, the

picture of gloom. Thus absorbed, he would sit for hours defying interrup-

tion. Then suddenly he would throw back his head, tell her a story. At

other times he would bolt out of the chair, stalk out of the room ... or

out of the house.

She began to see little of him; Sundays he spent at the office playing

chess, coming home only when she sent Robert to tell him that dinner was

ready. She did not resist this, for in his absence he seemed more vivid to

her than in his presence. When he came home at the end of the day he

sat stony-silent before the hearth for four hours at a time, his head sunk

deep on his chest, as immobile as a man withdrawn into death. He was

taciturn, shut-mouthed, projecting nothing outside himself, alive by such

a remote spark that often she could not hear or feel him when he came into

a room. She had no clue to what he might be thinking during these long

stretches of abstraction; for that matter, she asked herself, was he thinking

at all, or simply plunged into a morass of melancholy?

When it was time for sleep she put down her book or sewing hut he

kept his candle lit and read all night: in Burns, or a philosophy hook

William Herndon had loaned him, or poems of despair: Holmes’s Last

Leaf; Mortality; the third canto of Byron’s verse about Childe Harold,

Strange, she thought, how one can sleep in the same bed with a man, yet

have him be a thousand miles away.

Early one morning she was awakened by strange noises: Abraham was

sitting on the edge of the bed mumbling to himself. She listened closely,

but his words were incoherent. After a few moments he rose from the bed,

put on his trousers, socks and shirt, then dropped into the little chair before

the hearth and sat gazing abstractedly into the cold fireplace. She sank

hack onto her pillow, her heart pounding in her chest.

She cried to herself, Why? Our failure has not been that great! Our end

is not in sight! We have committed no unpardonable crime!

She ached as she had during the twenty months after Abraham had

abandoned her. Now she had a husband, two children, a home, but her

suffering was more intense, the failure cut deeper, the impending tragedy



loomed greater. Then she had been a yoimg girl^ in danger of losing her

love. Now she was committed. Should she lose the love of her husband

she was doomed to a fragmentary existence.

The hot airless summer days were much like that earlier period, but she

was eleven years older; there were accumulated fatigues, scars: the death

of Edward, the end to their public career and ambitions; she no longer

could puli the blankets over her head, hide herself from the world.

Abraham was not being intentionally unkind, he tried sometimes to take

certain burdens from her, but the basic burden, himself, he could do noth-

ing about. How did she avoid being smothered by the oppressive weight?

She shook her head in despair. Wasn't this what she could have ex-

pected from a man who was capable of deserting her on an engagement-

wedding day? Such a man must have other periods when he would he

unable to accept the situation into which he had worked himself, and flee

into melancholia. She had imagined that her troubles had arisen from his

fear of marriage . . . Yet a man's basic nature did not change; where

there was need in him to flee to some tragic tower within himself, the

changing fortunes of life always would create the milieu.

Though unable to fathom the why of what he was doing to himself,

she did not question the extent of his misery or lose sympathy with him.

But they were young, energetic, able. Why had he created this unhappiest

period of their marriage because they were momentarily stranded in a back-

wash? She did not care how long she had to wait; but to be planning and

working toward nothing , . . that was living death.

Nor was it much consolation that he was treating the rest of the world

as he did his wife: on the street he would look directly at friends without

seeing them, shake hands without knowing whose hand he shook; even in

court he seemed centered in solitude.

In former times when he had been depressed she had made a conscious

effort to compensate for his grimness, keeping the house cheerful, putting

a smile on her face, preparing special foods such as the sweet-potato

waffles he liked so much, or buying a new vase or picture. But now she had
no such expendable strength. VWien she could no longer stand the hours of

bleak silence she would shout at him and then he would walk out of the

house without a word and be gone the entire day. Once when she was

thoroughly upset he commented in a dry voice :

“Mary, there are times when you make this house intolerable.”

"I make the house intolerable!" sh6 cried. “What do you think your

charming insouciant manner contributes to the happiness of this house-

hold?”

Their home became a grim place, weighed down by Abraham's bleak

silences and by her own harshness of manner. There were brief respites,

moments of desperate loneliness when their need for each other was greater



than the distance and ohstades fate had put between them. But they

passed quickly in the unrevealing dark, not to be recaptured w^hen the sun

rose and the problem-laden world took over again.

She knew she was hurting herself in giving in to her temper, but

she no longer had the ability to control herself. Also weigliing on her was

the galling knowledge that in the contest for Abraham, waged for years by

William Herndon and herself, she had lost. Previously Abraham had

spent as little time in his office as possible; now he ran from his home to

spend his time with the man he so affectionately called Billy. Was Abra-

ham finding peace -with his law partner? Perhaps enjoying himself?

She was shattered by the experience; all reserves of serenity were used

up. She asked herself, How long can I last? If I must he destroyed, why
can’t it be on the plane of high tragedy, where I might sacrifice my hap-

piness for some great or noble cause? But to he caught in the strained

silence in the kitchen, the misunderstanding in the sitting room, the

quarrel in the bedroom: what a terrible way to waste a life! What an

ignominious end.

9

HER former admirer Edwin Webb was nominated by the Whigs

for governor. Mary announced that she would help him because she ad-

mired his stoutheartedness in making a fight under such hopeless con-

ditions. Henry Clay died and all the Todds along with Springfield went

into mourning; Abraham was nominated to preside over the Clay cere-

monies and to give the eulogy. His only comment while they were dressing

was that although he admired Mr. Clay for the last heroic stand he had

made for the Compromise of 1850, H do feel that Clay’s personal am-

bitions may have wrecked the Whig party,”

When on June 16, 185a, Stephen Douglas was beaten out for the

Democratic presidential nomination by Franklin Pierce, an unknown

New Hampshire politician, Abraham raised his eyebrows ... in relief?

Later when he read Douglas’s first major speech of the campaign, de-

livered in Richmond,, she saw him go red in the face and then a dusty ash

gray. She was not surprised therefore when she learned that he was going

to answer Mr, Douglas before the Scott Club, named after General Win-

field Scott, who had been nominated by the Whigs, He did not write his

speech at home. She did not even know whether he wanted her to ac-

company him but when he came into the sitting room, and said, Aren’t



you dressed yet?” she took it as a tacit invitation and got into a dark blue

summer linen as quickly as she could.

The courthouse was dimly lit by tallow candles. Mary slipped into one

of the rear rows alongside her cousin Logan, using a fan to stir the

hot air. Abraham rose to tell the Whig club that he was there at his own

request because:

“When I first read Douglas's speech at Richmond I was reminded of old

times, when Douglas was not so much greater man than all the rest of

us as he now is. Believing that the Richmond speech though marked with

the same species of ‘shirks and quirks’ as the old ones was not marked with

any greater ability, I was seized with a strong inclination to attempt an

answer to it. . .

It was the first time she had known Abraham to be querulous in a

public talk, and it was obvious to her now as it had been at the moment

when she watched him read Douglas’s speech that he was consumed

with jealousy. Much of the speech she found dull and badly integrated;

when he went into a thin falsetto voice to elicit laughs the stories were

unfunny and in poor taste. She sat there in humiliation; not even in his

earliest days when he was fumbling for means of expression had she seen

him put on such a poor performance.

The cauldronlike summer dragged on; the gloom in the house was thick

enough to bury in the back yard. She found herself flaring up at situations

from which she would have turned away a year before. She quarreled with

the man driving Watson's ice wagon because she was convinced he was

giving her smaller blocks of ice than she was paying for. She quarreled

with an old Portuguese gardener who brought her wild strawberries all

summer for an agreed price of twenty-five cents, but toward the end de-

livered such small and hard berries that she felt ten or fifteen cents was

enough for the basket. She refused to give one of the Irish girls, Katy, a

raise from $1.25 to $1.50 a week, so the girl quit. A few moments later

she found Katy and Abraham in conference on the back porch.

“Now what were you two whispering about, if I may ask?”

“Oh, I persuaded Katy to stay on.”

The following Saturday night after she had paid Katy her $1.25 she tip-

toed into the kitchen where she saw Abraham give the girl a coin and

pat her on the shoulder. She went back into the .sitting room and waited

for Abraham to reappear.

"Just what did you give Katy?”

“A quarter.”

“A quarter? For what?”

"So she wouldn’t leave you. It’s too hot for you to be doing the

heavy work,”



“You have no right to go behind my back with the seiwants. No wonder

she's been laughing at me.”

“She hasn’t been laughing at you. It’s just that she’s happy because she

is getting the wage she thinks she earns.”

“I hire the servants for this house, and I know what they are worth.

You will kindly go to Katy’s place and tell her that I will no longer need

her services.”

She drudged from day to night through a thousand household tasks, but

it was difficult to get Abraham to take care of his chores. The wood box

was frequently empty, and she had to cry, “Fire! Fire!” in the hopes

of routing him out of his lethargy. Once when she had supper to prepare

and he was sitting in a chair tilted against a wall, ignoring her requests

for firewood, she picked up the last stick from the scuttle and blazed away

with it, hitting him on the nose. It cut the skin, which she fixed up with

court plaster and apologies. The next day the story was all around town.

She was convinced that it was Herndon who had spread it. However he

could not have done so if Abraham hadn’t revealed what had happened on

his domestic hearth.

She knew too that there was talk going around blaming her for Abra-

ham's unhappiness. His friends were saying, “Poor Abraham Lincoln,

married to Mary Todd.” How could she answer in rebuttal that Abraham

was disenchanted with his life because his ambitions had come to nothing

and the future looked meaningless, with little left in it beyond making a

living and following a profession he only half enjoyed? If they knew
the full facts, if they had to live with him, might they not rather say,

“Poor Mary Todd, married to Abraham Lincoln”? For there were others

who saw Abraham walking the streets dripping melancholy, who under-

stood what she must be undergoing; she had friends and sympathizers as

well as detractors.

Then, just nvo days before his departure for the fall circuit, she found

that she was again with child. She accepted the knowledge with appre-

hension. How would she fare, carrying under the great burden of their

disjointedness? Perhaps if she told Abraham it would help pull him out of

his self-concentration; knowing how much she had suffered while carrying

William, he might come home frequently. The news might make the

difference. ...

But she did not want his pity. Nor would her pride allow her to use

her condition to gain an advantage. She would utter no word; when he

returned he would see for himself, and that w>'ou]d be time enough.

The next morning she awakened severely nauseous. She barely made

the back porch. Here Abraham found her. He stood behind her, asked

sympathetically:

“Mary, what has happened to make you ill?"



She did not reply. Her hands were trembling; in the early morning sun-

light her face was a mustard green. He stared at her for a long moment,

then said:

"Mary, are you ... is this another child!?”

She nodded her head. He crouched before her, touched her cheek with

his fingers. After a moment he said:

"I promised to go to Peoria from Pekin next week and the following

week end I must take care of some work in Bloomington, but I can ride

in at the second week to make sure you are well. ...”

She rose, poured some cold water into a basin, rinsed her face and patted

the water through her hair,

"ril be all right. What would you like for breakfast?”

He had not heard her question.

"In any event 111 be home in little more than a month. Stephen Douglas

is going to speak for Franklin Pierce at the courthouse here and Tm going

to answer him.”

She thought, Steve Douglas is apparently the only one who can arouse

him any more . . . even bring him home from the circuit.
,

She bit her lip and said nothing; fried his eggs and sausages in the long-

handled spider.

There was little of the impromptu in her nature; she enjoyed giving

parties, but preferred them to be for a set time, with the food well pre-

pared, the house ready to receive guests, the hostess dressed in a beautiful

gown. Never having encouraged friends to drop in spontaneously, she was

almost totally alone.

Eliza Francis came to see her, not so much to cheer her as to make a

common bond of their difficulties: for the only other man in Springfield

who was as totally unhappy and seemingly a failure as Abraham Lincoln

was Simeon Francis. With the splintering of the Whig party, its constant

defeat in Illinois, Simeon finally had let the Journal slip until it had be-

come a much inferior paper to the Register, containing little but agri-

cultural news. Simeon wanted to establish a nursery, raise plants, because,

"though plants might be destroyed in frost or hurricane, they could not

be blighted by annual elections”; but he found no takers for his paper.

As she and Eliza sat in the parlor desolately having a cup of coffee to-

gether, Mary wondered if what had happened to Abraham and to Simeon
was the universal pattern of the man who reached middle age and found
his aspirations unachievable? Abraham was only forty-three, yet universally

known as "Old” Abe, Her father, when he was stricken at fifty-eight, was
a member of the Kentucky legislature, president of a bank and of various

mills and other businesses, young in his love of the good things of life.

For that matter she considered herself a young woman at thirty-three.



Her faith in Abraham was indestractihle: she had loved him on that faith,

married him on that faith, endured the years of patient waiting on that

faith. But for some reason indigenous to his own needs Abraham was

driving himself ever downward through Dante’s Purgator)^ to the bottom

of the abyss, where the last of his aspirations would be ground to dust on

the hard roclts of the pit. And the more his future closed down, the more

he turned away from her. This sense of rejection was painful; everything

he had done he had done by himself. Where then was her responsibility r

Being well read in the world’s romantic literature, she had thought that

when a man had disappointments in the outside world he would turn to

his love partner for solace, for renewed vitality. But when a man lost his

passion for life, did his passion for love also fade?

She had grown up believing that marriage was a rock, the 'high ground

where a couple could stand safe on the lee side of each other’s love while

the storm lashed itself out ... a sanctuary rather than a whipping post.

Love could leaven failure, give life durable meaning when its youthful

hope had fled or its ambition been crushed.

One midaftemoon her sister Ann, who recently had moved to Spring-

field with her husband, Clark Smith, came to the Lincoln house, her plump

little figure hunying up Eighth Street as though every second saved was of

crucial importance.

“Ann, you’re all palpitating, it must be mighty good news.”

“I wish it were good news, Mary . . . but it’s always the wife who’s last

to find out.”

Mary’s knees began to quake.

“Would you like a cup of coffee to sustain you while you impart the

bad news?”
“.

. . it’s that Lois Hillis woman, one of the Newhali family of singers

. . . it seems that Abraham goes to every one of her concerts, alone, won’t

even sit with Cousin Stuart or his friends . .

“He likes to be alone at entertainments.”

“Well, maybe; but that’s not the story Clark heard in his store this

morning. Seems like everybody on the circuit noticed and warned your

husband not to get involved ...”

“Now, Ann!”

"Seems last week they were staying in the sajme hotel and Abraham

asked this Mrs. Plillis to sing some of his favorite songs, and she did, then

she said he must give her some entertainment, and he stood in the parlor

and recited all the verses of Oh, Why Shotdd the Sfirit of Aiortal Be

Proud? When it was over this Lpis Hillis went up to Abraham to tell

him how beautiful it was, and could she have a copy. Abraham said, 'That’s

the only woman that ever appreciated me enough to pay me a compliment.’

Then judge Davis said, 'Why,; Lincoln, I thought you was an universal



favorite with the “fair sex!”’ and all fhe men laughed uproariously.”

Mary burned; hadn’t she paid him the compliment of falling in love

with him and marrying him? Ann, seeing that she had struck fire, hitched

her chair closer.

“The next morning, this lawyer who told it to Clark, he got up before

dawn, and when he went down to the dining room there was Abraham

standing behind Mrs. Hillis’s chair while she was reading the poem he had

mitten out for her! Now what do you think of that?”

She had a glimmer of what Ann would have liked her to think, so she

replied obliquely, ^'Abraham doesn’t sleep much on circuit; I’m sure he

enjoyed writing out the poem. They say women are gossips; if that lawyer

hadn’t gossiped to Clark, and Clark had not gossiped to you, just how
would you have been able to rush here with this luscious morsel?”

She fed her sister coffee and cake; but once she was gone she threw

hejfself down on her bed and lay breathing heavily. It was inconceiv-

able. . . . She would not allow herself to be hurt ... or torment herself

with jealousy.

Yet the next morning she was too miserable to drag her limbs out of

bed. She sent Robert over to Frances’s to ask Dr. Wallace to stop by. When
he came she poured out the tortured story of the past two wretched years.

“Why do I have so little control, William? Why am I stricken, when
other wives must have suffered as much, perhaps more, and yet have

managed to remain stable . .

“Only seemingly,” replied William Wallace in a bland tone. 'Tou don’t

know the anatomy of their suffering quite as well as you do your own.

Considering the weight and unacceptability of your burden, Mary, I

would say that you are doing pretty well.”

She raised herself on her elbows, staring at him in disbelief.

“Do you really think so, William?” Her voice had picked up in tone.

“Here I have been despising myself for being so weak!”

“No, I think you are hardy. Things are difficult for you, and I know
how sorely you are tried,”

“Oh, William, if only I could he stolid ...”

“Then you wouldn’t be Mary Todd Lincoln, you would be several other

women, none of whom you might enjoy. If I were you I would settle for

being yourself. I’ve been reading quite a little about genetics lately; that’s

the science of heredity. It might help you to understand yourself better if

you would realize that you weren’t given the best chance for a phlegmatic

nature: your mother and father were second cousins; and your grand-

mother Parker married her first cousin.”

“I know the Bible forbids cousins to marry, but I always thought that

had something to do with morals?”

“It has to do with blood lines: if two different blood lines are crossed



they have a tendency to mix thieir strengths and weaknesses; but if the

same blood lines are crossed they build up the identical strengths and

weaknesses. If your parents and grandparents had been stolid people, you

would probably be so unemotional you would feel nothing. But if they

were a touch on the emotional side, you can see how that would intensify

your sensitivity.”

She nodded, understanding.

'William, it seems like all bad times now. It’s been another twen tv-

month period like that one before we were married.”

He pursed his underlip, his eyes gently reproving her.

“You survived that first twenty months when Abraham took to the

woods; I don’t mean merely that you stayed alive, but that you kept your

love and loyalty alive. Anyone who could have been as staunch under

those circumstances is not going to be destroyed by a passing irresolution

on the part of her husband.”

“No, William, not if it is passing and not if it is irresolution. But what

if it is permanent?”

“Nothing is permanent, every hour finds a shifting in the million frag-

ments of circumstance. There are no medicines for worry or aggravation,

Mary. Now get out of bed and go about your duties, until what Shake-

speare called the 'slings and arrows of outrageous fortune’ stop bailing dovm

upon you.”

She did what the doctor ordered.

10

WHEN be returned at the end of October she needed only one

look to know that the thought of the impending child had done nothing

to recoup his spirits. He seemed, if possible, thinner and darker and

bleaker than before. She saw no sign of animation in him until she brought

up the name of Lois Hillis, with only a tiny hem of her seriousness show^-

ing...

’Tve heard all about that romantic breakfast at dawn with the pretty

voung singer, Lothario Lincoln,”

“That wasn’t a romantic breakfast, Mary, in fact it wasn’t a breakfast at

ail. I just copied out the poem I had recited the night before and brought

it to her before her stage left.”

“it’s hard enough for me . . . the malicious talk about my husband

never coming home. Now to have them flinging another young woman’s

name ...”



He broke into a wide grin, put an arm about her shoulders.

“Mary, that’s the highest compliment you can pay a homely man, to be

jealous of him. When I was in Bloomington I looked into the glass and I

resolved should I ever see an uglier man I would shoot him on sight. The

next morning I took one look at a new lawyer in town and said to him,

*Halt, sir; I made a note that if ever I saw an uglier man than I am I

would shoot him on the spot. Make ready to die.’ ‘Well, Mr. Lincoln,’ said

the man, looking me squarely in the face, ‘if I am any uglier than you,

fire away.’
”

He threw back his head and laughed. She smiled wanly.

“No one would believe any gossip about me and a pretty young girl,

Mary. They all know I’m a bad bargain. But if I had known you would be

jealous ...”

“I’m not jealous. I’m just possessive! You’re my husband. You belong to

me. God knows I’ve earned that much from all my misery.”

‘Yes,” his face became solemn again, “you have; but it is a small com-

pensation.”

They had a tenth anniversary coming on November 4, 1852. She was

determined not to let it go by default. She arranged for supper at the

American House, going to the hotel to select the menu with the new chef.

She then invited Elizabeth and Ninian, Frances and William, Eliza and

Simeon Francis, Helen and Benjamin Edwards, Julia and Lyman Trum-
bull, her cousins Stuart and Logan, Dr. Todd and his two daughters,

Elizabeth and Frances, and Ann Rodney Cushman, also a bridesmaid, the

William Butlers, James Matheny, Abraham’s best man, still clerk of the

circuit court, Mercy and James Conkling, now a successful real estate man.

She discussed with the manager the hiring of a troupe of choral singers for

after-supper entertainment.

She did not confide her plans to Abraham until everything was settled,

then told him of what she had done. She could see by the wordless way he

looked at her that he had totally forgotten they were to have a tenth anni-

versary; this fact kept him in the silence that had no choice but assent. She

pushed her advantage by insisting that he buy a new suit and a pair of

soft black leather boots for the affair.

She resolved to make the dinner party a success : it would be her answer

to the gossips of the town. She dressed in a new brocade with a round

point lace collar, wrapping her hair extravagandy with a wreath of French

flowers.

The dining room at the American House was gaily lighted. Everyone

except Abraham drank a lot of the iced champagne with the hors d‘oeuvres;

there was laughter and gaiety at the long table. The only unpleasant

moment was caused by Simeon Francis, who arrived with the news that

Franklin Pierce had been elected president by a landslide: the Democrats



ill Illinois had made such an unprecedented gain that no one could any

longer dispute that the Whigs were finished. Abraham took the news

easily; he had made only two or three desultory speeches for General

Scott, anticipating the defeat. The choral singers rendered “Come Dwell

with Me,” and a new song, "My Old Kentucky Home.” Nostalgically she

wondered what her life would have been like had she married Desmond
Fleming and remained in the Kentucky Bluegrass.

The party did not break up until midnight. Everyone thanked her for

the delightful affair, expressing the hope they would be invited to the

Lincolns’ twentieth anniversary.

Wistfully, she hoped so too.

When they reached home and were standing in the hall, she turned to

him.

“Did you enjoy your tenth anniversary party?”

“Yes, I had a fine time,”

All of her rigorous gaiety vanished. She walked into the dark parlor, sat

on the edge of a fiddleback chair and held her face in her hands. Abraham

lit a lamp, then came and stood in front of her. She raised her head, asked:

"Abraham, what have I done?”

He stared at her for a moment, uncomprehending.
“.

.
.
you mean the dinner? But I was confoundedly well pleased.”

“Even a criminal must he told the nature of his crime before being con-

victed. What is the nature of my crime, Abraham? What law of love or

marriage have I broken?”

Sadness settled over his face.

“You haven’t done anything, Mary.”

“Then why do you no longer love me?”

He took the lamp off the mantelpiece and brought it close, peering at

her intently.

“Why do you ask that question?”

“Because I’ve asked it of myself a thousand times in this past dreadful

year when you stayed away or when you came home only to move through

the rooms like a ghost.”

“I never realized you felt this way.”

"Tell me, Abraham, have I forced you into activities you did not want?

Were my ambitions in directions opposite to yours or unsympathetic to

you? Have I judged you unworthy for any task you were called to?”

“.
. . no, it isn’t any of these things ... it has nothing to do with

you ..

. . but it must or you would not have put me out of your life.” She

sat rigidly in the chair with her hands clasped between her breasts. 'What

has happened to the closeness of our relationship that you turn away from



me, stay out on circuit for months at a time . . . when you don’t have to?”

. , this is terribly painful to me”
"Painful!” Her voice was a supplicating cry to the heavens, "What do

you think I’ve been suffering?”

He put a hand on her shoulder,

"I didn’t realize you were suffering, Mary . . . because I was so blinded

by my own melancholy, I guess.”

"I know I’ve made mistakes, Abraham: I should never have quarreled

with those men at Mrs. Sprigg’s boardinghouse; I shouldn't have flares of

temper with the servants, or speak harshly to tradesmen. I don’t keep

house as easily as Mammy Sally; I’m sometimes penny-pinching, but it’s

you who trained me to be economical so you could pay back your debts. I

love fine materials and I spend more money on them than I should, but

I’m not buying expensive gowns from New York, I’m only buying

materials and spending my own time sewing the costumes . .

"Please, Mary . . . don’t shrive yourself before me.”

She rose and walked to the whatnots on either side of the fireplace,

running her hand over the oval frame boxes containing hair flowers.

"Why do I humiliate myself this way? I’ve never been an ugly woman,

I’m not ill formed, I’m not ignorant. I never lacked for friends ... or

suitors. I made up my mind what I wanted in life, and in you I found

what I wanted. I loved you. I was never able to understand that dreadful

twenty months when you ran away from me; nor why you should have

wanted to put us through such misery. Perhaps it is only your children and

sense of obligation that keep you from vanishing from my life now . .

He hung his head, answered in a hoarse tone, "I deserve that.”

“I’m not interested in your just deserts. I only want to Imow why I am
no longer attractive to you. You found me bright and intelligent . .

.”

"I’ve always respected your judgment,” he interrupted,

"Then have I become dull-witted? Do I no longer understand the issues

that fate us?”

He turned away from her, gazed sightlessly into the mirror on the table

between the street windows, started speaking in a low tone.

. . my feelings for you have not lessened in any way, Mary. Nor has

any of my , .
.
gloom . . . been caused by you. Everything that has

happened to me comes from outside our home: my falling into disfavor,

into a meaningless life because there is nothing to look forward to. There
are times when I cannot endure the thought that I have nothing to give

to anyone, not even my wife. But you can’t know the hell I have suffered.

You’ve never hurt me; certainly you’ve never been too ambitious for me;

mine has always been the greater ambition. . . .” He was silent, winding
Iris watch unknowingly wth a brass key. "I have been wrapped up in my
own dejection. It never occurred to me to ask what effect all this would



have on my wife. I didn’t know yoti were unhappy, Mar)^; I know nothing

about women”
"Are you telling me that you don’t know how deeply you have cut your-

self off from your wife and children?”

He made fumbling gestures with his hands, his shoulders stooped, his

big, long-faced head leaning forward toward her. His answer was oblique.

"Out on circuit I am a practicing lawyer, moving from town to town

amidst the bustle of my fellow lawyers and the flurry of the courts and

clients and young lavyyers coming to me to write their briefs. I am an active

and successful man, doing all that any man needs to do . .

"And when you’re at home?”

"Here in Springfield ... I realize that the practice of the law can

never fill anything but a small part of my life ... that the rest of it is

empty.” He gripped her shoulders so hard she could feel the pain of her

flesh under his grasp. "Try to understand me, Mary: it’s only when I

come home that I realize Tve been a failure. That’s when I feel I would

rather be any place in the world than here.”

Her voice became lower, gentler. "I have never turned a face toward

you accusing you of failure.”

He stood so close that the rough material of his baggy knees brushed

against the brocade of her dress.

“No, Mary, the sense of being remiss has come from inside me. We
started out with such high hopes, you gave me your one and only life

when you could have gone elsewhere to greater advantage: men better

born, better educated, certainly with better prospects ...”

"My feelings have not changed ...”

"It’s too late now. When I realize how completely I’ve let you down,

how I have become the least of all the men we know, it’s hard for me to

come home. , , . It’s not that I no longer love you, Mary.” His voice too

was a lonely cry in the night. "It’s that I no longer love myself! The years

have put a damp on my spirit.”

There was silence in the cold dark parlor. Then she spoke.

'Why have you lost your perspective, Abraham? Everyone knows that

politics is a sometime tiling, that defeat in an election is no measure of a

man’s worth.”

"I’m no longer interested in politics, Mary.”

"Isn’t this just another flight?” Her voice was soft, for she did not mean

to hurt him, yet the tone was insistent.

"A steaming jungle of despair?” He smiled wanly. "I don’t think so.

It’s just an acknowledgment that I’ve been barking up the wrong tree.”

“You told Gibson Harris that you like a tree better in the winter; that

then you can see it in all its stark truth. The only reason you’re now say-

ing that you’ve been barking up the wrong tree is that the tree hasn’t



borne fruit for us. But if you like it when it is in full fruit, then you have

to like it in the vvinter. This is winter for us; but that doesn't mean the

tree of politics is dead,”

He grinned ruefully.

T always felt I could be needed and serve a purpose. But the kind of

man needed today is a Stephen Douglas.”

“You are the one who has said that there was room for both of you.”

“If by his methods he can succeed and become dominant, then my
methods can get me nowhere.”

“Times change, needs change. May I quote one of your favorite pas-

sages from Julius Caesar: Tliere is a tide in the affairs of men, which,

taken at the flood, leads on to fortune.’ I’m still a young woman, I feel that

my life lies before me. Politics is in my blood. We must hold our heads

high, read and study and think until the day comes when we can find

our rightful place.”

He took her in his arms, murmured, “You never lose hope for me, do

you>” and kissed her tenderly on the mouth.

Someone came running up the steps, pounded sharply on the door.

Abraham admitted a young man.

"Mr. Lincoln, old lady Westly is dying. She sent me to ask you to come

write her will.”

Abraham turned to Mary. “Would you keep me company?”

It was an hour’s ride in the cold autumnal night, the fields lying in dark

stubble. When they reached the farmhouse Abraham asked Mrs. Westly

a few simple questions, and wrote the will. She asked in a feeble voice if

he would read from the Bible. One of the woman’s sons offered him their

copy, but he shook his head, reciting from the Twenty-third Psalm:
“ Though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear

no evil, for Thou art with me . .

”

As they were riding home in the predawn darkness, sitting close under

the blanket, Mary said, "Pastor Lincoln, you did real well for a man who
is not supposed to have a religion.”

Abraham looked up. The heavens were full of stars. He called off a few
of their names.

“I can see how it might be possible for a man to look down upon the

earth and he an atheist, but I cannot conceive how he could look up into

the heavens and say there is no God.”

They rode in silence for another moment, then she felt his hand reach

out and take hers.



11

IT was what the old settlers called “a good tight winter,” with

plenty of snow, rain and cold. When Abraham had to leave for three more

weeks of circuit, then to take evidence in the Illinois and Michigan Canal

dispute for the legislature, he assured her he would he home at every

opportunity.

One morning when she felt distress she summoned Dr. Wallace. He
said: '‘Mary, not letting a doctor take care of pregnant women because

of the question of delicacy is profound nonsense. There is a man in

town, a German doctor by the name of Wohlgemuth who is a surgeon

and accoucheur. I’d like to have him take care of you during these months,

and deliver your baby . . . instead of calling in a midwife at the last

minute. Do you think Abraham would approve?”

“He might. . .

When Abraham returned in mid-December he gave Dr, Wallace per-

mission to call Dr. Wohlgemuth, who wore a beard as long as Michel-

angelo’s Moses but who knew precisely what she was undergoing, and

wrote a prescription which did away with most of her pain. Abraham had

had a successful trip; he loaned one of the local blacksmiths five hundred

dollars on an interest note, and when Ninian Edwards overextended him-

self, was able to help him out of his difficulties with a substantial amount

of cash. He had bought two lots in Bloomington as a gift for her, and also

brought the story of the proprietors of an area in Logan County who had

asked permission to name their new town Lincoln, in his honor.

“I told them they’d better not do that for I never knew anything named

Lincoln that amounted to anything,” he said with a laugh, but she could

see that he was pleased.

If there was no great fire within Abraham, neither was there the intense

melancholy of the past twenty months. The driving force of the early

years, that he must somehow leave the world a better place than the one

he had come into, was nowhere apparent; if there was a vestige of despair

in the quiet corners of his heart, he now shielded it from her and from

the world. He was attentive and friendly, spent more time with the boys,

playing marbles with them on the front street, going with Robert to Esta-

brook’s Academy to hear the boy recite. Though he refused to join the

large crowd going to the Hall to see Governor Matteson sworn in, or to

attend the open reception at the governor’s home, he volunteered to go to

her Bell Society banquet in the Senate chamber to help her group raise



money for a new church bell He also took her to Stephen Douglas’s levee

at the Capitol in honor of Douglas's re-election to the United States Senate

for another six-year term; as part of his recovery he had put aside his feel-

ings about Senator Douglas, pushing through the jam of fifteen hundred

celebrants to congratulate him.

When on the morning of February 12,, 1853, the Illinois Senate, as a

birthday present to Abraham, unanimously passed the bill making the

new town of Lincoln the county seat of Logan County, Mary quickly set to

work constructing a papier-m^ch6 model of a state capitol which she placed

in the middle of the dining-room table, then sent out messages to their

family and friends to come to a buffet supper. There was no need for her

to play a role at this party, to fix a smile on her face; she was content. At

the height of the fun about the supper table Abraham leaned over and

said, "This time I think 111 accept your offer. . . . Now that my father is

gone, Fd like to name a child after him.”

‘Tranldy, Fm boning up on names hke Emilie and Eliza.”

"Reconcile yourself, Mary, the science books I've been reading say that

like ingredients always bring forth like results.”

Her fourth child was delivered by Dr. Wohlgemuth in the early morn-

ing hours of a bright April day. She heard the doctor say, "A boy,” then

noted idly that the baby’s cry had a strangely hollow sound.

She slept straight through the next twenty hours, awakening in time for

the first feeding. To her eyes the baby seemed the fairest of the four, with

a good stand of blond hair and small features. Abraham stood over her,

chuckling:

"He looks Hke a tadpole, with a big head on such a small body. FIl bet

it’s crammed with brains. I think we'll make a poet and philosopher out

of him, like Mr. Emerson.” He ran his fingers through tine child’s fine

hair, saying, "You're going to have too much sense to be an ambulating

country lawyer, aren’t you, Tadpole?”

She smiled; it was good to hear him make a joke on himself. She lay

back among the pillows gazing down into the baby's eyes while he nursed.

After a time she noticed a tiny but steady streain flowing through his

nostrils. She pushed herself up among the cushions, shifted the baby’s

position, then resumed the feeding; hut the strange and somewhat fright-

ening procedure continued.

She told Dr. Wohlgemuth about it. He hesitated, then said:

.
.
yes, I know . . . there’s a little deviation, nothing too serious , .

The hollow-sounding birth cry came to her mind.

"What . , . what ... do you mean by . . . deviation?”

‘Well, a small aperture in the roof of the hoy's mouth. Most of his milk

he swallows, but at the moment he breathes, it goes up through the open-

ing into the nasal passages.”



Too stunned to think, she straggled forward on her elbows, her eyes

devouring the doctor’s face. Then she started to open the boy’s lips. The
doctor stopped her with a dismissing dip of the hand.

“There’s nothing to see, and nothing to worry about, Mrs. Lincoln.

Once he is eating solid food there will be little interference.”

"Why did it happen?” she cried in anguish. “We’re both healthy, normal

people. He looks such a beautiful boy ...”

“He is, Mrs. Lincoln. Divergences happen. It cannot in any way affect

his health.”

“But when he cries ... he doesn’t sound like other children . .

“Yes, he may have a little trouble with his speech because of the cleft

palate. He’ll have to he trained; but not until he’s in school.”

“Does my husband . . , know about this?”

“I told him immediately. He asked me not to say anything to you until

you had gotten back your strength.”

When Abraham came in she wept in his arms.

“Abraham, what have we done that God should make our children

suffer?”

“Now, now, that little Tadpole isn’t going to suffer from anything. I’ll

wager you my law license against your last year’s bonnet that he is the

smartest member of the Lincoln family. I fell crazy in love with him the

moment I laid eyes on him.”

“I remember a child in Lexington with a cleft palate: he couldn’t talk

at all, just a lot of strange sounds. His mother and father said they under-

stood him, hut the children taunted him, called him an idiot. . . .

Oh, Abraham, they’ll make our hoy even more miserable than they did

Bobby!” •

She buried her head against his bony chest. He stroked her hair.

^Tou should be thanking God that you and the boy are well. Mrs.

Dallman around the corner gave birth same time you did, hut she’s dan-

gerously ill, and not able to nurse their son. They have been searching all

over town for a wet nurse.”

Mary pulled back slowly, gazed at him, then exclaimed in a voice from

which all self-pity was gone:

“Abraham, go get the child and bring him here.”

Abraham jumped up from the bed and stalked out of the room. He was

back in a few moments with a tiny mite wrapped in a blanket. He stooped

over, laid little Charles Dallman in Mary’s arms. He was all skin and bone,

tugged hungrily, then closed his eyes and fell asleep. Abraham wrapped

him in his blanket and walked him hack to the Dallman house.

Every four hours he brought the infant to her. She watched him grow

strong and lusty, even as her own child was strong and lusty. By the end

of the week when Abraham had to leave on circuit, Mrs. Dallman had



recovered sufficiently to feed her son. Mr, Dallman came to visit with a

huge box of candy, and tears of gratitude in his eyes.

‘Without you I would have lost my son, Mrs. Lincoln. How can I

thank you’?”

“God is good/’ Mary replied.

She had not meant to say itj she had not even knovm she said it; yet

somehow the tragic imperfection of their own child had been alleviated by

her ability to help Charles. This was what Mr. Emerson had meant by the

law of compensation.

Somehow the troubles of the past two years seemed well behind her.

She made a fast recovery, without any of the illnesses she had suffered

with William. Abraham was convinced that this was due to Dr. Wohlge-

muth’s excellent care. She went through the house with fresh eyes; saw

that during the bad time the place had run down, the fence needed repair-

ing, the front yard was full of brambles and locust shoots.

Abraham was back at the end of three weeks, having ridden an extra

eighty miles to spend the days between the Pekin and Clinton courts. He
was wild about the new child, constantly picking him up and walking the

length of the house with him. They never mentioned Thomas’s cleft

palate; Mary had found by experimentation the best position in which to

feed him; Abraham settled down to the names of Tad or Taddie.

When he returned again early in June he advised her that her brothers

Levi and George had filed a claim against them in the Lexington court

for $472.54, alleging that he had collected this money from people who
owed it to the firm of Oldham and Todd, and never paid it over. It was

the first time she had known anyone to question Abraham’s integrity.

During the past two dreary years the only heartening stories to reach her

were that Abraham was maintaining a fortress within himself, that his

basic integrity was being preserved intact, a redoubt which no man and

no external circumstance could pierce. People called him a fair lawyer;

judges said publicly that he seemed innocent of the art of deception or

dissimulation; lawyers said that he refused to misstate the law even to his

own advantage; clients felt they could follow him without going wrong,

that he would abandon a case rather than bolster up a false position; juries

said they would take his exposition of the law and tire facts of the case

without scruple, for they knew he never had misconstrued the law or

perverted the evidence.

The fact that the suit had been filed by one of Lexington’s leading at-

torneys and was a matter of public knowledge in Kentucky had Abraham
thoroughly indignant. The only money he ever had collected for her

father had been a fift5r-dol]ar debt which they had paid over to Betsv’s

estate.



“If your brothers wall name any Kving accessible man as one from whom
I received their money I will go to that man and disprove the charge.”

She helplessly swallowed her fury at her brothers. What could she say?

Summer temperatures were so high that when the courts opened in July

the judges and lawyers agreed to put the cases off until cooler weather.

Abraham told his boys that the weather made him feel like taking off his

flesh and sitting in his bones, which literal-minded Robert said was silly,

but sent fun-loving William into gales of laughter. By mid-July the tem-

perature was up to ninety-four degrees, sultry and oppressive, with only an

occasional evening shower to cool the air. Yet for Mary it was a pleasant

summer, and in spite of the sustained heat Springfield was bustling;

Illinois wheat was bringing a high price in the new markets opened by the

railroad lines; the merchants and farmers were prospering, as were the

lawyers: including Abraham.

“IVe just been offered the largest law question that can be got up in the

state,” he confided to her. “Champaign and McLean counties are assessing

for taxation the lands owned by the Illinois Central and they want me to

represent them. However, the railroad is also asking me to take their case,

and they are willing to pay a $250 retainer fee. I’m somewhat trammeled

by what has passed between me and the clerk of Champaign County, he

has the prior right to ray service, but I have to tell him to make sure he

can get me a fee somewhat near what I can get from the railroad. I can't

afford to miss such a big fee.”

Fall came, and Abraham started on the long trek. She was sorry when
the Powels moved to a neighboring town and she could no longer have

their son Howard to stay at night, but she found a new Irish girl who was

willing to sleep in.

Her major preoccupation was with young Tad. When he reached six

months she started him on solid foods and learned to distract him with

songs and toys so that he swallowed fast. WTien it came time for him to

feed himself she would find ways of teaching him the same technics.

William was completely devoted to the baby, watched over him in the

yard while he slept, played with him on the floor of the kitchen. As for

Robert, she explained to him as best she could the handicap with which

Tad had been bom, thinking he would sympathize with the youngster

since he himself had suffered a hardship. Instead Robert took it as a

personal affront that there was something wrong with his brother, acting

as though his parents had injured his position among the other boys.

W^hen he walked past Tad he did so with eyes averted.

Like Abraham, she loved the boy madly; his affliction sat like a stone

on her heart.
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THEY had a beautiful fall, the weather warm and mellow. She

took the children to hear the Swiss Bell Ringers, to see P, T. Barnum’s

circus with Tom Thumb. In the evenings she left them with the Irish

girl while she, Mercy and Helen went to Robinson’s Atheneum with its

corps of Dramatists and Danseuses, and to a series of lectures by Professor

Palmer on Phrenology. Abraham sent her messages: the clerks of the

counties had released him; he had been paid his retainer fee by the Illinois

Central; his lawyer in Lexington had obliged Levi and George to name

the individuals involved in their suit, and he was taking depositions from

them at Shelbyville and Beardstown.

Three or four afternoons a week she went to Dr. Jayne’s, where Julia

had moved her husband so that her father could supervise his recovery

from a lung ailment, and tried to cheer her old friends vvhose fortunes

were being blighted by this lingering illness.

In mid-November she had a letter from Betsy saying that Emilie would

like to come to Springfield for a visit. Mary invited her to stay with the

Lincolns, and spent the next two weeks sewing fresh wLite sheer curtains

for the sewing room. Abraham returned in time to receive Emilie of the

long reddish-blond hair, deep blue eyes, soft peach skin and fine features.

She reminded Mary of herself when she was eighteen. Abraham held out

his long arms to her, saying, as he had in Lexington, “so this is Little

Sister.”

“I don’t have my mother’s billowing skirts to hide behind this time,”

Emilie replied; “besides you don’t seem so tall now, Brother Lincoln.”

Mary helped her sister unpack.

"The first night I was in Elizabeth’s house we put a candle in the

parlor wdndow, so that all the young men in town would know we were

at home. But Springfield is a big city now, seven thousand people, and it

wouldn’t do us a bit of good. I’ve arranged for a buffet supper and dance

at the American House.”

“That’s thoughtful of you, Mary,” said Emilie. “But I wouldn’t w?ant it

said that I came here looking for a husband."

"Very well, I promise not to put a card in the journal advertising for

one. But I hope you will settle here.”

A month went by in a happy whirl. Mary gave parties for Emilie, took

her to formal balls at the Odd Fellows’ Hall or in the new saloon of the

Ives and Curran Jewelry Building. For their New Year's Eve party she had



all the furniture moved out of the parlor and sitting room, spread rice

dust on the floor, engaged a four-piece orchestra. The two women received

hand in hand.

The New Year was only three or four days old when all hell broke loose.

It was their friend Stephen Douglas who was responsible for the outburst:

as chairman of the Committee on Territories, Senator Douglas had brought

to the Senate the report on the vast Indian-occupied Nebraska country,

announcing that it:

. . shall he received into the Union with or without slavery/’ They

were sitting in their rockers before a blazing log fire. Puzzled, Mary asked;

"All of the Nebraska country lies north of the Missouri Compromise

line, doesn’t it? Wouldn’t that fact automatically exclude slavery?”

He gazed at her for a moment, his eyes troubled. When he spoke it was

in a slow, absorbed manner.

“There never was any thought ... in anyone’s mind . . . that slaves

would be allowed into Nebraska. The freedom character of that country

is as unalterably fixed by the Missouri Compromise as our own home here

in Illinois.”

He picked up the Register which contained the report.

^When Douglas talks about moving property into the territories he’s

talking about slaves. Under his reasoning the Missouri Compromise could

be declared illegal, and there would he no territory anywhere in America

which would not be open for slavery. He’s the one who fought so hard for

the Compromise of i%o, but this bill will open the whole conflict again!

What is he hoping to gain by it?”

“The White House.”

It was as though her three words had struck him across the face like

the thongs of a rawhide whip,

“But the slavery road is not the road to the Executive Mansion: it splits

the Democrats on the north and south line.”

He began pacing the floor, brows knitted, body tense. She had not seen

him so agitated since he had been deep in politics himself. Her eyes fol-

lowed him, her own body became tense, her lips pressed tight. The debate

in Congress over this Nebraska bill would be a long and heated one;

would Abraham remain aroused? He had sworn that he was no longer

interested in politics; hut certainly the picture of him now^ as he paced up

and down the floor of the sitting room was anything but the portrait of a

disinterested man.

During the next three weeks they read all the newspapers they could

lay their hands on, the Boston Post, the Philadelphia Argus and the New
York Tribune from the north, the New Orleans Bulletin, Charleston ISlexvs

and Macon Messenger from the south. As Abraham pored over the re-



ports he kept asking himself how far Douglas would dare to go in his

tampering with the Missouri Compromise.

Their answer came on January 23, 1854, when Stephen Douglas brought

onto the floor of the Senate his revised Nebraska bill in which he divided

the Nebraska lands into two territories, Kansas and Nebraska, stipulated

that when the territories were admitted as states they would be received

with or without slavery as their own constitutions prescribed; and that the

Missouri Compromise of 1820 xvas now null and void.

Mary no longer had to ask herself whether Abraham would remain

aroused; she never had seen him more profoundly disturbed. Was this a

strategic move on Douglas’s part to consolidate his party? Was he trying

to get Nebraska admitted quickly because he wanted the steam railroad

across the continent to take a northern route, with Chicago as the eastern

terminus? Try as they might they could find no satisfactory reason for the

shocking act; nor was Abraham’s overpowering wrath any longer a matter

of personal jealousy: the issues here were greater than one man’s ambition

or resentments. If Douglas’s bill became law the whole of the unsettled

American continent would be open to slavery.

Abraham stood before the fire reaching out his cold hands to the flames.

“Douglas declares that he is the dictator of Congress, and that’s the

truth: he controls large majorities in both Houses. Singlehanded he is

going to plunge this nation right back into its bitter sectionalism and

clamor for disunion . . . from both sides. I can only think of the line in

Julius Caesar: ‘He doth bestride the narrow world like a Colossus; and we
petty men walk under his huge legs, and peep about to find ourselves dis-

honourable graves.’
”

Mary fell asleep the instant her head touched the pillow. When she

awakened at dawn she saw Abraham sitting on the side of the bed in his

long yellow nightshirt, his chin on his chest. He heard her sit up, turned,

and with a piercing expression asked:

“Mary, can this nation continue to exist half slave and half free?”

13

IT was as though the years of lassitude had never existed: before,

Abraham had been interested in politics as a means of rising in the world,

though his ambition had been leavened by a fascination with self-govern-

ment. Now that he was fired by the determination that slavery must not

spread, his self-interest dissolved iu a dedication to principle. Evenings

found him knee-deep in newspapers and magazines, stretched out on the



floor of the sitting room. No longer did he go to the state-house library for

fun and companionship; he went instead to study the actual intent of tire

Constitution on the subject of slavery, the first Ordinance written for the

Northwest Territory in 1787, the economics of slavery, the debates which

arose out of the Missouri Compromise of 1820 and the Compromise of

1850, When he left the house he told her what he was going to search for;

when he returned he told her what he had found. More than ever as he

ceased to confide in his men friends she became his coirfidante and assist-

ant

Their love blossomed, deep and strong in xmderstanding. Their lives

had been compounded of a common faith in accomplishment; without it

their relationship had lacked spiritual succor. Now that she was again a

full participant he shared with her the slow painful process of his growth.

“If all earthly power were given me, Mary, I should not know what to

do as to the existing institution of slavery. But to extend it, that I know

to be a crime against God and man.”

She was no longer the mirror of his failure, but the reflection of his

vitality and his dedication. He was able to face his wife and to respect her

because he respected himself.

The wretched months had taken their toll; she could not pretend that

she looked young for her thirty-five years; her figure had grown solid, her

face was beginning to assume a rigid aspect, her lips taut, her eyes harder.

. . . Yet Abraham was ardent. As he came back to life his skin took on

color, his eyes sparkled, the whole animated cast of his face became attrac-

tive. The moment he entered the house his vibrancy could be felt. No one

could set Abraham Lincoln down as absent; once again he was present,

ready to stand up and be counted.

She went to the Hall of the Illinois House of Representatives and took

a seat in the semicircular balcony under the dome to listen to the debate

on the Nebraska bill. Of the seventy Democratic members of the House

only three were in favor of Douglas's bill, yet word had been received from

Senator Douglas that he wanted his bill backed by the Illinois legislature,

and it was approved by a large majority exactly as he had written it. When
she took this report home to Abraham, he exclaimed:

“What amazing power that steam engine in britches has acquired, that

without even being present he can make a body of men go against their

principles!”

By March 4, 1854, in spite of the fact that Douglas was opposed by

Horace Greeley in the New York Tribune, Henry Raymond in the New
York Times, William Cullen Bryant in the Evening Post and a hundred

other northern newspapers; in spite of the mass protest meetings held in

nearly every city outside of south, the thousands of resolutions

adopted and sent to the administration and Senate; in spite of his being



ports he kept asking himself how far Douglas would dare to go in his

tampering with the Missouri Compromise.'

Their answer came on January 23, 1854, when Stephen Douglas brought
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or resentments. If Douglas’s bill became law the whole of the unsettled
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floor of the sitting room. No longer did he go to the state-house library for

fun and companionship; he went instead to study the actual intent of the

Constitution on the subject of slavery, the first Ordinance written for the

Northwest Territory in 1787, the economics of slavery, the debates which

arose out of the Missouri Compromise of 1820 and the Compromise of

1850, When he left the house he told her what he was going to search for;

when he returned he told her what he had found. More than ever as he

ceased to confide in his men friends she became his confidante and assist-

ant

Their love blossomed, deep and strong in understanding. Their lives

had been compounded of a common faith in accomplishment; without it

their relationship had lacked spiritual succor. Now that she was again a

full participant he shared vdth her the slow painful process of his growth.

“If all earthly power were given me, Mary, I should not know what to

do as to the existing institution of slavery. But to extend it, that I know

to be a crime against God and man,”

She was no longer the mirror of his failure, but the reflection of his

vitality and his dedication. He was able to face his wife and to respect her

because he respected himself.

The wretched months had taken their toll; she could not pretend that

she looked young for her thirty-five years; her figure had grown solid, her

face was beginning to assume a rigid aspect, her lips taut, her eyes harder.

. . . Yet Abraham was ardent. As he came back to life his skin took on

color, his eyes sparkled, the whole animated cast of his face became attrac-

tive. The moment he entered the house his vibrancy could be felt. No one

could set Abraham Lincoln down as absent; once again he was present,

ready to stand up and be counted.

She went to the Hall of the Illinois House of Representatives and took

a seat in the semicircular balcony under the dome to listen to the debate

on the Nebraska bill. Of the seventy Democratic members of the House

only three were in favor of Douglas’s bill, yet word had been received from.

Senator Douglas that he wanted his bill backed by the Illinois legislature,

and it was approved by a large majority exactly as he had written it. When
she took this report home to Abraham, he exclaimed:

'What amazing power that steam engine in britches has acquired, that

without even being present he can make a body of men go against their
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Horace Greeley in the New York Tribune, Henry Raymond in the New
York Times, William Cullen Bryant in the Evening Post and a hundred

other northern newspapers; in spite of the mass protest meetings held in

nearly every city outside of the south, the thousands of resolutions

adopted and sent to the administration and Senate; in spite of his being

. 2,43



burned in effigy from town to town, Senator Douglas whipped liis Ne-

braska bill through the Senate, In the ensuing weeks, with the hurricane

mounting in furor, with three thousand New England clergymen pro-

testing against the bill, with the lawyers, physicians, architects, engineers,

authors giving full time to the defeat of Douglas and his bill, with exhorta-

tory pamphlets flooding the country, with the merchants of Boston, New
York, Chicago and Philadelphia circulating petitions and raising money

to oppose it. Senator Stephen Douglas pushed his bill through the House

and made it the law of the land,

“Law is an improper word,” cried Abraham agitatedly when the news

was telegraphed to Springfield. “That enactment is a violence; it was

conceived in violence, it was passed in violence, it will have to be main-

tained and executed in violence. There will be violence in Kansas and

Nebraska, and if they try to bring those states in as slave states the violence

will spread to the rest of the nation. WeVe been totally defeated, literally

millions of us, and weVe been defeated by one little man who looks more

like Napoleon every day. He has got to be stopped!”

Mary had been stitching in the sleeves of a cotton shirt for three-year-

old William. She dropped her work and sat gazing at him, wide-eyed.

'How?”

“I don’t know how. But I know the beginning step: Richard Yates from

our district is a strong anti-Nebraska man. IVe got to persuade him to

stand for re-election to Congress, then stump for him with all my might.”

A soughing movement swept through her. She tried to keep her voice

calm.

'What about yourself? Shouldn’t you be in Washington to prevent

Kansas and Nebraska from coming into the Union as slave states?” Wlien
she saw him looking at her out of the corner of his eye she added hur-

riedly, “No, Abraham, I’m not speaking from personal ambition: if you

can change, I can change; if you can grow, I can grow.”

“I don’t want to run for office any more,” he answered. “I want to be

free to stand with the right wherever I find it.”

“Could Steve do any part of the damage if he weren’t in the United
States Senate? Couldn’t you do a thousand times more good by being

in the Senate to oppose him?”

“Douglas has a genius for getting liimself elected. I have yet to discover

that genius in myself.”

They became involved in an election on a more local level: William
Herndon was running for mayor of Springfield, and Abraham was out

campaigning for him. Mary was convinced that Herndon would make the

worst mayor Springfield ever had had, but to her amazement he not only

got himself elected, but cleaned up the town, graded streets, put in side-

walks, got rid of the mud, gave out contracts for the installation of gas
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lamps for street comers, passed ordinances that no more refuse could be

dumped in the public streets, ordered all offensive privies removed from the

city limits and, to cap the climax, pushed an ordinance through the council

prohibiting the sale of liquor within the dty limits.

“Ill make a grudging admission, Abraham, your partner must have

some ability after all. And I’m so grateful he has banned liquor: you won t

be awakened at dawn to bail him out of jail.”

“Now, Puss, it’s been four years since Billy broke up that grocery!”

During the bad years he had abandoned her nickname, Molly, and she

had missed it; now he called her Puss whenever he was feeling affection-

ate. She did not know where he had picked it up, but she liked the

intimacy of it.

The summer brought Cassius Clay to speak at the state house. Since

his disastrous campaign for the governorship of Kentucky he had been

retired to bis farm. Stephen Douglas’s Nebraska bill had brought him gal-

vanically out of retirement.

When Abraham came home for his midday meal he brought news that

the Democratic Secretary of State had refused permission to Cassius to

speak in tlie rotunda of the state house, the first public lecturer to be re-

jected. At five o’clock therefore she accompanied Abraham to an open grove

where a thousand people had gathered and a wooden stand been impro-

vised. They stretched out on the cool grass, gazing up at the sartorially

perfect Cassius, his big bead of hair, enormous burning eyes, massive fea-

tures; a pillar of strength. Abraham picked up some branches lying about

on the ground, took out his pocket knife and began whittling away at

them. Cassius, amid shouts of “Take him down!” began a two-and-a-half-

hour attack on the repeal of the Missouri Compromise. His powerful voice

filled the grove, not only with the volume of sound but with the grandeur

of his moral in<hgnation.

“So long as slavery continues a local institution,” Clay cried with his

arms wide-extended, ‘it should be left to itself. But when slavery becomes

aggressive and proposes to extend itself over free territories, I shall rise

and stigmatize it as it deserves.”

“Would you help a runaway slave?” shouted a heckler standing behind

Mary and Abraham.

“That would depend on which way he was running!” retorted Cassius.

At the end of the speech Cassius received an ovation. Abraham said

admiringly, “He is still a Jeremiah!” Mary led him up to the platform.

When Cassius’s eyes lighted upon her he jumped to the ground and em-

braced her.

“Cash, you tell me this instant where you are staying, so Abraham

can go get your bag.”

They had supper out on the porch, with pitchers of lemonade to quench
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their thirst Mary sat in a comer listening and watching the two men

with the moon on their faces, while Abraham asked where they would

find an organization of free men who would bury their past political

animosities and strike at slavery wherever it could be reached under the

constitution; and Cassius asked him what he thought of the new Republi-

can party which had had its first meeting in Ripon, Wisconsin, in Febru-

ary, and another in Jackson, Michigan, a few weeks later,

“I have no objections to fusing with anybody,” Abraham replied firmly,

‘providing I can fuse on ground which I think is right; but this group

is composed of so many radical abolitionists that I don’t see how I can

stand with them without encouraging a split with the south.”

Early the next day Lyman and Julia Tmmbull called, hoping to meet

Clay, who had left for his next speaking engagement. Lyman had been

too ill to go out to the grove, but after reading the speech in the Journal

he had come to inform Clay and the Lincolns that he was bolting the

Democratic party and was going to work to get the Kansas-Nebraska bill

repealed. For a man as thin and ravaged by illness as Lyman, this was a

heroic decision. Mary told him so. She also invited them to stay for

supper. Julia pressed her husband to accept. Julia Jayne had been Mary’s

greatest admirer, saying, “You’re the prettiest talker I ever met.” The
girls had come really close during the secret meetings with Abraham,

and doubly regretted the fact that the Trumbulls had moved first to Belle-

ville and then to Alton, so that they saw each other only during court

sessions in Springfield. Julia, who always dressed in black now, had been

a vdtty girl, hut she had lost a son in infancy, and the years of living

with staid, laughterless Lyman had drained much of the gaiety out of her.

To some people Lyman seemed a little cold; he was a good student, an

intellectual really, who Wore gold spectacles and rarely smiled. However
he had a rapport with the Lincolns, and now that he was convalescing,

the two families spent many of the warm summer evenings together.

Toward the end of the summer Lyman announced that he was going to

run for Congress in the fall. He urged Abraham to return to active

politics.

“I’m already back in,” replied Abraham; “Yates has said he will run for

re-election to the Congress if I run for the state legislature and help bolster

the ticket.”

Mary exclaimed, “But, Abraham, you said it was too late for you to go

back to the state legislature.”

“That was under totally different circumstances. I promised to get out

and help get Yates re-elected, and if he thinks my name on the ticket will

be a help, I certainly am going to run.”

After Julia and Lyman had gotten into their carriage and driven away,

2.46



Mary asked, ’"Have the Whigs a chance of winning a majority in the state

legislature^’

“We might get an anti-Nebraska'^bil} coalition.”

A flame of hope shot through her. "Doesn’t the new state legislature

elect the next United States senator?”

"Now, Puss, IVe barely got one toe in the water ...”

“And here I am pushing you into the middle of the ocean! But Jimmy
Shields can’t get it again. And if at long last we have a set of circum-

stances which will put the voting power in the hands of the Whigs . .

He smiled, shook his head up and down with pursed lips.

“That random thought has flicked across the open spaces of my mind

too. If it comes round that a Whig may be elected to the United States

Senate, I shall certainly consider die chance of being that man.”

She drew up to her full height, her head high and cocked to one side.

“So we petty men are no longer going to walk under the legs of the

Colossus and peep about to find ourselves dishonourable graves. We’re on

the track again!”

14

ABRAHAM had to go to Bloomington for some legal work, hut

Stephen Douglas would be there, and he hoped to lock horns with him.

He returned with sparkling eyes and a jaunty step,

“Douglas refu.sed to debate me! He said, ‘This is my meeting; the people

came here to hear me, and I want to talk to them.’ But when he finished

the crowd called for me to speak. I told them to go home and get their

supper, then to come back and I would speak, and I would give Douglas

a chance to answer me. I felt confident the Democrats would return for

the fun of hearing him skin me.”

“Only you skinned him instead?”

He made a head-down, left-shoulder-up gesture of bewilderment.

'That banty rooster is a hard critter to keep skinned. You’ll see for

yourself: he’s speaking here at the Fair Grounds on opening day.”

On Tuesday morning, October 3, 1854, she had the family up, dressed

and breakfasted by eight.

“We’d better see the exhibits early, remember last year tlie rainstorm

turned the Fair Grounds into a sea of mud. Don’t Bobby and Willie look

nice in their new broadcloth suits?”

Abraham hitdied up the carriage and the Lincoln.s drove west of

Springfield to the Fair Grounds. There were already hundreds of people
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abroad, looking at the exhibits o£ prize cattle, horses, sheep, ptmltry. At

one end of the grounds were the wooden stands that had been erected

for five thousand people to hear Stephen Douglas that afternoon. Abraham

and Robert were fascinated by the displays of newly invented mowers,

reapers and threshing machines; Mary took William to see the fruit and

flower displays and to find the quilt which Elizabeth's daughter Julia

had submitted in the prize contest. By ten o’clock the children were

hungry. Abraham bought them hot roasted corn, cakes and sweet drinks.

A sprinkling of rain started; they ran for their carriage, reaching it just as

the downpour began.

‘That’ll be the end of Douglas’s out-of-doors speech,” said Abraham

mournfully; “I hate to lose those ten thousand ears. ...”

That afternoon they jammed their way into the state house, finding

seats at the rear of the long semicircular hall. When Douglas mounted

the dais Mary craned forward to get a close look at the man who had be-

come in these four years of Abraham’s eclipse the undisputed master of the

Democratic party and of the federal government. He had grown heavier

than when she had seen him last; she took in the elegantly tailored cut-

away coat, silk vest and trousers; the mop of wavy brown hair brushed

heavily backwards and grown a little gray over the ears, the wide-set

burning eyes, big bony nose, the wide mouth and tremendous chin. She

could feel the outpouring power of the man as he stood there, short

arms outstretched as though to embrace the crowd of two thousand souls,

captivating his audience before uttering a single word. When he started

speaking his deep, booming voice served not only as a spear but as a net;

the inner fire that flamed forth scorched the listener’s mind, burnt away
hostility or doubt; the closely integrated arguments led the listener onward

from one point to another with almost lethal certainty.

She did not know when Abraham left her side, but after a time she

saw him out in the lobby pacing back and forth. He could hear Stephen

out there; that voice coming from the platform could be heard all over

Illinois. At five o’clock, when Douglas finished, he was given an ovation.

All around her she heard people cry, “Magnificent! Unanswerable!”

She made her way to the lobby. In a moment the crowd started stream-

ing out. Abraham mounted the stairway leading to the balcony, and called

out over and over: “Come back tomorrow, same time, I will reply to

Senator Douglas. Tomorrow afternoon at two o’clock, come to hear the

answer to Senator Douglas.”

When Douglas appeared in the lobby, flushed with triumph and
surrounded by admirers, Abraham called out, “Mr. Douglas, I invite you
to be here tomorrow to hear my answer and to correct me in any matters of

fact,”

“Accepted!” Douglas cried.
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They went directly to the Journal office where Abraham drew up a

handbill announcing his reply to Dougin. Simeon said he would print the

handbill after supper and cover the town and Fair . Grounds with it the

next morning.

Then they went home, had a supper of cold tongue and salad and hot

raised rolls. Mary put William and Tad to bed and rejoined Abraham

in the sitting room where he had dumped dozens of torn and irregular

scraps of paper onto the desk from his hat, as well as a quire of rough

and interlined pages of the speech he had been trying experimentally in

such towns as Winchester, Carrollton and Jacksonville.

“Help me weave all these notes. Puss. Tve been scribbling them for

weeks. What would you say was the nib of Douglas’s reason why it w^as

good to pass the Nebraska Act and declare the Missouri Compromise null

and void)”

“Nib? Well, let’s see: that the Compromise of 1850 repealed the Mis-

souri Compromise because it provided for the admission of Utah and New
Mexico without prohibiting slavery; that slavery is an economic issue and

not a moral one; that it isn't feasible in the vast new lands being opened

to the American public, and hence won’t exist there; that slavery never

has been a matter on which Congress could legislate or impose its will

upon a free people; that the question of slavery must be left to popular

sovereignty in each new territory and state,”

“Good nibbing: now let’s see if I can do as well with my own thinking:

the Missouri Compromise kept this country at peace for over thirty years;

slavery is morally wrong, repugnant to the concept of democracy, and

holds us up to the scorn and ridicule of the rest of the world; while it

may not be disturbed where it exists because there is no legal way so to

do, not one further rod of American earth must ever be exposed to the

dread institution; both the Constitution and the Congress have had the

legal right throughout our entire history to limit the extension of slavery.”

They worked until two in the morning, Mary bringing in coffee and

chocolate cake around midnight. They slept for five hours, then had

breakfast and went back to work, correcting and revising until noon, at

which time they had a clean copy.

The day was sultry. They walked to the square. As they reached the

state house Senator Douglas arrived in an open Carriage flanked by Gov-

ernor Matteson and Senator James Shields. Everyone nodded formally.

A seat had been saved for Mary in the front row but she preferred to

sit in the rear so that she could watch the crowd. The Hall seemed even

more jammed than it had been for Douglas because a large group of

Fusionist Republicans were meeting in Springfield in order to form a state

central committee, and had come in a body to hear Abraham speak.

When the applause had quieted, she heard Abraham say, “Mr. Cheer
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man: Yesterday 1 gave Senator Douglas the privilege of correcting me in

any facts which I shall state, but not the inferences which I shall draw

from them, as they are the nib of the whole question/'

Every few moments Douglas jumped to his feet to make a correction.

After a time the crowd began calling out, “You're taking advantage! Sit

down. Senator Douglas!” Abraham grew angry, thrust his long arm and

index finger down at Stephen Douglas, sitting under him, and cried;

“Senator Douglas, I withdraw the privilege of correcting me. Friends,

the facts which I shall hereafter state I shall state on my own responsi-

bility/’

The crowd applauded. Abraham plunged into his speech, his manner

impassioned, his voice quivering with emotion. The Hall had grown

stifling hot. The sweat poured from his brow. She watched him stop to

discard his stock, then his coat, then his vest, standing in his shirt sleeves

and galluses . . . with the Hall alternately still as death or ringing with

applause.

“The repeal of the Missouri Compromise is wrong: wrong in its direct

effect, letting slavery into Kansas and Nebraska, and wrong in its pro-

spective principle, allowing it to spread to every other part of the wide

world, where men can be found inclined to take it.

“This declared indifference, but as I must think, covert zeal for the

spread of slavery, I cannot but hate. 1 hate it because of the monstrous

injustice of slavery itself. I hate it because it deprives our republican

example of its just influence in the world, enables the enemies of free

institutions, with plausibility, to taunt us as hypocrites, forces so many
really good men amongst ourselves into an open war with the very funda-

mental principles of civil liberty; criticizing the Declaration of Inde-

pendence and insisting that there is no right principle of action but self-

interest.”

For Mary, her husband's speech was so loaded Muth incontrovertible

fact and at the same time so filled with moral grandeur that it turned

Stephen Douglas’s structure of popular sovereignty into a heap of ruins.

Early the next morning Abraham hitched up old Buck to the buggy and

left for court at Pekin. He explained that he might have remained at

home another day but that the Fusionists planned to call on him to speak

at the Hall of Representatives that night and to join their party.

“They’re dominated by abolitionists, and I can’t go along with their

thinking. Besides, if I become known as a Republican Fll lose the support

of the old-line Whigs and the bolting Democrats.”

The next afternoon her cousin Stephen Logan came to inform her that

the ruse had not worked; the Fusionists, fired by Abraham’s speech, had
named him to their Republican Central Committee. Cousin Logan's red

hair had faded white, but his eyes were brilliantly alive; a little man, all



bone and sinew and brain. This public embracing of Abraham, her cousin

explained, could considerably lessen Abraham's chances of being named

to the United States Senate.

Her ears stopped: this was the first time she had heard anyone put their

own hopes into words; if Cousin Logan felt that way, must not there be

others? She brought her attention back to Logan's high shrill voice.

. . frankly disappointed, these past few years. I had such high hopes

for him. He’s been a good lawyer, but the promise of bigness I saw . .

“And now, Cousin Logan?”

He stood shaking his head up and down at her.

“Abraham’s speech yesterday was the finest I’ve ever heard. Half a dozen

times through it I was choking with emotion. I saw the power and the

courage in him that I once thought possible, and then watched crumble

away. He is our strongest voice now. I’m going to nominate him myself

for the United States Senate.”

The weeks that followed were engrossing: when Abraham answered

Douglas in Peoria his full speech was printed in the newspapers and

widely distributed over the state, becoming the rallying point of Whig,

Republican and anti-Nebraska Democrat. Then she learned that he was

on his way to Chicago. He arrived home the day before election; though

he hadn’t been able to concentrate on the law, his campaigning had gone

robustly, particularly the address in the Market Hall to an overflowing

crowd. He brought her a copy of the Chicago Journal, where she read:

Flis speech was as thorough an exposition of die Nebraska iniquity as

has ever been made and his eloquence greatly impressed all his hearers.

Born of parents who could only give him faith in rectitude and virtue, he

has become what he is through the trials of poverty and by the sweat of

his brow.

“Never thought my ‘humble origin' would do me any good,” he com-

mented wryly, “but now everywhere I'm introduced: Urbana, Quincy,

Jacksonville, Peoria, the cheerman calls me a 'man of the people.’ Guess

I’ve made progress since Edw^ard Baker’s supporters called me a candidate

of wealth and aristocratic privilege. But what does that really mean, a

man of the people?”

“It means a man who can lift two heavy axes in front of him at one

time.”

Abraham and Logan were elected handily to the state legislature;

Abraham promptly resigned in order to become eligible for the Senate

seat, Lyman Trumbull was elected to Congress on his anti-Nebraska

stand. It was a stunning repudiation of Stephen Douglas, When all the

state legislature returns were in, Abraham said: “Let’s draw up a list, and

we’ll see how w^e stand.”



She helped him make a chart on a large piece of brown wrapping

paper: in the combined House and Senate there would be forty-one

Democrats, thirty-seven Wlrigs and nineteen anti-Nebraska Democrats,

bringing the sum of anti-Nebraska men in the combined Houses to a

robust total of fifty-six votes.

“It -looks good, doesn’t it?” she asked eagerly. “You need only fifty-one

votes; the Whigs will stand by you, the anti-Nebraska Democrats have

nowhere else to go,”

“Things look hopeful, Puss, but we’re going to have to work hard

while treading lightly, picking up votes without offending the fifty-odd

others who want the post. We have a rash of letters to write, just as we

did when we wanted that nomination for Congress; we roust suggest to

our friends that we will be very grateful if they could make a mark for

me among their members.”

Some two weeks later they learned that the first election in Kansas had

not gone so peaceably as had the one in Illinois; hundreds of armed

Missourians had crossed the river and forcibly stuffed the ballot boxes to

elect a pro-slavery delegate. The enraged north cried, “Protect yourself!

If you don’t have the arms, we’ll send them to you!” And so Stephen

Douglas’s theory of popular sovereignty in the Kansas-Nebraska Terri-

tories had broken down the first time it was tried.

By New Year’s Day Abraham had been established as the favorite for

the Senate election. A letter from Galena assured them, “You are my
choice above all others,” one from Peoria said, “All the good Whigs are for

you,” another from Knoxville promised, “I am for you against all others,”

while another from Peoria said, “A large majority of the people who voted

for me expect me to vote for you.” A Mr. Strunk mote from Kankakee,

“I’d walk a hundred miles to vote for you.”

Mary once again made Julia her confidante, telling her of their election

strategy, of the letters of support that were coming in, and the number
of pledged votes.

“Julia, I’m overjoyed that you and Lyman are going to be in Washing-
ton with us. How much easier it would have been for me that first time,

if I had had you there to confide in and discuss my problems with. We
must go house hunting together so that we can find homes within egg-

borrowing distance.”

‘We’re going to a boardinghouse,” Julia replied soberlv. “You know
how conservative Lyman is about money.”

On January i, they had twenty-six votes assured them; by the beginning
of the second week their chart showed thirty-five; and by the middle
of the month, forty-four, just seven votes short of the number necessary

for election. James Shields would receive the forty-one Douglas-Democrat
votes; Lyman Trumbull was the first choice of anti-Nebraska Democrats,



but Lyman was content with his election to the Congress. Her cousin

Logan assured them:

“No one has a chance but you. We*ll have those last seven votes cor-

ralled by the end of the week, and youll be elected on the first ballot . . .

second, at the latest.”

That night Mary was so happy she could not sleep. The next morning

she learned that Mayor William Herndon refused to come, out for

Abraham Lincoln on the ground that his friend Richard Yates, who had

been defeated for re-election to Congress, also wanted the office; that as

individuals he owed them both a peculiar friendship: “But not one above

the other. I stand for both and against neither.”

She flew into a rage.

“That ingrate! He owes you nothing! That fine partner you’ve clasped to

your bosom. ‘Billy’s loyal,’ you said. He’s not loyal, let alone dedicated to

you.”

Abraham took her in his arms, kissed away her righteous indignation,

said wistfully, “Only a wife can be dedicated.”

15

THE new network of railroads linking Illinois cities was making

conventions popular, and on Friday, January 19, the legislature adjourned

in fine weather to take the train for the conventions being held over the

week end in Chicago. Abraham did not go, but Stephen Logan and

Simeon Francis went along to hold the Lincoln structure together. The
balloting for United States senator would begin as soon as the legislators

returned.

When Julia came in for tea that afternoon Mary confided excitedly:

“There’s a wonderful caterer in Chicago who brings in all the food

already cooked, as well as the china, table linen and coffee urns. IVe

ordered a banquet for three hundred; they'll bring it on the same train

with the legislators. I’ll have my victory dinner ready the moment the

balloting is finished.”

Julia was quiet for a moment, then asked tentatively, “Mary, mightn’t

it have been safer . . . election^ do sometimes go awry ... to wait for

the result?”

“Oh no, Julia, then I would have had to use one of the local hotels,

and we’re all so tired of their set dinners. They tell me this Chicago

caterer serves the most delicious foods . , . with French sauces we’ve

never tasted in Springfield.”
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Snow began to fall, the wind whipping it down with hurricane in-

tensity. By the time it stopped, at five o’clock Sunday afternoon, the town

w'as closed in. Most of Monday was spent digging paths from the houses

to the square. All trains had been brought to a dead stop in the drifts , . .

and the legislature turned up missing. Mary was uneasy; what would

happen to her banquet installed in die baggage car of the legislators

train?

It was three days before a train limped in from Alton; a telegraphic

dispatch informed Springfield that their legislators in seven passenger cars

were still marooned on the prairies, twenty miles from the nearest town,

and that they would have to be brought in by teams. On the evening of

January 30, after another storm had increased the height of the drifts,

Mary and Abraham went downtown to the Masonic Hall to hear Booth-

royd Emmett read Richard III, seeing the first gas-lighted stores and street

comers. The Lincolns were planning to have gas installed in their home

if the experiment proved successful, and not too many people extinguished

the light by blowing it out.

The legislature was ten days late in getting back to Springfield. The
first one to reach the Lincolns was Eliza Francis, who plowed her way

up from the station bursting with news.

‘TVly dear, we had a perfectly harrowing time; none of the. snowplows

could get through, Everyone was starved. On Monday morning we saw

the smoking chimney of a farmhouse about half a mile away and four

men volunteered to go on a foraging expedition. They returned with a

wash boiler filled with coffee, bread, butter, potatoes and eggs. By nightfall

we were hungry again, and that’s when I learned that your caterers were

in the baggage car with all that wonderful food. The men put up their

cash and we bought your dinner. They tore out the woodwork and the

seats of the cars and split it into firewood, and we had a fine meal. You
saved our lives, Mary. We all want to thank you, ...”

Mary felt a little strange. ‘I’m delighted the food was there for them.

But I’m not sure I like the idea of their eating my victory banquet in ad-

vance of the balloting.”

"That's another reason I rushed up here. Sim wants Abraham, to know
that Governor Matteson’s people have started his political pot boiling; they

think tliat once Jimmy Shields is through, the Democrat ballots will go

to the governor, and the anti-Nebraska Democrat vote as well”

When she reported this to Abraham he flared with the kind of anger

she knew so well in herself.

"Matteson would be an impossible choice,” he cried. “He has no political

convictions. He refused to commit himself on the Nebraska bill. He would
stand for nothing in the Senate.”



“The legislature was stalled for over a week/' she said lightly, Vhat
better way to occupy their time than by caucusing?"

That evening Elizabeth came over to tell Mary that she wanted to give

the celebration party for the Lincolns in the Edwards house. She did not

mention Mary’s already-eaten banquet.

“We can’t handle fifteen hundred people the way they did for Steve

Douglas’s last levee at the state house, but we can take care of several

hundred. . .

Election day dawned cold but with a little sun and some thawing.

The two Houses of the legislature were scheduled to be called to order

at two o’clock. At one o’clock Abraham put on a fresh shirt and collar,

hugged Mary for a moment while they wished each other good luck, and

then was off for a final conference with Logan at the state house.

Eliza Francis called for her a little before two, as excited about the

prospects of the election as Mary was. Julia was waiting for them in the

lobby. While they were exchanging greetings, Governor Matteson’s wife

walked by with her two daughters, who had recently completed their

schooling at Monticello Seminary. Mrs. Matteson was a tali and stately

woman, beautiful of feature and figure. The women went up together

to the gallery overlooking the Hall, which was filled with members of

both Houses and, beyond them in all the available space and through

to the lobby, hundreds of well-wishers and political managers.

It was three o’clock before the Assembly settled down to business. James

Shields, the incumbent, was nominated first in a speech which drew

sustained applause from the Douglas Democrats; Abraham was nominated

by Stephen Logan in an impassioned appeal to the legislature to strike

a death blow against the spread of slavery; Lyman Trumbull was

nominated in a quiet and dignified speech by Senator Palmer; Governor

Matteson was nominated in a short speech which was received with

perfunctory applause.

Mary was too excited to keep the tally, so Julia took the pencil and

paper from her and during the first roll call marked down each vote as the

legislator signified his choice. Every one of Abraham’s pledges came

through with a vote; at the end of the first ballot he had the forty-four

votes promised him, James Shields had the forty-one regular Democrat

votes, and Lyman Trumbull had five votes from the anti-Nebraska Demo-

crats. Eight votes were scattered. The Speaker added his vote for Abraham.

Feeling in the Hall was intense; Julia put her hand out to grip Mary’s

and give it a reassuring shake. Around her the voices in the gallery were

saying, “Lincoln needs only seven more votes . . . surely he can pick

them up from the anti-Nebraska Democrats . . . there are no extra votes

possible for Shields . .
/’

Julia’s second tally showed Abraham losing four of the men who
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had supported him the first time, though he picked up two others. Cousin

Logan had been confident Abraham would be elected on the second

ballot; what had happened? He lost two more votes on the third count.

During the roll call on the fourth ballot Mary began to grow cold;

three more voters switched, bringing his total down to thirty-eight. She

saw her cousin Logan rise from his seat and move for an adjournment; the

vote went against him. On the fifth ballot Abraham lost four more votes

from among the Fusionists, with Lyman Trumbull getting ten. There was

not one vote cast for Governor Matteson. On the sixth ballot Abraham lost

two more votes, Lyman Trumbull lost three.

Evening had come. The gas lamps were lighted in the Hall. There

was a commotion on the Democratic side of the chamber, and Mary

watched the color rise in Mrs. Matteson s cheeks until the alabaster

queenly expression was noticeably flushed. From this she knew that they

were in for a flank movement: on the opening of the seventh ballot Mr.

Strunk, the man who had written that he would walk a hundred miles to

vote for Abraham, abandoned him, the entire Democratic strength of forty-

one votes went for Governor Matteson, and three other non-Democrat votes

as well. Abraham picked up votes, getting back to his thirty-eight of the

fourth ballot, while Lyman Trumbull had the inconspicuous * total of

nine.

Mary and Julia both were too stunned to keep a further record, for it

was evident on the eighth ballot that Matteson was gaining strength while

Abraham was losing it. The clerk announced that Governor Matteson now
had forty-six votes, Abraham twenty-seven, Lyman Trumbull eighteen.

Mary felt that the fight was between Abraham and Governor Matteson

but she soon foxmd that she was wrong: Governor Matteson rose to forty-

seven votes, just four away from election, Abraham fell to the bare count

of fifteen, Lyman Trumbull picked up practically all of Abraham^s de-

faulting votes and rose to the surprising total of thirty-five. Marj’’ saw

Abraham look up into the gallery, gaze at her for a long moment, then

walk out of the Hall inesoluteiy. Before the next count he came back from

the lobby, his hair severely mussed. He walked up to her cousin Logan.

The two men had a conference. When Logan turned she saw that he was
crushed. Abraham put his hand for a moment on Logan’s shoulder, then

walked back slowly out of the Flail. During the next roll call Stephen

Logan rose, saying:

'The demands of principle are superior to those of personal attachment;

I cast my ballot for Lyman Trumbull.”

Pandemonium broke as the other fourteen of Abraham’s bedrock sup-

porters rallied to Trumbull’s banner; and when the tally clerk read the

results Lyman Trumbull had fifty-one votes. He was the new United
States senator from Illinois.



Mary jumped up without ipokiug or speaking to Julia, made her wav
out of the gallery, down the long flight of stairs and into the street.

Alone in the house she paced from room to room, torn between rage,

self-pity and despair: all of their plans of the many months, all of her

hopes had come tumbling down, as they had so often in the past. Once
again they were totally defeated.

It seemed a long time before Abraham, came home, came into the back-

bedroom where she lay face down on the bed, raised her in his arms and

kissed her cheek. When she looked up she saw that his face was a battle-

field with deep lines of retrenchment and the corpses of destroyed hopes;

but his eyes were resigned.

“I see you have assimilated your defeat?”

“Yes. But it wasn’t easy.” He smiled gently. “Young Henry Whitney,

he’s one of my associates in Urbana, came in the office and said he’d never

seen me in deeper depths of melancholy. But I worked the disappointment

out of my system. And so must you.”

“Oh, Abraham, I’m so mortified; every man in that legislature knows

about that celebration banquet I ordered from Chicago. In fact they ate it

in high glee on that snowbound train! And I was so positive with Julia

about the results. I also was considerably indiscreet: I kept her informed

of every move we were making, of every promise and pledge that came

in. You don’t suppose I hurt you? That Lyman used the information

. . .
?”

He sighed. “Assuredly not. Trumbull is the soul of honor.”

Her good sense returned. “So is Julia. She did try to warn me against

ordering the banquet. But, Abraham, is it fair that a man who has only

five votes to start with, against your forty-four, should win the election?

Couldn’t you have hung on longer instead of giving Lyman your votes?”

“I became satisfied that it was the only way to prevent Matteson’s elec-

tion. That’s why I determined to strike at once and advised Logan and

my friends to go for Trumbull, I couldn’t let the whole political result

go to ruin on a personal point. I regret our defeat, but I’m not nervous

about it, Matteson’s defeat gives me more pleasure than my own gives

me pain. It's a great consolation to see the Douglas men worse whipped

than I am. Lyman will fight as hard against the spread of slavery as 1

could. This is not an end for us, it is a beginning.”

“Another beginning,” she commented. “Are we never to know fulfill-

ment?”

‘‘Perhap.s in the next world.” He patted her shoulder, then .said, “You

have to dress. I know you’re going to be the most beautiful woman at

the party in your satin and feathers.”

“The party! What party? It ’Will be canceled now. . .

"Not a bit of it. Ninian sent me word that the party will be given
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exactly the same except they’ve canceled the orchestra because the Trum-

bulls don’t approve of dancing.”

“Abraham, you certainly don’t think I am going to any celebration

party for the Trumbulls!” Her eyes were wide with amazement.

‘Why not? They were planning to come to the celebration for you.

We’ve got to be good sports.”

“Do you think this was a handball game we played today?”

“The same rules apply to losers.”

“Sorry, but everything in my background is pointed toward making

me a good winner
”

“Just smile and tell them you’re happy for them. Your friends will

admire you for it.”

“You mean those loyal friends who stuck their knives in your back this

afternoon? The ones who would walk a hundred miles to vote for

you?”

“Now, Puss! As a matter of fact I’ve already invited every one of the

anti-Nebraska members of the legislature to a dinner party a week from

tonight, even those who abandoned me.”

She put on her d^collet^ blue brocaded silk with lace ruffling the upper

edge of the bodice, then brushed her hair back on one side, piling ringlets

on top of her head. She wrapped herself in a blue wool cloak, carried

a lace handkerchief scented with lavender.

They got into their carriage and went to Elizabeth’s reception. The
front porch was draped with flags. They were late. As they reached the

parlor, people stepped aside and left an opening to Julia and Lyman
Trumbull, who were in the center of the room receiving congratulations.

Mary felt Abraham grip her arm; he brought her up to the Trumbulls

and, putting out his free hand, said:

“Not too disappointed to congratulate my old friend, Trumbull.”

Trumbull’s expression was bland as he gripped Abraham’s hand. He
said in a voice loud enough for everyone in the room to hear, “I should be

congratulating you, Lincoln, You led the fight, you defeated Douglas,

you persuaded Illinois to repudiate the Nebraska’bill.”

Julia’s face had been flushed with happiness, but when she saw Mary
she turned pale and lowered her eyes. Had Julia known all along that

she would be the victor? Mary became cold inside. Julia finally looked up
and met Mary’s gaze head-on. Her eyes said:

I’m sorry, Mary. \

Mary’s eyes said. No, you’re not, Julia. You’re happy.

With that she turned away, feeling the two flaming spots on her

forehead. She fixed a bright smile on her face and passed among her

friends, receiving their condolences. As she crossed the foyer to go into

the sitting room her cousin Logan came in the doorway. His pale face
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clouded over when he saw Her. He took her hand in his, and said, nearly

choking with emotion:

“We were permitted to make a race for senator just fast enough to lose

money. Once again we Whigs have been rode and rode and rode to death."

When Mary and Elizabeth finally came face to face in front of the

buffet table with its sumptuous food and iced champagne, Mary checked

her sister’s sympathy by exclaiming, “Looks like I’m filling the LInited

States Senate with men who once countenanced me. For Abraham’s sake

maybe I should have passed him by? He’d be in the Executive Mansion

by now,”

“More likely he’d still be living in the loft over Josh Speed’s store , , .

with Billy Herndon."

Abraham was kind, he made her stay only an hour, then they slipped

away. As drey got in the carriage and drove around the banjo drive to

Second Street, Abraham shifted the reins to his left hand and put his

right arm about her shoulders.

“I’ve been doing Mentelle’s an injustice; you’re a good actress. You

convinced everyone,”

“Everyone but Julia: I couldn’t dissemble with her. Hurt pride, I guess.

But every time I saw her I turned cold inside. She felt it, I’m sure.”

“Julia will understand. She has a forgiving heart.”

“Abraham, what do we do now?”

“This is where we have to make our stand,” he said, repeating the

words she had used when he had wanted to run to Oregon, “We wait

. . , until Stephen Douglas comes up for re-election ...”

“But that’s four years from now!”

, . then we carry the fight to the people of Illinois, to the tiniest

hamlet and crossroads store. That will be a great and deciding election,

because by then people will know they have to choose between slavery and

freedom.”

“Wait . . . as we did in 1843, wait four years to get one term in

Congress ... four years of saying, 'It’s Abraham’s turn now.’
”

“Yes, Abraham’s turn ... to work. There never has been a time in

our lives when work was so needed, or could accomplish so much. You

saw what happened in Kansas last November: that’s only the beginning

of the bloodshed. ...”

They had reached home. She went in the front door while Abraham

drove the horse and buggj' to the rear alley and put them in the barn.

She was standing in the hall, surveying the rooms of her domain and

bating them with all her emotional intensity, when he came through the

kitchen and the dining room and then into the hall to .stand behind her.

She whirled about.

“How can we defeat Stephen Douglas? He has this state tucked away



in his wallet. He hasn't been beaten since Cousin Stuart defeated him in

his first election in '38, Well work and wait four years ... for defeat

in '58."

"This time it will be different: Douglas is wrong, terribly wjrong. The
years and the bloodshed will prove it. We will be standing with the right.

We will wan.”

He had drawn up to his full height. To Mary he seemed nine feet tall,

dwarfing her. He was like a dark pillar of fire standing there, his head

thrown back, his eyes ablaze, his mouth, hollow cheeks and dimpled chin

resolute. And before his fire, which warmed her; before his stature, which

made her feel petty; before his strength to stand by principle, which gave

her the inner fortitude to stand by whatever life might vouchsafe them;

standing deep in the shadow of her husband and her love, she knew that

she was at long last in the presence of the man she had divined him to be.

She slipped her hand into his> smiled up at him, her eyes clear, her

own mouth set in courage and acceptance.



Book VI
A LITTLE WOMAN ON EIGHTH STREET

1

AN impeccably garbed and groomed eastern attorney by the

name of Watson called to see Abraham on business. A very few minutes

later she heard the front door close; Abraham Came into the bedroom

holding a fistful of money.

“Look, Mary: four hundred dollars in cash as a retainer, against a

thousand-dollar fee. Don't that cap the whole? For a case about mechanical

reapers. I figured I'd have to spend this year picking up the crumbs of my
lost practice, but this looks like a loaf of bread.”

Fie immediately became absorbed in the case, going back to his early

studies of inventions. Then he traveled to Rockford to spend several days

in the Manny factory to learn at first hand the differences between his

client's machine and the reaper of Cyrus McCormick, who had brought

the infringement suit, r

In September he left for Cincinnati where the case had been transferred

from Chicago. When he returned at the end of ten days she asked if his

argument had gone off well.

“I didn't . . .
give . . . my argument.' When I reached Cincinnati

... they asked me to withdraw',”

“But why?”

Fie chewed one corner of his lip.

“Seems they hired me because the case was supposed to be heard before

Judge Drummond up at Chicago, and they w'anted a local lawyer who

might have influence with him.”

“But what about the brief you wrote?”

He shook his head.

“I ga^'e Mr. Watson my roll of manuscript, told him it was lor any

use he might care to make of it. They never opened it. But the case was a

revelation to me: the finest exhibition of accomplished lawyers conducting

a great trial. When it was all over I told them, ‘I'm going home to study

law.'.”



“Abraham, you have the humility of a saint, staying in that courtroom

for a whole week after they had turned you out.”

“They made my argument seem elementary. The way they practice

law is hardly the same thing as the way we practice here in Illinois.”

A few weeks after the reaper suit had been decided a letter arrived at

the house from Mr. Watson containing six hundred dollars, the balance

of the fee. From the accompanying note she gathered that an earlier check

had been returned by Abraham on the ground that he had not earned it.

“Did you really return the money'?” she asked. “That’s adding injury to

insult! I shall spend part of it on a new gown for the reception at the

Governor’s Mansion. Those high-toned Yankee lawyers may not think you

are the smartest attorney in the west, but your wife is going to be the most

brilliantly accoutered woman this side of New York.”

The newly completed Governor’s Mansion was set back on a knoll,

amidst tall trees, with a driveway circling through lush green lawn.

Governor Matteson was entertaining all of Springfield that night. From

the moment she entered the reception hall on the ground floor and saw

before her the magnificent broad staircase, the large high-ceiiinged rooms

with their crystal chandeliers 'and floor-to-ceiling windows reminiscent of

such Bluegrass houses as Ellersiie and Ashland, her heart was lost.

“Abraham, maybe you should have run for governor?”

He laughed, took a firm grip on her arm.

“I ought to have bought the Floughan house for you, Puss: then we
wouldn’t have to become governor ... or president.”

“We wouldn’t have to, but it might be nice.”

At dawn she entered her own cramped hallway and small rooms, waited

until Abraham had taken off his coat and vest and sprawled out in a big

chair to rest his feet, then spread her satin-skirted hoops about her in a

circle on the floor.

“Abraham, I have a plan to enlarge our house: we’ll take off the roof,

turn those two dormer bedrooms into full-sized rooms, add several more
bedrooms behind for the children ...”

. . whoa, Mary! I should never have taken you to that reception.”

'We can afford it now; we are the only ones left in our whole circle

of family and friends who are still living in a cottage.”

He pulled his knees up under his chin,

“I’m comfortable here,”

'Well, Fm not. I don’t think we ought to be sleeping in a bedroom be-

hind the parlor; I need a maid’s room and a guest chamber so that when
my sister Emilie comes up on her bridal tour with Ben Hardin Helm,
we'll have a proper place to put them.”

“But, Mary,” he groused, “we’re just getting on our feet.”

‘Why don’t we ask a price?”
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Amistxong and Connelly submitted a bid of twenty-five hundred dollars.

“Abraham, you put in thirteen hundred dollars, and I’ll put in the twelve

hundred I got last year for the eighty acres Father gave me for a wedding

present.”

“No, Mary, I don’t want you to spend your own money. I'll give you

your second story, but not just now, costs are too high.”

A few days later he left for the circuit. That ^ternoon at Frances’s

house she learned that Hannan and Ragsdale would take a remodeling job.

She returned home and drew up a rough plan of what she wanted, then

sent for the contractors.

“I have twelve hundred dollars. We can use the old shingles for the

new roof; the ground-fioor windows can be preserved as they are. For the

additional bedroopis upstairs it won’t be necessary to run a hall all the way
through, we’ll put a small stairway out of the kitchen to serve the back

quarters. Do you think you can do it at that price?”

A carpenter spent two hours crawling around the basement, then inside

the walls of the dormer bedrooms. Hannan and Ragsdale reported;

“We can do it at your price, Mrs. Lincoln, excepting for the tin roof on

the rear extension: that must he done by a metal man. We guarantee the

job won’t go beyond thirteen hundred dollars.”

“Agreed,” exclaimed Mary. “I’d like it finished before my husband gets

home, he’ll be away two months.”

The workmen arrived at seven the next morning and began removing

the roof.

“It’s about time we had a proper bouse, Mother,” said Robert in a cool,

imperious tone. "I always thought this cottage was beneath us.”

She moved William and Robert onto cots in the sitting room while the

carpenters removed the shingles and rafters, then framed the second-story

wall to twelve feet, with new siding to match the original walnut clap-

boards. As soon as the roof was put back on and the new windows glazed,

she moved all three of them upstairs so that the workmen could take down

the kitchen chimney, remove the rear wall and throw a beam across the open-

ing to carry the wall of the second floor. During this time she cooked over the

fireplace in the sitting room or, if the weather was warm, in the back yard.

The plan included wood stoves where formerly they had gotten their

heat only from the fireplaces; a doorbell over the tall clock in the dining

room; bookcases for Abraham’s law library in what would now be the

rear half of the double parlor. At the last moment she decided against

the installation of gas for lighting. She had the roof extended over the front

edge so that the house would have the look of a Swiss cottage, painted

the building a pale chocolate and the outside shutters a dark green. On
the front door she put a black plate, on it in silver Roman characters:

A. LINCOLN
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Now Abraham could have his own room in which to read most ot the

night without keeping her awake. She moved their bed from the back

parlor up to the new bedroom, immediately behind Abraham's, then went

into town and bought him the biggest mahogany framed bed she could

find; it was not the nine-foot one she had promised him, but lying

cater-cornered he could stretch out full length and sleep with his feet

under the blankets.

When the job was finished slie stood out in the street gazing at her

handiwork; the house had architectural unity, a certain authority arising

from the massiveness of the two floors and high roof in front, and at the

same time a touch of charm. She thanked the carpenters for their good

workmanship, paid the bill of almost thirteen hundred dollars in cash.

The entire job including the selection and papering with wallpapers had

taken seven weeks. Abraham sent word that he would finish his court

work on the following Wednesday and arrive sometime after dark.

She fed the children early, cleaned the kitchen, lit the oil lamps in the

parlor and sitting room and the two big upstairs bedrooms facing the

street, then took up her seat by the window where she could watch him

walking home from the railroad station.

It was a pleasant evening; most of the neighborhood was out, some of

the men working in their gardens, others standing around at the comer

chatting, the women on the porches knitting or visiting.

She saw Abraham coming up the street carrying a blue cotton umbrella.

She was faint vrith excitement. Would he approvei? Would he think she

had been shrewd in getting so much accomplished for so little? Or would

he be angry with her for going ahead without his consent?

Abraham stopped halfway up the block and cocked his head to one side

at the new building. Slowly, very slowly, he continued along the sidewalk.

Once again he stopped. The paen standing in groups, the women on their

porches fell silent. He left the sidewalk, went out into the middle of the

street, came to a point opposite the house and stood studying it, shaking

his head in disbelief. Then he started walking up and down in front of the

house, his hands under his coattails. Finally he stopped, crossed to the.

opposite side and approached a group of men standing there. His voice

came high through the quiet night.

''Excuse me, friends, but Tm Abe Lincoln. Fm looking for my house. I

thought it was across the way, but when I went away a few weeks ago

there was only a one-story house there and now there is a two. I think I

must be lost."

The neighbors burst into laughter. Mary's face burned. She stood con-

cealed behind the curtains. Abraham left the group and came slowly across

the street, headed for the front door, then stopped with one foot on the

sidewalk. Through the open window she said in a low tone:
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"Come in, you old fool. Don’t you know your own house when you see

it?”

2 '

:

HE loved his big north bedroom with the windows on both sides,

his lawbooks in their new shelves in the back parlor, the semi-encloseil

south porch. He asked i£ they could put the guest room into immediate

use: their neighbor, the Reverend Noyes W. Miner, was holding a Baptist

Sunday school convention and several of his delegates had no place to

sleep,

Abraham ordered a supply of bricks, extended the wall the length of the

house, and on top of the red bricks built a white picket fence. He was still

in such a good mood on Sunday morning that he wrote out a check for

thirty-six dollars for their annual rent on pew number twenty at the First

Presbyterian Church, When he saw that his friend Benjamin Fox, directly

across from them in the fifth row, had fixed up his pew with new carpet

and cushions for his bride, Abraham whispered

:

"As a reward for the admirable job you did in enlarging our house,

I shall buy you a new carpet and some cushions for your pew, then every-

one will think you are a bride too.”

Benjamin Fox owned a store in tovm where Abraham went to read the

abolitionist newspapers to which he would not subscribe himself. After

services young Fox said, "Mr. Lincoln, the postmaster is refusing to

deliver abolitionist newspapers to my box. Are postmen only supposed to

deliver material they agree with?”

Abraham laughed. "Ill take care of it for you."

The following evening Mr. and Mrs. Fox came to report.

"Thanks to you, the postman is delivering my papers, only he refuses to

put them in my mailbox. He throws them over the transom.”

"He must be afraid of catching something,” said Abraham; then added

seriously, "You must overlook it, friend; feelings are running high over

anything that touches slavery.”

The proof of this came a few days later when Mary was in the kitchen,

making custard, and her cousin Stuart walked peremptorily through the

hall waving an ink-fresh copy of the May lo, 1856, Journal under her

nose.'

"Mary, have you seen your husband’s name at the head of this

abolitionist call?”

By abolitionist, Mary surmised, Stuart would mean the new party known



as Anti-Nebraska iir certain parts of Illinois, Fusionist-Republican in

others. She took the paper from her cousin, saw the name of Abraham

Lincoln leading a list of over a hundred names calling for an Anti-

Nebraska convention in Bloomington. She was puzzled.

“I don’t believe Abraham signed this, Cousin Stuart. He’s told me

lately that the political atmosphere is such just now that he. fears to do

anything, lest he do wrong. He did attend that meeting of Anti-Nebraska

editors in Decatur last February, but that was in the hope of confining

their platform to the non-extension of slavery.”

“But these Black Republicans will plunge the country into w^ar. Mary,

who had the audacity to sign Lincoln’s name?”

One corner of her mouth made an in-sucking gesture of distaste.

“Herndon, probably.”

“Herndon! Without authorization? Then he has ruined him! Mary,

you must go down to the office at once and force him to publish a retrac-

tion.”

“Sorry, Cousin Stuart, but I don’t talk to the . .
.
gentleman. I’m

afraid you’ll have to do it yourself. Cup of colfee before you go?”

Stuart studied her face, then said quietly:

“Mary, you’re not in sympathy with these Republicans, are you?

They’re a dagger pointed straight at the heart of the south. We’re southern

by birth, we don’t want to help precipitate a w^ar. Abolitionism means

violence; that hysterical book, Uncle Toms Cabin, has the north so

whipped up they’d be glad to burn down the entire south.”

“I agree with you. Cousin Stuart. And I believe Abraham does too."

Apparently she was behind in Abraham’s thinking, for when Stuart

obliged Herndon to get express approval for his act, Abraham telegraphed

back:

ALL right; go ahead. WILL MEET YOU—RADICALS AND ALL.

Had Abraham abandoned the sinking remnants of the Whig party and

committed himself to these new Republicans? She knew that when he

had attended the meeting of the Anti-Nebraska editors and they had

toasted him as the next governor of Illinois, and after that the next United

States senator, he had replied:

"The senator part of that sentiment I am highly in favor of, but 1 should

really favor the first, as my wife wants us to move into the Governor’s

Mansion.”

She had exclaimed, "Abraham, you didn’t say that!”

Now she wished he would come home for a few days before attending

the convention so that she could discuss the matter with him; but he was
in Urbana, from there he would go on the cars to Danville and then to
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Bloomington. It was difficult for her to be alone during these days of

violence: Massachusetts’ Senator Charles Sumner’s vitriolic attack against

the south; the beating of Sumner on the Senate floor by Congressman

Brooks of South Carolina; the sack of the free-soil town of Lawrence by

pro-slavery forces in Kansas; the murder of pro-slavery Kansas settlers by

a free-soil zealot, John Brown. When Abraham finally returned home on

the second day of June she was in a state of high tension.

“So is the rest of the country, my dear, if that’s any comfort to you. I’ve

never heard so much disunionist talk. But it’s as I told the convention, ‘We
won’t go out of the Union, and the south shan’t.’

”

“What happened at the convention, Abraham? Half your friends here in

Springfield came out against it: Cousin Stuart, James Matheny . . .

they’re mighty angry with you and the Republicans. . .

‘We simply must consolidate everyone who is against Douglas and his

supporters. I’ve made up my mind I’m going to support anyone nominated

by the Republicans unless he is platformed expressly on some ground I

think wrong.”

The picture of her cousin Stuart's face as he cried, “Black Republican-

ism : the party is a dagger pointed at the heart of the south!” crowded her

mind. She held her emotion under control.

“You haven’t spoken in public for seven or eight months; how was

your speech at the convention?” she asked quietly.

“Privately, between you and me, it was the best I ever made.” He
blushed. “You remember Jesse Dubois, a staunch Whig from southern

Illinois? He came to the convention under protest but when I finished

he said, ‘That is the greatest speech ever made in Illinois; it puts Lincoln

on the track for the presidency.’
”

She dropped into one of the rockers, gazing up at him with big eyes.

In Cincinnati, in June of 1856, the Democratic convention surprised the

Lincolns and Stephen Douglas by nominating James Buchanan, who had

been minister to Great Britain during the Kansas-Nebraska contest. It

was felt that many Whigs of conservative feelings who would have re-

jected Douglas and the Democrats would go for Buchanan. Millard Hll-

more, now a third-party candidate, she remembered as the man who had

thrown the full weight of the White House behind the Compromise of

1850.

Two weeks later in Philadelphia, where the first Republican national

convention was meeting, John Charles Fremont, the glamorous trail blazer

and author of the western reports which had sent great migrations to

California and Oregon, was nominated for the presidency amidst wild

enthusiasm. Then to their astonishment some of their friends who had

been at the Bloomington convention began a movement to have Abraham
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Lincoln nominated for the vice-presidency, and with only one night in

which to caucus had run up a total of one hundred and ten votes for

Abraham on the first ballot.

“It must be some other Lincoln,” murmured Abraham, “there s a fellow

up in Massachusetts by that name. . .
.”

On the second ballot William L, Dayton was nominated. Abraham set

out to campaign through southern Illinois, even as he had during those

days in 1840 when she had haunted the Journal office to keep track of his

movements; then he had been trying to convert Democrats to Whigs; now

his aim was to change many of these same converts into Republicans.

The severest blow the Republicans suffered was Senator Thomas Hart

Benton’s public repudiation of his son-in-law, John G. Fremont, on the

grounds that the Republicans were a geographical party and would split

the nation in two, that a vote for Fremont and the Republicans was a

vote for civil war.

“Families!” snorted Abraham. “If they can’t support each other, why

can’t they at least keep decently still?”

All right, Abraham, she thought. I’ll keep decently still. But that doesn’t

mean I don’t have serious misgivings ... in my woman’s heart.

Though she kept open house, though there was coffee and cake and

sandwiches for the men Abraham brought home or invited for consultation,

for the first time since they were married she remained totally outside

his political activities. He did not perceive that she was troubled.

RETURNING from a swing through the center of the state.

Abraham paced the floor and asked exasperatedly, “Why can’t the Whigs
understand that Fillmore has no power beyond dividing Republican

strength?”

She looked up from the book she was reading,

“These are not easy days in which to see the right, Abraham, People

are frightened at the implication of Fremont’s election, they want to

make sure above all else that they are not casting their vote for dis-

union, . .

“I’m glad to have them take their time . . . right up to the dawn of

election day! If only they could know what Douglas just w^rote to Ninian :

In spite of everything that has happened, I am still right about the

Kansas and Nebraska bill.’ Think of that, Mary: he will destroy the Union,
and stand there above the carnage and cry, ‘I am right!’ That’s wffiv we
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must elect Fremont: Buchanan has no choice, he is committed to let

slavery spread into the territories.”

She was not convinced.

As the campaign progressed, the feeling on both sides assumed a religious

fervor. Even in Springfield, which was largely free of northern abolitionists

and southern secessionists, friendships were strained, families w^ere manag-

ing to preserve their relationships only by concerted effort. Cousin Logan

was fighting alongside Abraham, but Cousin Stuart had become a powerful

voice for Fillmore, while Ninian Edwards was a Stephen Douglas Demo-

crat. Though she had lived through exciting political jousts since she was

ten, and had witnessed the Jachson-Clay contest of 1828, this was the first

time an election had alarmed her.

Springfield was plastered with pictures and posters of Fremont. The
Republicans were maldng progress under the banner of:

FREE SPEECH, FREE PRESS, FREE SOIL, FREE MEN, FREMONT AND VICTORY!

Giant crowds were gathering all over the north to hear speeches about

him; torchlight processions throughout thousands of small towns turned

the night streets into streams of fire. A flood of speakers covered the north

like grasshoppers, trying to leave it bare of any plant except the Republican

ideology, while Longfellow and Walt Whitman, Washington Irving and

Edward Everett Flale contributed stirring poems, such articulate journalists

as Horace Greeley and Charles A. Dana made their presses thunder with

biographies, pamphlets, special editions of newspapers. Flalf the northern

preachers filled their churches on Sunday morning with the new political

religion of freedom. Fremont the pathfinder was going to find a path

through the impenetrable wilderness of slavery.

Or was he? Mary sat with the newspapers of the south in her lap; under

her very eyes were the deep-seated fears and threats of secession if he

were elected. The Washington Union, Richmond Enquirer, Charleston

Mercury told her that instant dissolution of the Union would take place

if Fremont won. One report of a mass meeting addressed by Robert

Toombs, who had been in the House with Abraham, read;

Hie election of Fremont would be an end to the Union, and ought to be.

The object of Fremont’s friends is the conquest of the south. I am con-

tent that they should own us when they have conquered us, and not be-

fore.

Senator James M. Mason of Virginia maintained that Fremont’s elec-

tion would mean “immediate, absolute, eternal separation.” Senator John

Slidell of Louisiana declared that if Fremont were the victor "the Union

can not and ought not to be preserved,” Nor were the threats originating



only in the south, they were coming from Democratic meetings in Phila-

delphia where the speakers and the crowd alike clamored for disunion.

Even the London Daily News, reported that everywhere its correspondent

found talk of the "catastrophe” of a Republican victory.

Mail arrived from her family in Kentucky, sorely distressed messages

asking why Ahraiiam had joined die Republicans, and when he had be-

come an abolitionist. She wrote back to assure them that Abraham was not

an abolitionist, that in every speech he made the point that slavery must

not be interfered with where it existed.

As she lay in her new bedroom and heard Abraham pacing in the room

in front of hers, she finally allowed her mind to consider another painful

prong of her dilemma: If the Republicans were victorious they would re-

place the Whigs as one of the two big parties of the country. Should

Abraham receive the nomination for the United States Senate in the fall

of 1858, he would for the first time in his life be at the head of a majority

party. The thing she wanted most was for him to go up to the United

States Senate.

In addition she had William Herndon to reckon with. He had emerged

as the organizing executive behind the Republican activity in Springfield.

Had he not literally forced Abraham’s hand by putting his name at the

top of the call to the Bloomington convention? Everywhere she went she

saw Herndon’s tireless work behind the scenes; repulsive as .she found the

comparison, he had become the kind of executive secretary for the Re-

publicans that her father had been for so many years for the Whigs and

Henry Clay. The deeper Abraham got into the Republican movement 'the

closer he was tied to Herndon, who at last had insinuated himself into the

position of seeming to direct Abraham’s fortune and future.

Yet here was she, pulling away.

The town became quiet after Buchanan’s election. When the New
England Society gave a banquet just before Christmas all the family

opponents, Stuart, the Edwardses and Abraham accepted invitations to

speak together. It was a mild day, just cold enough to be fun, so Mary
incited all the children down to the square where most of the town’s

youngsters were shooting off fireworks. As she watched them play she

congratulated herself on her discretion, for not once during the long and
feverish months of the campaign had she let anyone knoxv how she felt

about the election.

Only Abraham seemed morose; he grumbled:

"I did the labor and got thunder for my reward. Please don’t mention
the election, it plagues me some. I can’t help reflect how miserably things

seem to he arranged in this world. It’s not my tendency to melancholy,
it's just that everythmg now is as clear as mud. with an old and sick man
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going into the White House, withioiat tiie strength to stand up to the moral

issues.”

She consoled him by pointing out that there was a crumb of comfort

for everyone: the Republicans had elected William Bisseil as governor, and

for the first time the state administration would he in the hands of Abra-

ham’s friends instead of his opponents. This was of extreme importance, he

agreed, for the ’58 senatorial race, particularly since Stephen Douglas’s

whirlwind campaign through Illinois had carried the state for Buchanan

by a few thousand votes.

Though Abraham went to Chicago for the Republican banquet at the

Tremont House at which everyone congratulated each other on the state

and local victories, he continued to be troubled. People ever)nvhere still

were synonymizing Republicanism with abolitionism and war. The name

had to be avoided, he declared, until the members could convince the

country that they too were a peace party.

One of his supporters chose this precise moment to start a new paper,

the Springfield Refuhlican.

“I think the establishment of the paper is unfortunate,” he complained

to Mary; “the time is not yet ripe. I just can’t subscribe to it.”

A few weeks later the first issue of the Springfield Republican was de-

livered to the house. Remembering how strongly Abraham had not wanted

the paper started, and resenting it because of her own fear of the Re-

publicans, she sent the editor a reprimanding message, returning the paper

to him.

To her astonishment he commented on her message in the newspaper.

The town buzzed. Abraham said wanly;

“Mary, Mary, corporal punishment is wasted on adults as well as chil-

dren. Now we’ve succeeded in making an enemy of a man who only wanted

to be our friend,”

“But you told me you had not directed the paper to be left!”

“I meant I could not subscribe to the idea of a Republican newspaper,

or help him with money to start it. But I had to patronize it to the extent

of taking and paying for one subscription. The Democrats are saying that

if we Republicans can’t keep peace in our own family, how can we keep

it in the nation?”

After her many months of discreet quiet she had by a single outburst

exposed herself. Yet through the incident she made one of her dearest

friends: Hannah Rathhun, a young widow of twenty-nine who had moved

with her two sons from Rhode Island at the death of her husband, to live

across the street with her brother, the Reverend Noyes Miner. Coming

upon Mary consumed with anger at herself, Hannah countered with a tale

of how her own combustible temper had embarrassed her husband by an

act a hundredfold more gauche.
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‘‘The whole town was laughing at me, and my husband was furious, but

at the end of a month the others had forgotten and it became only a

humorous story between my husband; and myself.”

Mary took her hand.

'Thank you, Hannah, that helps me.”

She and Hannah were amazingly alike, Mary thought, with dieir quick

tempers, lively conversation and repartee, their love of beautiful clothes.

When Abraham was away, Hannah and her boys came to stay with Mary,

keeping the house filled with the goodness of her friendship. Mary was

able to confide in Hannah her heartbreaking efforts to teach four-year-old

Tad how to compensate for his cleft palate. There was such a large pari

of the alphabet he could not conquer: he said hoak for soak, abhunt for

absent, papaday for papa dear. The boy was happy and unaware of his

handicap, a lovable imp with a fast-moving mind, but unintelligible to

outsiders.

From the moment of Governor Bisseil’s inaugural in January, there

were parties and entertainments almost every night. Mary asked Abraham

to take Hannah with them, for she wanted her to meet that part of Spring-

field which might not be accessible to Hannah through her brother's

church work. This was not always easy for Mary because Hannah was

prettier, her humor more gentle, and having been left a fair fortune by

her husband, Hannah was exquisitely gowned; but she gritted her teeth

and continued to invite her.

After a series of fires had burned down whole sections of the .square, she

and Abraham contributed twenty-five dollars to a fund to buy a fire engine

from Boston. Two volunteer fire companies kept the town amused with

their bright uniforms, parades and picnics. Elizabeth and Ninian gave a

dinner party, Benjamin and Flelen Edwards hired a large, horse-drawn

omnibu.s to bring their guests to the hloughan house for a musicale, then

Mary and Abraham each wrote out their own invitations for five hundred

guests, including the new state officers, most of the legislature, the judges

and lawyers to a party. Brown’s Hotel, which had just opened, provided

the food and a small orchestra.

Heavy rain fell all day. Only three hundred guests appeared. Marv
stood in the hall, brilliantly gowned in clear white cockled decollete or

gandy marked with a .shamrock embroidered in. bright green, receiving her

guests. The food, music and company were sufficiently good to make up
for the liquor which Abraham refused to serve. Mary’s friends assured her

it was a brilliant affair. To her own surprise she found herself ashing

people to drop in for a visit any time..

They did. Not only the guests come to tell her how pleasant the partN'

had been, but some of those who had been kept away by the rain, and a

number who had been obliged to go to Jacksonville to a tvedcling that same



night. She was happy to see them, even though she was not fonnally

attired, or her hair dressed, or the house immaculate. She wondered why
she had not given herself this easy freedom long ago.

Abraham was vexed at the Illinois Central, for whom he had won a

major tax case, and spent hundreds of hours defending suits over the

Eighth Circuit. With the exception of the first $250 retainer, he had not

received a dollar from them. He told Mary that the next time he went to

Chicago he would collect the money; but he returned empty-handed, his

face red with embarrassment.

‘When I presented them with my bill for five thousand dollars their

official said, “Why, we could have hired a first-class lawyer for that figure.’

"

“By the Eternal!”

“They refuse to pay. I’m going to have to get affidavits from the leading

lawyers in the circuit testifying that it’s a fair fee for the work done.”

She became angry.

"Abraham, why do these people think they can insult you with im-

punity First the lavyyers on the reaper case, and now the Illinois Centralr’”

“Guess I don’t have an imposing front, so they kick me in the rear. Judge

Davis once accused me of trying to beggar the whole legal profession by

my paltry fees. This is the first big fee I’ve ever felt justified in charging

. . . and well collect it, even if I have to go all the way to the main office

in New York.”

“We could go by way of Niagara and Canada,” she said dreamily. “That

trip the Honorable Abraham Lincoln promised me back in 1 848, when we

were going to campaign tbrougb New England and help elect General

Taylor. Remember?”

'

4

ONCE again Abraham began writing at tire worktable in the

sitting room. He explained that what he wantecl to put down on paper was

a new prospectus for the Republican party which would prove that it was

not abolitionist, but was the natural successor to the Whigs and the only

place where freedom men could go. But such Republicans as William

Lloyd Garrison cried, “No Union with Slaveholders!” Wendell Phillips of

Boston said, “The Union is accursed of God, away with it!” The Reverend

Samuel J. May wanted New England to secede by itself if the rest of

the north would not; the Reverend Thomas Wentworth Higginson of

Worcester, Massachu.setts, cried, “Disunion is destiny.” Other ultras of

the north claimed, “We are essentially two nations.”



The work on the sitting-room table stopped.

Then on March 7, 1857, three days after President Buchanan in his

inaugural address had prophesied peace and union, Chief Justice Roger

B. Taney of the United States Supreme Court read the five-to-four opinion

of that court on the Dred Scott ease which all of Springfield had followed:

Dred Scott was a slave who had been taken to the Territory of Wisconsin,

and there had married another slave, subsequently purchased hy his master.

Returning to St. Louis, the master had brought Dred Scott and his family

with him; but when the master died, Scott sued for his freedom on the

basis that, having lived in a free country, he had become a free man and

could no longer be remanded to slavery. Chief Justice Taney announced

that Dred Scott and his family had not become free by moving north of

the Missouri Compromise line for the reason that Congress never had had

any right to prohibit slavery in the territories.

Mary and Abraham read the Springfield newspaper accounts of the

decision in the austere coolness of their parlor. Chief Justice Taney de-

creed that Negroes were not included in "that part of the Declaration of

Independence which asserted that all men are created equal,” and there-

fore under the constitution Negroes "had no rights which the white man

was bound to respect,”

Into Mary's mind flashed the picture of the public square in Lexington,

with Negro families being sold and tom apart. She would not he guilty of

believing that the Negro had no rights which the white man was hound to

respect; that would make him little different from the beast of the jungle.

She felt deeply sad, yet in a sense, purged. Never again would she

temporize, whatever the consequences, for now the issue stood out in all

its naked ugliness for even the morally blind to see.

Slowly she raised her head and looked at Abraham. He had been right

when he said of the Republican party tirat there was no place else for

freedom people to go. She was for freedom; and now she too had found

the right. She stood by Abraham, shoulder to shoulder, even though her

shoulder only came up to his floating rib.

Next year it was probable that Abraham would be the Republican

nominee for the Senate. Stephen Douglas, as the Democratic incumbent,

would have to stand for re-election. For the first time in their twenty years

of intense rivalry the two men would he pitted against each other for the

same office. Thanks to the Dred Scott decision, which upheld Douglas’s

popular sovereignty, people could now take their stand.

She stood hy Abraham. Would Illinois?

She was to have her trip to New Ycark; they were going east to collect

the Illinois Central fee that had been awarded them by the Illinois court.



Hannah Rathbun moved into the guest room with her two children to

watch over William and Tad. They were taking Robert with them.

She always had knowm that she would like life in a big city, but New
York was an unending source of delight. Nor did the towm seem strange:

she had been reading New York newspapers for so long that she knew most

of the theatres, shops and news of local happenings. They stayed at the

Astor House and Abraham took them in a carriage for a sight-seeing tour

from Central Park, which was being transformed from a wdld and rocky

tract of land to a pleasure ground, down to the Battery Park which had

become the city dump. After a ferryboat excursion to Staten Island they

walked along the piers; at the foot of Canal Street they found the S.S.

Atlantic and were given permission to go through the big steamship wdiich

was loading for Europe. When they came down the gangplank Mary
turned to Abraham, saying with a wistful laugh:

‘Tou can't know how I long to go to Europe. I am determined thaKmy

next husband shall be rich.”

“Then I’d better start by collecting that five thousand.”

The next morning the Illinois Central officials received them with cold

courtesy but no cold cash. On the way out Abraham asked:

“Would you like to own a railroad, Mary? Then you could have a

chalked hat and ride free over the line, like I do. If we don't receive the

money by the time we reach home I’m going to have the sheriff in McLean

County attach their railroad.”

“Does the Illinois Central have a spur to Europe?”

They had two more days in New York. Mary spent the afternoon hours

at Bowen, McNamee and Company’s new store at 320 Broadway buying

printed muslin delaine, at Nesmith’s lower down on Broadway, where she

found beautiful seamless hose and purchased a pair of Ontario blankets,

at Lane and Porter’s on Canal Street where she bought herself a three-

flounced organdy robe. Abraham took her to Niblo's Gardens for the

vaudeville and ballet and the follovving night to Wallack’s Theatre to see

The Merchant of Venice. The next morning they left for Niagara Falls

where they put up at the Cataract House. For Mary the Falls were a matter

of scenic beauty, but Abraham brushed off the aesthetic concept by asking:

“Where can all this water come from? I’ve never seen any answer in my
science hooks.”

When they reached home there was still no money from the Illinois

Centi-al, so Abraham had the sheriff seize a part of the railroad property

to satisfy the judgment. The forty-eight hundred dollars reached them at

once. It was more money than either of them had seen in a lump sum

before. Mary held the check out in front of her.

“I feel very rich. I think I will build us a beautiful Biuegrass house.

Forty-eight hundred dollars should go a long way toward paying for it.”
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The work on the sitting-room table stepped.

Then on March 7, 1857, three days after President Buchanan in his

inaugural address had prophesied peace and union, Chief Justice Roger

B. Taney of the United States Supreme Court read the five-to-four opinion

of that court on the Dred Scott case which all of Springfield had followed:

Dred Scott was a slave who had been taken to the Territory of Wisconsin,

and there had married another slave, subsequently purchased by his master.

Returning to St. Louis, the master had brought Dred Scott and his family

with him; but when the master died, Scott sued for his freedom on the

basis that, having lived in a free country, he had become a free man and

could no longer be remanded to slavery. Chief Justice Taney announced

that Dred Scott and his family had not become free by moving north of

the Missouri Compromise line for the reason that Congress never had had

any right to prohibit slavery in the territories.

Mary and Abraham read the Springfield newspaper accounts of the

decision in the austere coolness of their parlor. Chief Justice Taney de-

creed that Negroes were not included in “that part of the Declaration of

Independence which asserted that all men are created equal/* and there-

fore under the constitution Negroes “had no rights which the white man

was bound to respect.”

Into Mary's mind flashed the picture of the public square in Lexington,

with Negro families being sold and tom apart. She would not be guilty of

believing that the Negro had no rights which the white man was bound to

respect; that would make him little different from the beast of the jungle.

She felt deeply sad, yet in a sense, purged. Never again would she

temporize, whatever the consequences, for now the issue stood out in all

its naked ugliness for even the morally blind to see.

Slowly she raised her head and looked at Abraham. He had been right

when he said of the Republican party that there was no place else for

freedom people to go. She was for freedom; and now she too had found

the right. She stood by Abraham, shoulder to shoulder, even though her

shoulder only came up to his floating rib.

Next year it was probable that Abraham would be the Republican

nominee for the Senate. Stephen Douglas, as the Democratic incumbent,

would have to stand for re-election. For the first time in their twenty years

of intense rivalry the two men would be pitted against each other for the

same office. Thanks to the Dred Scott decision, which upheld Douglas’s

popular sovereignty, people could now take their stand.

She stood by Abraham. Would Illinois?

She was to have her trip to New York; they were going east to collect

the Illinois Central fee that had been awarded them by the Illinois court.



Hannah Rathbun moved into the guest room with her two children to

watch over William and Tad. They were taking Robert wdth them.

She always had known that she would like life in a big city, but New
York was an unending source of delight. Nor did the towm seem strange:

she had been reading New York newspapers for so long that she knew most

of the theatres, shops and news of local happenings. They stayed at the

Astor House and Abraham took them in a carriage for a sight-seeing tour

from Central Park, which was being transformed from a wild and rocky

tract of land to a pleasure ground, down to the Battery Park which had

become the city dump. After a ferryboat excursion to Staten Island the^'

walked along the piers; at the foot of Canal Street they found the S.S.

Atlantic and were given permission to go through the big steamship which

was loading for Europe. When they came down the gangplank Mary
turned to Abraham, saying with a wistful laugh;

'Tou can’t know how I long to go to Europe, I am determined thaKmy

next husband shall be rich.”

"Then I’d better start by collecting that five thousand.”

The next morning the Illinois Central oflScials received them with cold

courtesy but no cold cash. On the way out Abraham asked;

“Would you like to own a railroad, Mary? Then you could have a

chalked hat and ride free over the line, like I do. If we don’t receive the

money by the time we reach home I’m going to have the sheriff in McLean
County attach their railroad.”

“Does the Illinois Central have a spur to Europe?”

They had two more days in New York. Mary spent the afternoon hours

at Bowen, McNamee and Company’s new store at 320 Broadway buying

printed muslin delaine, at Nesmith’s lower down on Broadway, where she

found beautiful seamless hose and purchased a pair of Ontario blankets,

at Lane and Porter’s on Canal Street where she bought herself a three-

flounced organdy robe, Abraham took her to Niblo’s Gardens for the

vaudeville and ballet and the following night to Wallack’s Theatre to see

The Merchant of Venice. The next morning they left for Niagara Falls

where they put up at the Cataract House. For Mary the Falls were a matter

of scenic beauty, but Abraham brushed off the aesthetic concept by asking:

“Where can all this water come from? I’ve never seen any answer in my
science books.”

When they reached home there was still no money from the Illinois

Central, so Abraham had the sheriff seize a part of the railroad property

to satisfy the judgment. The forty-eight hundred dvollars reached them at

once. It was more money than either of diem had seen in a lump .sum

before. Mary held the check out in front of her.

“I feel very rich. I think I vyill build us a beautiful Biuegrass house.

Forty-eight hundred dollars should go a long way toward paying for it.”



“Twenty-four hundred dollars. The other half belongs to Billy."

She held the check against her bosom.

“Abraham, that isn’t fair! YouVe spent the better part of your working

hours for two years earning this fee. Mr. Herndon never rode circuit, never

tried any of the cases. He just hasn’t earned any part of the money.”

“I can’t divide small sums and walk out with big ones,"

“Oh, Abraham, this partnership makes less sense all the time.”

He ignored her comment.

“I’m going to invest our half of the money in land out in Iowa. We’ll be

rich yet.’’

Her sister Emilie’s husband, Ben Hardin Helm, to whom Mary was also

related through the Hardin family, arrived in Springfield to try a case. He
>"'was a young version of her handsome cousin Hardin, over six feet tall,

with penetrating blue eyes, rich brown hair, an open genial face which

managed to be both sensitive and strong. He had graduated from West

Point, served for a time in the Second Cavalry, but after attending law

school at the University of Louisville and going for one term to the Har-

vard Law School he had returned to Kentucky and gone into partnership

with his father, a former governor of Kentucky. Mary installed Ben in the

guest room; they found him bright, with quiet manners and a moderate

attitude toward the politics that were agitating the hation.

When Abraham asked about the feeling of the people in Kentucky on

the subject of slavery, he replied:

“I think the border states will adopt gradual emancipation." He looked

at Mary, adding, “Your father did good work in that field, Cousin Mary."

Then turning back to Abraham, “But I don’t think the cotton states can

accept emancipation in any form, even if guaranteed payment. You see,

Cousin Abraham, it’s not only their investment they’re afraid to lose, it is

a whole way of life. They’re frightened that everything they value will he

torn from them."

In the fall of 1857 Kansas drew up its state constitution at Lecompton,

written after a series of pro-slavery election frauds. Under the new con-

stitution it became a felony to deny the right of a slaveowner to hold his

human property in bondage. When President Buchanan urged Congress

to accept the Lecompton constitution so that Kansas could become a state,

Senator Stephen Douglas broke with the administration , , , and de-

nounced President Buchanan. Abraham exclaimed:

“This is excellent for us: we were split last year in the election, that’s

what defeated us; if Douglas and the administration are split in ’58, the

chance is we shall win."

His jubilation was short-lived: because Douglas was opposing Buchanan
and the effort to bring in Kansas as a slave state, many of the Republican

newspapers which formerly had fought him now maintained that Stephen
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Douglas should be nominated as the Republican senator from Illinois. The
opposition papers in Illinois grew caustic, poking fun at Abraham as though

he had been outmaneuvered. The Urbana Constitution said:

Honorable Abe Lincoln is undoubtedly the most unfortunate politician

that ever attempted to rise in Illinois. In everything he undertakes, polit-

ically, he seems doomed to failure. He -has been prostrated often enough
in his political schemes to have crushed the life out of any ordinary man.

“Good thing you are not an ordinary man,” Mary murmured.

His gray eyes lightened, thanking her for the help of humor.

The Lincoln home became the scene of a wake as their friends filed in

with dispatches from Washington and the north, reporting that more anti

more Republican leaders were going over to Douglas’s side: Senator

Seward of New York, Simon Cameron, Republican boss of Pennsylvania,

the party leaders of Massachusetts.

Abraham wrote ruminatively on the hacks of old envelopes the talk he

was to make to the Republican convention of 1858, with an observation to

Mary that the speech would be built around the sentiment he had ex-

pressed to her during their days at the Globe when he was writing a cir-

cular for the Whigs: that “A house divided against itself cannot stand.”

When he returned from the state library on the evening of June 1 5, where

he had rehearsed his speech at the head of a round table of his party

leaders, he confessed:

“My friends scolded me a good deal about the 'house divided against

itself’; they wanted me to change it, but I believe I have studied this sub-

ject more deeply than they have, and I told them I was going to stick to

my text whatever happened.”

They were in the rear parlor where he had found her sitting in a low

chair by the table reading a new French novel under the light of an astral

lamp. She sat immobile, watching his dark face and troubled eyes.

“I’d like to read it to you out loud, Puss, just as I did to them. I have a

lot of words underlined for emphasis:

“Mr. President and Gentlemen of the Convention:

“If we could first know where we are, and whither we are tending, we

could then better judge what to do, and how to do it.

“We are now far into the -fifth year, since a policy was initiated, with the

avowed object, and confident promise, of putting an end to slavery agita-

tion.

“Under the operation of that policy, that agitation Ir.is not only not

ceased, hut has constantly augmented.

“In my opinion, it will not cease, until a crisis shall have been reached,

and passed.
“

‘.A house divided against itself cannot stand.’



"I believe this government cannot endure, permanently half slave and

half free.

“I do not expect the Union to be dissohed—l do not expect the house to

fall—but I do expect it will cease to be divided.

"It will become all one thing, or all the other.”

His voice was low, deeply moving, Hlled with intense sincerity. She was

silent, the sentences ringing through her head, talcing her bade to their

honeymoon at the Globe, to Abraham saying, "I want to acquire a style,

but I still write by ear.” He had his style now, as ludble as anything she

had heard. She recalled her early observation that basically Abraham was

neither a lawyer nor a politician but a literary man.

"It’s beautiful, my dear. How can they object to the house divided’

line? It comes from the Bible.”

"One man said it was ahead of its time, another that it would drive away

voters fresh from the Democratic ranks, a third declared it a ‘damn fool

utterance’ because it sounds like I’m advocating disunion and war.”

“But you’re only analyzing what has gone before, and what you believe

may happen.”

"Precisely what I said to them. I said, ‘The time has come when this

sentiment should be uttered and if I have to go clown because of this

speech, then at least I go down linked to what is just and right.’
”

"Surely they won’t repudiate you?”

"It’s the election they’re worried about, not the nomination. That should

come in tomorrow.”

She accompanied him to the state house the following evening to hear

him read his speech to a Hail full of shirt-sleeved, perspiring Republicans

who at the end gave him a unanimous endorsement for the Senate . . .

his election depending upon the Republicans winning a majority of seats

in the legislature. After much handshaking they walked up to the Journal

office to read proof and make sure the friendly Chicago Tribune repre-

sentative sent in his report free from error.

Walking home through the darkness, Abraham informed her that there

would be little money available for the grueling campaign; he would not

only have to pay all of his own traveling expenses hut would have to con-

tribute to the state-wide fund as well; and since he would be campaigning

too hard to appear in court there would be short income in the ensuing

months.

She let her servant go, spent money only for food, lie converted their

sitting room into campaign headquarters, spreading out before him on the

worktable the vote tabulations of the 1856 campaign, estimating how much
pressure would have to be exerted in each district to bring it into the Re-

publican camp.

In spite of Mary’s efforts to find Hannah a husband, her friend chose



her own time for falling in love. Dr, John Shearer was a thirty-one-year-old

Pennsylvanian, muscular and genial. Mary acted as matron of honor at the

wedding in the Miners’ parlor, then helped Hannah move into a new
house immediately across the street on Eighth and Jackson.

At the end of the first week in July Abraham held Mary tightly to him.

picked up his carpetbag and set off for Chicago to hear Stephen Douglas

make the opening speech of the campaign; and to answer him. Walking

back through the sitting room from the front window where she had

followed his progress down the street, she saw some writing spread out on

the sitting-room table. Her eye caught the opening sentence of the paper

which he had headed; Struggle Against Slavery.

I have never professed an indifference to the honors of ofl&cial station; and
were I to do so now, I should only make myself ridiculous.

She could not resist picking up the paper and reading on;

Yet I have never failed to remember that in the republican cause there is

a higher aim than that of mere office. I have not allowed myself to forget

that the abolition of die Slave-trade by Great Brittain, was agitated a

hundred years before it was a final success; that the measure had it’s open

fire-eating opponents; it’s stealthy “dont care” opponents; it's dollar and
cent opponents; its negro equality opponents; and its religion and gocxi

order opponents; that all these opponents got offices, and their adversaries

got none. But I have also remembered that though they blazed, like tallow'-

candles for a century, at last they flickered in the socket, died out, stank

in the dark for a brief season, and were remembered no more, even by the

smell.

There were tears in her eyes, a lump in her throat. How beautifully he

expressed his belief in the right. He had started out on this new campaign

only a few' moments before; was he already reconciled to another defeat?

5

THE Chicago newspaper accounts of Abraham’s first entangle-

ment reached Springfield before he did. His friends had been accurate in

their prophecy; because of the “house divided” speech Douglas accused

him of being a disunionist plumping for war. Stephen, Mary knew', had

come into Illinois under the severest handicap of his political career, at-

tacked by President Buchanan and the administration forces, abandoned

by many Democrats who had been repulsed by his repeal of the Missouri

Compromise. But now he had an issue, one provided to him ready-made

bv Abraham.



She sat on the floor and, surrounding herself with the two newspapers

and her three sons, read to them first febm the Douglas paper, the Chicago

Times, and then the Lincoln fa-pex, the Chicago Tribune, trying to ex-

plain to the hoys how in politics two diametrically opposite versions of the

same thing could appear true, when there was a ringing of the bell above

the clock in the dining room. She opened the front door to find Helen

Edwards standing there.

She led her into the parlor, which seemed cool and unused after the

cluttered sitting room. Helen said;

“Mary, I have unpleasant news . .

. . nothing about Abraham?”

“Oh no, nothing personal.” She spoke more quickly. “Ben has gone over

to Stephen Douglas. I know that will hurt, your husband has been kind

to Ben.”

Mary could feel the blood rush to her head. Could Abraham have been

so wrong about his speech that even his friends hurried to desert him?

“What I came to tell you,” Helen continued, “is that Ben is planning

the Springfield welcoming reception for Mr. Douglas at our house. The
train bringing him will stop alongside our grove. Douglas will make his

major Springfield speech right there.”

Mary winced: the Douglas rally to be held at her beloved Houghan
house! Helen put a fingertip solicitously on her arm, then started for the

front door. “Now I have to go home and write a letter to my Republican

family in New York, trying to explain why my husband, after saying in

'56, ‘I’d rather shake hands with the devil than to hold Douglas’s hand on

his slavery issue,' has svintched to the Democrats.”

Abraham returned the next day; when she told him about Benjamin

Edwards and the Houghan grove rally he swallowed scravmily a few times,

then said, "Every man must go his own way,” He added, “You read about

Douglas’s triumphal entry into Illinois? That is all bombast, Mary. Judging

by the strong call for me to speak when he closed, I believe we could have

voted him down in that very crowd,”

The following morning he took the cars for Bloomington where Douglas

was scheduled to speak.

“I don’t know if there will be any opening for me, but I want to be on

the ground to take the chance.”

After the Bloomington meeting he would board the campaign train

that was coming into Springfield with the Douglas enthusiasts, and join

the other members of the train when it stopped at Benjamin Edw^ards’s

grove.

Late that night as she lay sleepless in bed she heard the faint sound of

rain on the roof, then a heavy downpour. This would turn the Edwardses’

grove into a vast field of mud. She murmured gleefully, “Lord, forgive
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me for my uncharity, but I hope You rain out the whole meeting!”

She was awakened at daylight by cannon fire. With a flush of anger she

realized that the cannon had been fired by the Douglas Democrats. The
cannonading continued all day; by midmoming she heard the sound of the

bands assembling in the square and the Democratic marchers beginning

their cheering and parading. The speaking would take two hours, perhaps

three; it seemed a long wait until Abraham would be home again.

She went to the front window to see if the rain had stopped; there,

coming down Eighth Street, a carpetbag in one hand, an unopened um-

brella in the other, with his coattails flying in the breeze and his bead

craned forward, was Abrabam.

She led him into the kitchen where he took off his wet shoes; she got

him dry socks and brought the crocheted slippers on which she had headed

A.L. He leaned his chair against the wall and sat with his heels locked

into the lower rungs, his knees on a level with his bemused and twinkling

eyes. She poured him a cup of strong black coffee, then put more wood

into the stove and cooked him a fresh lake fish she had bought at Smith

and McCandless. Neither of them referred to the fact that he had changed

his mind about hearing his opponent speak that day.

By the time the meeting was over and the crowd had thronged back into

Springfield the town was agog with the news of Douglas’s private railroad

car. Robert asked if he could go dovm to the station to see it. An hour later

he was back, wide-eyed, describing the mottoes and flags running the

length of the car, the plush parlor chairs, the lounges where people could

sleep, the tables for writing and eating, the brass band, tv^o stenographers,

a sculptor, a man to take down his speeches in the new method called

short hand . . . and the flatcar which carried two cannon.

“Father, m^hen you go out again on the Douglas-Lincoln campaign, are

you going to have a beautiful car like that?”

“Why do you call it the Dowglos-Lincoin campaign, Robert?” asked

Mary. “In this family we speak of the TmcolM-Douglas campaign.”

Robert kept bis eyes on his fathers face. Abraham replied:

“The Illinois Central appears to be providing this private car to Douglas

without too much charge; apparently they think he is going to be re-

elected.”

‘Why do you have to ride in a day coach? Why can’t we have a train

called ‘The Lincoln Special’? We’re just as good as Douglas, aren’t we?”

“Perhaps, but not as rich. Our friend bought up half of Chicago -when

it was a Miderness.”

Robert drew himself up, stuck his chin in the air, and announced,

“When 1 get to be a man I’ni going to be as rich as Senator Douglas. I’ll

have m)'' own car when I travel, and no one will ever he able to look down

on me.”
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‘Then you’d, better grow another couple of feet in stature, son,” com-

mented his father dryly.

Abraham had announced that he wotdd speak that evening at the state

house. They dawdled over supper, then he bathed, ptit on fresh linen and

his lightest-weight black alpaca suit. Mary was curious to see the new Mrs.

Douglas, Stephen’s first wife having died in childbirth almost five years

before. Abraham brought the carriage around to the front door. Because

they were a little early they rode their buggy around the square. As they

came to the St. Nicholas Hotel where the Douglases were staying, their

horse was brought up with a start by a tremendous cheer; from her vantage

point high in the carriage Mary saw Stephen Douglas emerge from the

ladies’ entrance on the west side of the building with Adele Gutts on his

arm. Mary had heard a good deal about the new Mrs. Douglas: the grand-

niece of Dolly Madison, she had been raised in the highest Washington

society; it was rumored that she always had had a great many men at her

feet and could have married anyone she chose. She was reputed to he the

most charming hostess in the capital. Her home had taken away the social

leadership from the White House as run by President Buchanan and his

niece, Harriet Lane.

In the strong light of the gas lamps Mary saw that the reports of Adele

Cutts’s beauty were true; Mrs. Douglas had an exquisitely shaped oval

face with large brown eyes, a Grecian forehead, with heavy braids of glossy

chestnut hair entwined on her head. She was elaborately gowned in silk

taffeta with a tunic of embroidered white Italian gossamer, showing off her

tall, well-proportioned figure.

Sitting above the scene, her eyes devouring the handsome, prosperous,

enormously successful couple, strong emotion welled up in Mary’s bosom;

frustration, envy, hatred? She did not know; she knew only that she could

hardly breathe, her heart was pounding so fiercely in her throat.

“Drive on, Abraham. It’s time for your meeting.”

The Hall of Representatives was barely full; Senator Douglas was not

coming to hear his opponent, and so the Democrats remained out in the

square. Abraham had been speaking for only a moment when a gigantic

rocket went off near the window. He said, “I expect we shall have as

much of that as we can conveniently get along with,” which brought a

laugh from the solid Republican assembly, then went on with a recounting

of the disadvantages under which the Republican party was working, in-

cluding the unfair representation in the legislature which had been ap-

portioned years before when the population was greater in the south;

“Senator Douglas is of world-wide renown. All the anxious politicians

of his party have been looking upon him as certainly, at no distant day, to

be president of the United States, They have seen in his round, jolly,



fruitful face post offices, land offices, marshalsMps and cabinet appoint-

ments, chargdships and foreign missions bursting and sprouting out in

wonderful exuberance ready to be laid: bold of by their greedy hands. On
the contrary nobody has ever expected me to be president, in my poor,

lean, lank face nobody has ever seen that any cabbages were sprouting

out."

She did not enjoy the laughter that followed.

When they reached home, and Mary had changed into the robe she had

bought in New York, she brought iced lemonade up to Abraham's bed-

room where he was sprawled cater-corner on his bed, his hands under his

head. Without bringing his eyes down from the ceiling, he asked;

"What did you honestly think?”

“The end was good.”

“And the beginning?"

‘When you spend half your time answering Steve you are giving him

half your platform. I think you ought to fly your own Bte, People are say-

ing that your crowds are small; might not that be because you’re trailing

Douglas instead of going out on the stump yourself and initiating the

issues of the campaign?"

"You think I’m hanging onto Douglas’s coattails?” He sampled the

flavor of that thought for a moment, working his lips up and down. “Sev-

eral friends have said I ought to go on the offensive. What about Greeley’s

suggestion in the Tribune the day after Douglas and I spoke at Chicago:

‘We trust Messrs. Lincoln and Douglas will speak together at some fifteen

or twenty of the most important and vddely accessible points throughout

the state’?’’

“You mean a series of debates? Excellent!" Her eyes glowed at the sug-

gestion. “There’s no more exciting theatre in the world than two men

pitted against each other on a platform. Every newspaper in the country

would report it."

He sat up abruptly.

“I’ll have to propose it to Norman Judd and other friends on the Central

Committee in Chicago, I’m sure they will concur."

“But will Steve? What does he gain?"

“Look at it the other way. Can he afford to refuse?" j

6

ABRAHAM left to consult with his advisory committee and to

issue the challenge to Douglas, Stephen’s answer came in the form of a
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letter. She could not resist opening it. After reprimanding Abraham for

not inviting this arrangenient while they were both in Springfield and

Douglas was drawing up his campaign, he then agreed to debate him in

Freeport, Ottawa, Galesburg, Quincy, Alton, Jonesboro and Charleston.

She danced around the sitting room waving the letter above her head.

When Abraham returned the next morning she asked:

“Abraham, could I come along for the debates? I think I could be as

much of an asset to you as Adele Cutts is to Steve.”

“No question of that, Puss, but the Douglases can afford to spend a

great deal of money on this campaign. We’re spending our meager savings.

I’m going to have to be on tbe move every day. You’d have to spend hours

in dirty railroad stations, travel in crowded day coaches ... sometimes

sit up in the cars all night ...”

“I won’t mind, Remember our trip to Vandalia for the big Whig con-

vention? I made a great many friends there.”

He moved his head from side to side,

“It would be better if you met me at the strategic points. I’d have the

freedom of mind to slog on day by day.”

She was disappointed.

They had a quiet two weeks preparing for his swing through the smaller

villages prior to opening the formal debates at Ottawa. Then on a hot

Friday morning toward the end of August she boarded the cars. It was a

rough joking journey; she half suffocated for lack of air, breathing in

draughts of : black soot. By the time she reached the halfway mark her

traveling dressipf dark blue muslin was covered with dust and ash. She

had prepared herself a small lunch but was too hot to eat.

It was midafternoon by tbe time she reached Morris, a tiny village with

houses nestled among green shade trees. Abraham was at the station to

meet her. They stayed with friends overnight, and the next morning went

down to the station to board tbe seventeen-car Republican special, jammed

with their supporters. It was shortly after noon when they reached Ottawa.

They were escorted from the train to a carriage which had been decorated

with evergreens and mottoes by the young Republican ladies of the town;

in front of them were bands of music and behind them military companies.

The procession circled the square to the sound of cheering, then made its

way to the residence of Mayor Glover, who was standing on the porch of

his two-story red brick house ready to give them an official welcome to this

northern and hence predominantly Republican town.

A holiday mood prevailed over the tovm, the stores and streets were

scrubbed, banners and streamers hung. The square was a seething mass of

humanity, some ten thousand people who, the mayor told Mary, had

poured into the town the night before on horseback, in carriages, farm

wagons, special trains and canal boats up the Illinois and Fox rivers, the



town being surrounded by campfires of those who had come in for the

great show.

In the middle of the square was an improvised stand with a plank cover-

ing to keep off the merciless sun; no one had remembered to keep a lane

available to the stand, and so a military company leading the Lincolns

fought its w-ay inch by inch, taking a half hour to get through. From an

other direction Mr. and Mrs. Douglas and their Democratic entourage

were undergoing a similar ordeal. Finally they were all seated on the plat-

form, she and Abraham on one side with their delegation, Douglas and

his wife on the other. Across the stand Mary saw Adele Cutts Douglas

gazing at her.

Below them was a table filled with reporters from most of the important

newspapers of the east, as well as short hand writers.

Douglas had the opening speech and the rebuttal. He was dressed in

a ruffled silk shirt and dark blue coat with shiny button.^. He talked

steadily in a rushing unbroken stream, his voice heavy and rich; he shook

his long black hair, walked back and forth across the platform with the

springing grace of a panther. Mary remembered him as she had known

him in the early days of Springfield; what power he had developed, what

amazing qualities of leadership. His questioning of Abraham about the

Springfield Republican platform was greeted with cries of '"Hurrafi for

Douglas!” "Hit him again!”

She stole a glance at Abraham’s face. He was upset. A number of time.s

he shook his head in confusion and denial.

When he rose, wearing a coat with sleeves too short, and baggy

trousers, he was greeted with protracted applause; this cheered her, though

it did not lighten Abraham’s expression. His voice was nasal, with an un-

pleasant timbre; the confidence and good nature of the night before were

gone, and so was the speech he painstakingly had written at home, tried

out and revised in the public squares of small towns between Springfield

and Ottawa. Douglas’s attach had thrown him off balance. He failed to

answ'er Douglas’s questions, did some patchwork rambling, then .stopped

speaking altogether after only thirty or forty minutes.

She was too apprehensive to hear anything of Douglas’s rebuttal; she

could tell from the tone of the audience that he had had the better of

the day’s argument.

She was tired; she wanted to get off the platform, back to Mayor

Glover’s house and into the quiet and privacy of the bedroom that had

been made available to them. Then she saw Mrs. Douglas moving toward

her. She turned her face, tried to make her way to the steps at the side

of the platform. The crowd was too dense. She felt a gentle hand on her

arm, and turned. There was no sense of triumph in Adele Douglas:

instead she wore a friendly smile.
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“You won’t remember me, Mrs. Lincoln, but I was introduced to you

once a number of years ago in Washington.”

Startled, Mary asked, “In Washington?”

“At my aunt’s house: Mrs. Madison. You came in for the New Year’s

reception. I was only fourteen then, but I remember thinking what ex-

quisite shoulders you had. I can even recall your gown; it was white silk

wdth blue brocaded flowers woven through it.”

Mary flushed. “Yes, I did wear my white silk that day. Remarkable

that you should remember.”

“I don’t think so, Mrs. Lincoln. Anyone meeting you for the first time

certainly could never forget you. Do tell me, how are you faring on this

trip with your husband? Frankly I would have preferred to remain home.

My main task seems to be keeping Mr. Douglas in clean shirts. I’m not

altogether sure I'm contributing anything to the campaign, though I do

my best with the women of the town.”

Completely thawed now, Mary held out her hand to the younger

woman.

“I’m so glad we’ve met, Mrs. Douglas. Do let us be friends. I love to

travel, and I must say I envy your being able to make the whole trip.”

That evening the short hand man brought in Abraham’s speech,

transcribed to long hand for the newspapers. Abraham read it, turned

to Mary with a wry smile.

“I say, as the old man did when he saw his daguerreotype: it’s most

horribly like me!”

He laughed, then sprang up from his chair and exclaimed:

“I've got it! Douglas played us double. That set of abolitionist resolu-

tions he outlined never was passed in Springfield, and never was the Re-

publican party platform. They were passed by some abolitionist county

group up in the north. That’s what had me so upset. It was probably an

honest mistake, but I’m going to confront him with it at Freeport.”

There was no sleep in him that night. He paced the floor of Mayor
Glover’s upstairs bedroom overlooldng the deserted street and sleeping

village.

“I’ve used a lot of Douglas’s ideas in the past, now I think I’ll use an-

other: he asked me a series of embarrassing questions today; next week

I’ll ask him some, and with one of them I think I can embarrass him right

out of the election,”

“Truly? We’ve been trying to dispose of him for twenty-two years with-

out the slightest success. How can you find such a thrust fatale?”

Fie went to where his stovepipe hat was sitting on a marble-topped

table, bottom up, and dumped out some old envelopes.

'This is roughly how the question should read: ‘Can the people of a



United States territory in any lawful way exclude slavery from its limits

prior to the formation of a state constitution?’
”

She repeated the sentence to herself.

“Douglas has been upholding the Dred Scott decision; therefore in all

legal logic he has got to answer in the negative: that the citizens of a terri-

tory cannot exclude slavery, because, with the Missouri Compromise dead,

slaves cannot be excluded anywhere.”

“If Douglas answers 'No,’ ” said Mary ruminatively, "he loses every vote

in Illinois except the ultra-slavery votes in the southern counties. Is

that it?”

Abraham was pleased at his stratagem; he went to the front window,

took several draughts of air, then got into bed.

“I can sleep now.”

She was cutting out the first newspaper reports of the debate in Freeport

when her cousin Logan came to call, his face a series of contorted whorls.

“Mary, what happened to us at Freeport?” he cried in a high shrill

voice. “Why did Abraham ask Douglas that question?”

Mary thought the Freeport debate had gone well in spite of the wind

and showers: Douglas had apologized to a crowd of fifteen thousand listen-

ers for quoting the wrong platform at Ottawa; all the important news-

papers of the country had carried their speeches in full. It was the first

time Abraham’s words had had a national audience.

“Abraham had Douglas locked tight in that Kansas cavern, and now he

has willfully unbolted the door and let him out. They’re saying all over-

town we had the election won, and now we’ve got it lost.”

“Sdt down for a moment, Cousin Logan, I’ll get you some coffee.”

She deliberately took her time, for she could hear her cousin pacing

nervously in the sitting room. She poured two cups of very thick Hack

coffee. Logan pushed his aside,
'

“I hear some of our best men advised Abraham against asking Douglas

that question. Why does he go contrarj? to good advice?”

She recalled his refusal to withdraw^ his “house divided” sentiments

from the Springfield speech,

“I don’t know, Cousin Logan; but he has to do what he thinks is

right.”

Logan took up the Freeport clipping and ran a jagged fingernail under

the lines of Douglas’s answer:

“
‘The next question propounded to me by Mr. Lincoln is, can the people

of a territory in any lawful way . , . exclude slavery from their limits

prior to the formation of a State Constitution? I answer emphatically that

in my opinion the people of a territory can, by lawful means, exclude



slavery from their limits. . . . The people have the lawful means to in-

troduce it ox exclude it as they please, for the reason that slavery cannot

exist a day or an hour anywhere, uidess it is supported by local police

regulations.’
”

Logan held her in a troubled gaze.

“How clever that answer is: it’ll win him every old-line Whig vote in

the state!”

As she stood looking at her cousin she remembered how he had wept

when Abraham had been defeated by Trumbull for the Senate seat three

years before. What could she say to him? That Abraham had been vwong?

That he had made a tactical blunder? She who had watched his slow,

troubled awabening, lived side by side with the impetus of bis growth

and maturing, seen and heard him reach the selflessness of dedication to

a humanitarian cause? Should she now doubt his judgment?

She put her hand on her cousin’s shoulder, fondly.

“Abraham knows best, Cousin Logan. We must have faith in him.”

A few days later, on September i, he was home, his face bronzed

from exposure to the sun, his voice strong in spite of the fact that he had

been speaking in open-air groves every afternoon, and in tovm squares in

the evenings. If the election were already lost, certainly no one could

find any sign of it in Abraham. He had a number of stories for her and

the boys as they gathered about him in the kitchen while she prepared

a beefsteak for supper: of how the caboose of the freight train he was

riding had been sidetracked in the hot sun for several hours to let the

Douglas special go by; how the French harp he had learned to play on

the long day-coach journeys had become known as the rival of Douglas’s

brass band.

Robert brought out the brilliant uniform which the Springfield Cadets

had had made to wear on the excursion train which would go to Alton for

the last debate.

“You must come too, Mary,” said Abraham. “You saw the beginning

of the contest; I want you to be there at the end.”

After supper be settled down at the worktable beneath his law shelves.

When Mary asked in surprise if he were still writing out every speech

in advance, he gazed at her over his spectacles.

“Now, take your old friend Douglas, he has a theory that the popular

sovereignty speech is the one he is going to win on, and the audiences

whom he addresses in each town will neither know nor care whether

he is making the same speech elsewhere. For my own part, I can never

repeat a speech a second time. Everything about the subject keeps en-

larging as I go from place to place, and what seems to me like new truths

come crowding in on me.”

The next two weeks, while she followed him by the newspaper reports,



he traced a pattern across the valleys and prairies o£ Illinois, on horseback,

in carriages, on railroads or canals or riverhoats, speaking in rapid suc-

cession from Monticello to Mattoon, from Hillsboro to Edwardsvilie, from

Highland to Greenville. The third in the series of their debates, held at

Jonesboro, deep in the south of Illinois, went badly for both of them,

since the county was dominated by Buchanan Democrats; however in

Charleston, the capital of Coles County, there was an enormous banner

across the main street which read old abb THmxY years ago, showing

Abraham driving two yoke of oxen. The papers estimated that some ten

to twelve thousand people had come to hear their adopted candidate; chief

among them, Sarah Bush Lincoln, his stepmother.

Her other newspaper reading was not as pleasant: the Lexington

Observer md Reforter, which she still received by mail, informed her

that the Kentucky Whigs, which meant her entire Kentucky family,

were unanimously in favor of Douglas over Lincoln. Such old family

friends as John J. Crittenden and James B. Clay, son of Henry Clay, also

favored the election of Douglas.

At the end of September Abraham managed to get home for a week

end, coming in late of a Saturday afternoon. She had no sooner freshened

the upstairs bedroom and heard him thumping around in his slippers,

than the Republican Club came marching down the street headed by a

band, assembling almost a thousand strong in front of the house. Since

it was obvious that the crowd would not go away until he had made a

speech, Abraham linked his arm through Mary's and the two of them

went out on the front porch to acknowledge the cheers. The three boys

looked on from the upstairs windows. Abraham thanked their friends

for the reception, assured them that the prospects were good for the

triumph of the principles that were so dear to all of them.

Mary watched the faces of the people as they followed his words, felt

the warmth of the community as it flowed upward toward Abraham and

herself. She was tremendously moved, it was almost like repatriation;

once again she felt close to the town where so often she had thought

herself unhappy and unwanted.

7

ON the morning of the Alton debate she was up at five, building

a fire in the stove and heating the hath water for herself and Robert. At

the station hundreds of people had collected, enough to crowd the eight

cars of the half-fare excursion train. The trip took four hours; eleven



years before, they had ridden the stagecoach from Springfield to Alton

and the ninety-eight miles had taken two full days,

VVlien she alighted from the cars one of Abraham’s friends led her to

where Abraham was sitting in a closed carriage; he had come down from

Quincy on the river boat City of Louisiana the evening before. He
reached down both arms to help her into the carriage, kissing her heartily.

"I thought it better not to come into the station, or it w^ould take us

hours to get to the hotel. Where’s Robert^’

‘With his cadet company. They plan to parade about the city before

going for their dinner. Did you rest well last night?”

“Went to my cabin after supper and slept till dawn. I wish the Rock

Island and the Illinois Central would put boats on their tracks.”

The carriage stopped at a side entrance of the Franklin Flotel. Abraham

led her up to their suite on the third floor. He had been receiving political

friends all morning, but now they were to have a couple of hours of rest

and privacy.

At one-thirty they left the hotel.

“We’ll be before an audience which has strong sympathies southward,”

said Abraham. "I’m sure Douglas is going to try to place me in an extreme

abolitionist attitude.”

When they reached the stand which had been erected in front of the

tall ground-floor windows of the new city hall, she was disappointed to

find in the space between the city hall and the Congregational church

little more than a third of the number who had assembled at Ottawa for

the opening debate. In Ottawa the crowd had been filled with families,

mothers carrying children in their arms, young girls as well as grand-

mothers; here it was mostly men. Then she saw that the windows of the

city hall and all other windows of the square were filled wdth women
gazing down upon them.

Promptly at two o’clock Stephen Douglas rose and began his speech.

His face was bloated, his voice strained and hoarse. He seemed nervous as

he strode up and down the platform, nevertheless his argument was well

organized; the government had been established by white men for the

benefit of white men and their posterity; the signers of the Declaration

of Independence had no reference to Negroes when they declared all men
to be created equal, they were alluding to white men and none others;

there was no power under our system of government which had the right

to force a constitution on unwilling people, and if the people of Kansas

wanted a slave state, they had a right to form such a state, and he would

let them come into the Union with slavery or without because it was

their business and not his; and that when he brought forth the Kansas-

Nebraska bill its intent was to leave the people there free to regulate their

domestic institutions; that Lincoln, in declaring the “house divided”



doctrine, had insisted that the government could not endure permanently

divided into slave and free states, and consequently he invited disunion;

his election would be an invitation to war, resulting in the destruction of

the constitution and the government set up by the founding fathers.

Half the crowd cheered him lustily when he finished and took his seat.

Mrs. Douglas handed him a clean white handkerchief to wipe the perspira-

tion from his brow.

Abraham rose, took off his coat. A young woman in the audience threw

a bouquet of dahlias and roses at his feet. He picked up the flowers and

handed them back to Mary, who held them on top of his coat. She strained

forward to catch every word he uttered.

He quickly went to the heart of the confliict:

''At Galesburg the other day, I said in answer to Douglas that three

years ago .there never had been a man, so far as I knew in the vrhole

world, who had said that the Declaration of Independence did' not include

Negroes in the term ‘all men.’ I believe the first man who ever said it was

Chief Justice Taney in the Dred Scott case, and the next to him was

our friend Stephen A. Douglas. When this new principle is brought for-

ward I combat it as taking away from the Negro the right of ever striving

to be a man.”

He accused Douglas of reviving the slavery agitation in 1854 by de-

manding the repeal of the Missouri Compromise, and asked why, since

the "troublesome thing” was on its way to extinction, Douglas had felt

driven to the necessity of introducing a new policy in regard to slavery;

whereas "we might, by arresting the further spread of it and placing it

where the fathers originally placed it, put it where the public mind should

rest in the belief that it was in the course of ultimate extinction.” He
maintained that all troubles in relation to slavery arose from an endeavor

to spread it.

A number of scattered voices cried, “Hear! Hear!” Abraham held his

arms out in a wide, encircling gesture.

“The real issue Iretween Douglas and myself is the sentiment of one

class that looks upon the institution of slavery as a wrong, and of another

class that does not look upon it as a wrong. Judge Douglas says he ‘don’t

care whether slavery is voted up or voted down.’ Any man who can say

that does not see anything wrong in slavery, because no man can logically

say he don’t care whether a wrong Is voted up or down.

"Douglas contends that whatever community wants slaves has a right

to have them. So they have if it is not a wrong. But if it is a wrong, lie

cannot say a people have a right to do wrong. You may turn over every-

thing in the Democratic policy from beginning to end and everything

that Douglas has said, and it everywhere carefully excludes the idea that

there is anything wrong in slavery. That is the real issue. That is the



issue that wiii continue in this country when these poor tongues of

Stephen Douglas and myself shall be silent. It is the eternal struggle be-

tween these two principles, that have stood face to face from the beginning

of time and wall ever continues to struggle. The one is the common right

of humanity and the other the divine right of kings. It is the same spirit

that says, Ton work and toil and earn bread, and I’ll eat it.’
”

Dusk had fallen. Abraham stood above the crowd, every line of his

angular body yearning out toward the people who were standing in

silence, gazing up at him, not really knowing he had finished, and then

when they did, too caught up emotionally to give anything but quiet

applause. |

When the crowd had melted away Mary and Abraham went back to

the Franklin House for an early supper before catching the train to Spring-

field. Robert and the cadets were still parading in front of the Courier

office.

At supper, on Mary’s right, sat Florace White, reporter from the

Chicago Tribune, while opposite her was Robert Hitt, the pioneer of

verbatim short hand reporting. The dining room was filled with Republi-

cans, the Democrats being with Douglas at the Alton Hotel. There was

an exultation in the air, a feeling that Abraham had brought the campaign

to a fine close. It was true also, Mary thought as she looked about the

table, that everyone except Abraham was exhausted. Horace White and

Robert Hitt fell to comparing notes on their relative amount of work and

the meager amount of sleep they had had in the past two months. Mary
asked:

'"Why don’t you young men come home with Mr. Lincoln and myself

and rest for a few days?”

Robert Hitt put his elbows on the table, leaned toward her and said

wdth mock severity:

"Thank you, Mrs. Lincoln, but I will never visit your home until you

live in the White House.”

There was laughter around the table. Mary answered wistfully:

“Young man, there’s not much prospect of such a residence very soon.”

There was no dawn to election day. Leaden skies poured down tor-

rential rains. Abraham commented that the rain and mud would keep a

good many Republicans among the country farmers away from the polls.

When she accompanied him downtown, just before noon, they found

everyone thoroughly drenched and dispirited, with a surprising amount
of drunkenness and fist fights taking place in the streets, the constables

hauling off the belligerents to city prison.

Late that night they walked home from the journal office where thev

had been tabulating the telegraphic results: although Abraham and the



Republicans had received a majority of the popular vote, the unfair ap-

portionment giving more legislators to the southern counties would un-

questionably result in a Democratic victory and give Douglas his re-

election to the Senate.

They were, silent as they slogged through the mud. While making their

w^ay up Eighth Street Abraham became so immersed in his thoughts that

one foot flew out from under him and he very nearly fell Seeing a flash

of pain on his face, Mary asked:

“Are you all right?"

He smiled wistfully,

“It was a slip, not a fall."

“Then you think there is some chance for us in the future?”

He was silent for a long time.

“I’m glad we made the race, Mary : it gave us a hearing on the great

and durable question of the age. Don’t ever believe that all the work was

wasted: even though we sink out of view and be forgotten, we've made

some marks which will tell for the cause of civil liberty long after w^e’re

gone.”

She thought of the writing she had found on his worktable the morning

he left for the first speech of the campaign, and once again tears filled

her eyes. She slipped her hand into his, felt the return pressure as he

laced his fingers through hers.

“From now on, Mary, we’ll be fighting in the ranks.”

8

THREE weeks later they were almost blasted out of bed by a

thirty-two'gun salute fired for the early morning arrival in Springfield of

Senator Stephen A. Douglas.

“Hail the conquering hero,” said Mary acidly once the ground-shaking

barrage had ended.

“Oh, he’s the hero all right,” replied Abraham. “Singlehandediy he

crushed Pre.sident Buchanan and the administration machine; they’ll

have no influence in the i860 Democratic convention. Douglas wall

control it, and this time there will be no possibility of his being put aside

for another candidate. The emotions of defeat are fresh upon me, but w'e

shall have fun again.”

She rose, poured cold water into the basin, washed her face and put

on a starched ruffled morning gown. Then she turned back to the bed,

her eyes questioning him sharply.
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“Fun again?”

“The fight must go on. Douglas managed to be supported both as the

instrument to break down and to uphold 'the slave power. No ingenuity

can keep up this double position. I have an abiding faith that we shall beat

them in the long run.”

She brushed her hair, braided it and pinned it at the nape of her neck.

Wlien she had quite finished she asked;

“Who is the ‘them’ we are going to beat? And in which fight? i860?

'62? ’64?”

He grinned.

“It will come as no surprise to you that I entertain a personal wish for

a term in the United States Senate.”

“There’s one available in i860.”

“Lyman Trumbull’s? No. He is doing a magnificent job for freedom.

I am anxious that he be sustained. I shall go out and campaign for him

over the state ... also for whoever the Republicans nominate for the

presidency. In i860 we’re going to win; though I fall ear% in the contest

it is nothing if I have contributed in the least degree to the final rightful

result."

‘Tou make everything sound so posthumous," she replied mournfully,

“like that phrase you used in the letter to Dr. Henry, ‘though I now sink

out of view.' It seems to me there’s an awful lot of you just to plain sink

out of view ... as though you had been swallowed by the cat.”

“Oh no. Only a couple of days ago I wrote to the Chicago Trihune

asking if they could send me two copies of each number of their paper

that contained the debates so that I could put them together in a scrapbook

and have them published. But from now on I must stick to the courts or

we will go to the wall for bread.”

Amd so she went hack to her housewifery, Abraham to his lawyering.

Since he had refrained from personal invective his campaign had made
him no enemies; by the same token it had made him a great many new
friends and spread his name widely on the national scene. Business came
to him almost at once, not merely personal cases, but important business

matters from the Illinois Central and manufacturing companies. Although

it would take long hard hours, the heavy accounts they had piled up at a

number of the stores presently would be paid off. The pressure never to

spend a dollar except for food was removed.

Mary turned her attention to the subject of Robert’s education, for be

was going on sixteen and Abraham seemed content to let him attend the

infant Illinois State University, in which the Lincolns had bought a schol-

arship some years before. Flaving been raised vwthin the purlieu of Tran-

sylvania University and having a basis of contrast, she was determined that

Robert must not be obliged to confine his higher education to what the



four ministers who composed the Illinois faculty could impart. Abraham
seemed surprised.

“You'll want something better than that for your sons,” she said quietly.

“It's already better than anything I had ”

“That's hardly a test, is it? You want them to have the best in com-

parison to what is available; Brown University, or Yale where Cassius

Clay went; Boston is the greatest seat of our culture, and I would prefer

Harvard.”

He flinched.

“From blab school to Harvardl”

“Now, Abraham, don’t behave like a self-made man. Your sons start

from where you leave off, not where you began. Those eastern university

lawyers frightened you half to death in Cincinnati.”

“You’re right,” he said seriously. “I can’t pull Robert down by the same

bootstrap I pulled myself up with. Would my father be surprised to see

bis grandson in Harvard! He always told me, ‘I never had no eddication,

and I got along fine without it!’ But he didn't. Say, do you think Bob will

talk to us after he’s a Harvard man?”

The prospectus from Harvard indicated that, come spring, Robert

would have to take tests in sixteen separate subjects; since some of

these were only sketchily taught at Estabrook or Illinois State, she gath-

ered the textbooks around her and instructed him herself. The studies

brought them close together.

After the one discussion she and Abraham had had about the cam-

paign on the morning of Douglas’s thirty-two-gun salute, the subject of

politics was not mentioned in the house. She was grateful that she had

the work with Robert to absorb her time. Abraham seemed grateful that

every day brought new law cases to keep him occupied.

Then one day in December he returned from the courts at Bloomington

with a bemused expression on his face. Over dinner he told her the story.

“Mary, you remember Jesse Fell, he owns the Bloomington Pantagrafh,

maybe the smartest man I ever met. He said to me, ‘Lincoln, I have been

east, as far as Boston ... New York, New Jersey, Pennsylvania, Ohio,

Michigan and Indiana; and everywhere I hear you talked about. Very

frequently I have been asked, “Who is this man Lincoln, of your state,

canvassing in opposition to Senator Douglas?” I told them we had two

giants in Illinois instead of one; that Douglas was the little one, as they

all knew, but that you were the big one, which they didn’t Imow. I have

a decided impression that if your efforts on tlie slavery question can be

sufficiently brought before the people you can be made a formidable, if

not a successful, candidate for the presidency.’

”

She laid down her fork, raised her glass of water in the air and cried,

“Hallelujah!”
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"He thinks that what the Republican party needs to ensure success in

i860 is a man committed against slavery aggression, with no record to

defend, and no radicalism; he says he should be a man of popular origin.

One day an old Democrat from down around Egypt said to me, ^\be

Lincoln, they say you are a self-made man/ I answered, Well, yes, what

there is of me is self-made/ Well, all I got to say,’ ohseiwecl the man,

after looking me over from head to foot, ‘is that it was a damn bad job!’
”

It was the first joke he had told since his defeat; she long ago had

noticed that he had a tendency to tell self-deprecatory jokes at those

moments when he was relating the highest compliments that had been

paid him.

"Fell asked me to write him the story of my life so he could send it east

and have it published/’

“Good! You write him a fine interesting piece. I can conceive of no

better way of fighting in the ranks than by being the commanding

general.”

"Now, Mary, Fra not going to write the article.”

"Why not?”

"In all candor I had to tell Fell that I don’t feel myself fit for the presi-

dency/’

She raised her eyebrows in disbelief.

"That weak, obtuse, third-rate county politician Franklin Pierce was?

And surely ‘Old Obliquity' Buchanan is; using his full time and power

trying to crush Stephen Douglas instead of governing the country.”

“I wasn’t thinking of Franklin Pierce or James Buchanan, Mary, but

of Thomas Jefferson.”

"That’s a bootless activity! Today Stephen Dougla.s is the national hero.

Is he a Thomas Jefferson?”

"I’d certainly like to come to grips with him again,” he replied pensively.

Then he continued in a humble tone, "Fell paid me a handsome compli-

ment, and I'll admit Fd like to be president, but it is only horse sense to

keep our ambition within attainable limits,”

M/hen by dint of great effort they got together a set of the debates

they spent their evenings at the worktable cutting out the columns and

pasting them in sequence in the scrapbook. She was not sure the activity

was good for either of them; as he sat across from her, his gray eyes, which
had been so light and dear during the campaign, became dark and con-

fused. He had felt keenly disappointed but not disheartened by his defeat,

and had told his friends over and over:

"I have no regret for having made the struggle.”

Now a weariness set in: it was not merely that he seemed of two minds,

but more nearly pf two hundred. Was he convinced that he would have
to fight in the ranks? When he wrote to Dr. Henry did he sincerely think



he was going to sink out of view? Now that his days w^ere quiet and re-

moved from the excitements of the fight, now that he had returned to

the practice of law, was he feeling the impact of fatigue and discourage-

ment arising out of still another defeat? Would he be content to wait

six full years before again trying to get himself elected to the Senate?

Could the satisfaction of blows struck for civil liberty sustain him? Al-

ready he was moping that he expected everyone to desert him except

Billy Herndon,

Did he genuinely believe that he was unfit for the presidency? Then
why was he planning this scrapbook, writing to his friends that there was

some chance the debates soon would be published when actually there

had been no reference to it outside the Lincoln household? He seemed to

be inching slowly toward a resolution that if the nomination were avail-

able he would go out and work for it; then he would write to political

friends:

“I really think it is best for our cause if no conceited effort for me be

made.”

When the unrest and lethargy, the past-election doldrums set in for

him, what would the tension demand of her?

Abraham did not want a party for his fiftieth birthday, muttering

something about there not being anything very much to celebrate, but

she declared it an occasion she could not let go by. She sat down and

began writing out invitations:

Mr, and Mrs. Lincoln's compliments for Wednesday, at seven o'clock.

She had not meant the party to be large, but in the end she invited

over a hundred couples. The day was cloudy and remained dismal straight

through to night. She swore that all she had to do was announce a party

in advance for the weather to turn bad; but by eight o'clock when she

stood in the entrance to the double parlors where there was a bright and

smimated hubbub of people talking and dancing, and began counting

heads, she saw that there was a couple present for every invitation she

had issued. Abraham came to her side, slipped an arm gently about her

waist.

"It's the nicest fiftieth birthday I ever had.”

He kissed the lobe of her ear exposed below her hea\'y braids. She

was happy she had made the effort.

Toward the end of February he went to Chicago to take care of some

law cases and parenthetically to be on the ground for the first big Re-

publican meeting to he held since the last campaign. He was doing

better at the law than ever before, there was money for her to buy what-

ever she wanted, to employ the new seamstress who had just opened a
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shop in Springfield; but neither she nor Abraham drew much sustenance

from their financial success.

With spring, her headaches returned. She kept her malaise to herself,

gritted her teeth and went about her tasks, knowing that this was the

penalty of recurrent defeat. When the pain became severe or she felt

temper welling up within her, she tried to hide for a few hours in her

room, lying on her bed; but there she was overwhelmed by questions,

doubts, pictures out of the past, and sensitivity to Abraham’s depression.

How much of their lives had been spent in vain hoping and exhausting

repulses! Abraham said that Stephen Douglas had a genius for attracting

victory; could it be they had a genius for attracting defeat? Surely they

had had their fill of it. And this time they had lost with all the signs and

forces in their favor.

Jesse Fell was talking about Abraham’s running for the presidency;

but under what conceivable set of circumstances could he triumph over

such men as William H. Seward and Salmon P. Chase, nationally famous

and respected leaders of the Republican party? These men had been gov-

ernors of great states. United States senators for many years, wdth a vast

national reputation and body of public service behind them, with un-

limited supplies of money and groups of supporters.

In the southern newspapers she continued to read editorials and reports

of meetings which maintained that if a Republican president were elected

in i860 the gulf states would secede. Should any person in his right senses

aspire to the White House under such conditions?

She became restless, the room seeming to close in upon her. She would

jump up, bathe and dress, return to her routine.

9

SPRING settled early into a long hot summer. Abraham virrote

letters, made an occasional speech, followed Douglas’s movements closely,

They received shocking news from Cambridge: Harvard University

reported that Robert had failed his examinations in fifteen out of the

sixteen subjects! This was not only a critique on Springfield’s educational

facilities but a devastating comment on her own months of tutoring the

boy. She felt crushed: the humiliating fiasco was her own doing, for

Abraham had not wanted the boy to apply to Harvard in the first place.

Tad too filled her with apprehension and dread, for he had never

overcome his speech impediment; no one outside the family could under-

stand him, the children of the neighborhood were beginning to say



unkind things about him. It was impossible to send him to school . . .

he ivould not be accepted. What would happen to him when he had to

earn a living in an adult world? He was bright, courageous, but who
would know it if no one could understand him, if people hearing him for

the first time thought he had a defective mind? The younger boys ran

wild.

Hearing them wailing in the back yard, she cried:

’‘Abe, what is the matter with the hoys?”

“Just what is the matter with the whole world,” he replied sadly, “I’ve

got three walnuts and each wants two.”

Robert ran into the sitting room with Tad clinging to him like a burr,

demanding the pocketknife Robert had in his hand.

“Oh, let him have it, Boh,” his father said, “to keep him quiet.”

“No,” replied Robert, “it is my knife and I need it to keep me quiet.”

Sometimes Abraham would take William and Tad down to the office;

he refused to exercise any control over them, and they would scatter the

legal papers over the floor, pull hooks out of the shelves, spill the ink . . .

with Mr. Herndon spreading a tale of ill-mannered youngsters.

When she and Abraham went to church and she was dressed in her

beautiful gowns and bonnets trimmed with blonde and flowers, Tad

would come into the sanctuary, his face sweaty, and stand in the aisle

trying to persuade Abraham to come out and play ball with him. One
Sunday morning when Mary insisted that the five Lincolns go to church

together, Tad acted up in the middle of the sermon and his father had

to sling him across his left arm like a pair of saddlebags.

“Heep your eye on Wiwie, hittin' hood a pie,” Tad cried out as Abra-

ham started to carry him down the aisle. (“Keep your eye on Willie, sitting

good as pie.”)

Mary's face flamed. When she got home she said sternly:

“Thomas, I am going to have to punish you.”

“Pwea hon' haw me Hawma, Mamaday,” Tad pleaded, for not since

his christening had anyone called him by his proper name. “Hat he moh

huniment I know. I hit in hur hood a pie, if owney you haw me Had.”

“If you don’t want me to call you Thomas, and it’s the most punish-

ment you know,” translated Mary, “then you jolly well better sit in church

good as pie!”

She did not have the heart to punish him.

Nor could she draw comfort from her only woman confidante, for

Hannah Shearer’s husband had come down with tuberculosis, and Han-

nah had taken him back to his home in Pennsylvania.

She suffered a second great loss, when Eliza Francis called to say good-

bye, her face folded in layers of despondency. She and Simeon were

going out to Portland, Oregon, not as pioneers or seekers after a new life,

'?no



but as though to Bogotd: the farmers' newspaper which Simeon had

started after selling the Journal had not been successful; it seemed to

Eliza that everything had turned to dust, that they had come to this late

stage in their lives having accomplished nothing. To Mary they appeared

sad and old and beaten; but had the Lincolns been more successful than

the Simeon Francises?

She knew how important it was, when Abraham was discouraged, to

make a show of good cheer for her husband, but to her chagrin her

nerves blew up in her face and then she was guilty of an outburst of

temper against whoever might be present. She scolded Abraham for riding

on the railroad cars with one elbow sticking out of his coat, for returning

with his finely tucked shirt bosoms crumpled into hard balls in a comer

of his carpetbag, for walking through the streets in his flapping carpet

slippers and single gallus when he wanted to borrow something from the

Gourleys or the Graves family. When she asked him to shovel the snow

from the walks and came across him an hour later sunk in a chair before

the fireplace studying a German grammar, she cried:

“Abraham, you are of no account when you are home. You never do

anything but warm yourself and read.”

He looked up with an absent expression.

“Mary, here is a curious thing, the Germans have no word for thimble,

they call it a finger hat; they have no word for glove, they call it a hand

shoe.”

“Do they have a word for house chores?”

They sold their cow because Abraham would not take care of her; each

day she had to send William or Tad with a bucket to find some milk . . .

and a half hour later send Abraham to find his son.

One afternoon, when she was dressing to receive the vice-presidents of

her church society, Abraham answered the bell and said:

“Make yourselves to home, ladies, Mrs. Lincoln will be down just as

soon as she gets her trotting harness on.”

She thought this bit of social manners as shocking as his dishabille.

When she grew angry at him he would lower his head like a lamb into

the storm, and leave the room. With the hiatus from politics the period

of understanding between them, the rmity of purpose, of a good team

working together, ground to a halt. • ^ ^

She was caught in outbursts over which she had no control. She hired

fifteen-year-old Philip Dingley to keep the firebox filled, the walks clear

of snow, the buggy greased; but when she caught him sprawled in a chair

in Robert's room pufl&ng amateurishly on a pipe she dumped his belong-

ings out of the second-story window into the street. She learned of a new
shipment of organdies, went quickly to the store to select six choice pat-

terns, then was furious when she found that the proprietor’s wife had



already made the best selection, demanding it in return for her own.

When one of the boys got some lime in his mouth, she rushed out

screaming for help instead of merely rinsing the child's moutlr; when
some fat caught fire in a frying pan, she cried, "Fire, Fire!” The Reverend

Miner's wife removed the pan and plunged it into a basin of water. She

was hiring and firing so rapidly that she could scarcely remember

the faces. When she went down to her cellar storage room and found it

permeated with a sour smell because of an unwashed mop left standing

there, she discharged the maid, then commented tightly;

"If Mr. Lincoln should happen to die, his spirit will never find me
living outside the boundaries of a slave state.”

She was sitting slumped on a hard kitchen chair before the uniighted

fire, feeling immeasurably sorry for herself, when she heard a kirocking

on the back door. She opened it to find a dark-haired, dark-skinned young

girl standing there. She recognized her as Frances Affonsa, the Portu-

guese girl who worked for the Miners, Mrs. Miner had suggested that

she help Mrs. Lincoln, who was poorly.

"Em SOM uma hoa Immdeira
"
Frances said. "I wash clothes, Mrs, Lin-

cum.”

Frances was a determined worker, boiling the big tubs of water, scrub-

bing the sheets, rinsing at the outside cistern. She did a slow but relent-

less job of the ironing. At the end of the day Frances stood triumphant

by the piles of pressed shirts and linens, her face agleam. Mary said:

"Frances, they say in Springfield that I am a hard woman to please.

I’ve had lots of girls come to work for me, but they don’t stay long.”

“Se 0 trahalho for hem feito, Mrs. Lincum nao e dificil? If work good,

Mrs. Lincum is not difficult?” •

"No, Frances, but why is it that you don't hate the job, and me, and

the fact that you have to be here instead of somewhere else?”

Frances puzzled over this for a time.

"At Madeira where I born, everybody work. You work good, you

content. Sunday I free . . .
you like I come, make house clean?”

The next morning she received a letter from Flarvard saying that if

they would send Robert to Phillips Exeter Academy in New Hampshire

for a year of special training, the boy could likely pass his university en-

trance examinations. She would discuss it with Abraham at dinner, and

write to Exeter Academy that very day.

Sunday was Easter; out of her bedroom window when she awakened,

the sky was bright. Her niece, Julia Baker, married to one of the men

who had bought the Jotirnal, was having a christening for her baby at

the church. She smelled coffee: Frances Affonsa was already in the kitchen

working. Abraham came into her bedroom cleanly shaved, bis e?yes crin-

kling in a little .smile.



“Come to the front window of my iroom, Mary.”

She foiiowed him through the two bedrooms; in front of their house

stood a shiny black carriage covered by a black leather top, the carpet-

covered steps unfolded, a sleek black horse standing between the shafts.

She gazed up at him in bewilderment.

Easter present for you, Puss. I knew you wanted to go to church

for the Baker baby’s christening, and so I decided to take you there in

style.”

He also had bought a new kind of shirt which apparently had reached

Springfield only in the past weeks, with a soft rolling collar attached to the

shirt itself. He had a wide black silk tie to go with it.

“You look like a new man,” she exclaimed.

'Tou need a new man. I started playing handball again yesterday too:

weVe made a new ball alley next to the Journal office: the end of it is

the solid wall of a three-story building, so we had the ground leveled

and a high board fence put up along Sixth Street. I won three games at

a dime apiece and used my ill-gotten gain to buy the horse and buggy

and these new shirts,”

His high spirits were infectious; she slipped an arm about his waist. He
returned the embrace. They stood looking at each other, humor playing

about their features, the sunlight dazzling on the windowpane.

She woke the three boys, piloted them through warm baths. Frances

served breakfast in the dining room, where she had set the table with

Mary’s best silver and dishware. William observed:

“One of us must be getting christened.”

The younger boys were enchanted with the new carriage; Robert

wanted to know why they got it just as he was about to leave for Exeter.

After services they went to Elizabeth’s and Ninian’s home for the

reception and dinner. At midaftemoon, after they had visited with the

family, Abraham whispered:

“Mary, I’ve told Robert to walk the boys home when they’re ready.

Let’s go for a ride over the prairies.”

It was a beautiful afternoon. The rain of the past few weeks had

brought out the wild strawberries and tall grasses, brilliant flowering

weeds rippling in the wind. Abraham fastened the reins, letting the horse

pick his own way while they sat filled with happiness for themselves

and love for each other: or were they one and the same'?

Abraham began to talk. His voice was clear and resonant. He was going

to buy a German-language newspaper, the Illinois Staats-Anzeiger, in

order that he might have a steady voice among the large German popula-

tion of Illinois; in two weeks he would be going up to Bloomington where
the Illinois Central Republican Committee convention was meeting; he
had decided to write the autobiography that Jesse Fell wanted to publish;



he was going to write a letter to Salmon P. Chase, head of the Republican

party in Ohio, urging that the Ohio Republicans not adopt their pro-

posed plank: “To repeal the atrocious fugitive slave law,’’ on the grounds

that such a plank would explode the convention.

He did not say in actual words, I am going after the presidency, yet

he made it dear to her that he was resolved to work for the nomination

in a constructive fashion: he would try to hold together the disparate

parts of the party, urge them to avoid errors of strategy which would

alienate blocks of the voters; in particular it was his hope that the Illinois

delegation, which would have some twenty votes in the national con-

vention, would not only nominate him but stand steadfastly by.

She plunged into the job of getting Robert ready for Exeter, sewing

for him a dozen fine linen shirts, having him fitted for broadcloth suits

and formal dinner clothes. She gave a dinner party at the beginning of

June because Abraham wanted to entertain a number of colleagues who

had been helpful to him during the ’58 campaign. A few days later she

began a series of teas for the Republican ladies of the town.

Jesse Fell had said Abraham would make a formidable candidate for

the presidency, if not a successful one. Such as it was, this was her vine-

yard. Season after season there was work to be done.

10

BY the middle of June the strawberries came ripe, with straw-

berry-and-ice-cream parties every night. Toward the end of the month

Mary gave a similar party for seventy. She also invited the young people

of the town to a farewell dinner for Robert and a friend who was leaving

with him for Exeter,

The next time Abraham had to make a quick trip to Chicago, Mary

suggested he take William with him. In a few days William wrote to a

friend:

This town is a very beautiful place. Me and father went to two theatres

the other night. Me and father have a nice little room to ounselves. We
have two little pitcher on a washstmd. The smallest one for me the largest

one for father. We have two little towels on a top of both pitchers. The
smallest one for me, the largest one for father.

We have two little beds in the room. The smallest one for me, the

largest one for father.

We have two little wash basin. The smallest one for me, the largest

one for father. The weather is very very fine here in this town. . . .



Tad was hilarious over the letter, maMiig Mary read it to him until he

had memorized it

In July the Lincolns were invited, along with the Logans, the Dubois'

and other state officials, to ride the full length of the Illinois Central lines

in a private car such as Senator and Mrs, Douglas had had during the

campaign, reviewing and assessing the property holdings of the railroad.

July 14, the day they left, was the hottest of the summer; they were

bundled down with carpetbags, bandboxes and baskets. Each day they

covered the distance between towns, at night they put up at a hotel;

sometimes the beds were hard and the food bad, but Mary was fascinated

by the changing scenes, endearing herself to the railroad officials when
she told them she thought "railroad riding the most delightful thing in the

world.”

After their return Abraham kept the political pot boiling with letters

to Republican leaders of other states, suggesting, "In every locality we
should look beyond our noses and at least say nothing on points where it

is probable we shall disagree. The great problem is to consolidate the con-

flicting elements in the anti-slavery ranks; everything that leads to dis-

agreement, enmity and factionalism is bad.”

But neither was their friend Douglas idle: he had just completed a fiery

tour through Ohio, and the leading Republicans of that state urged Abra-

ham to come and answer him in Cincinnati, Dayton, Columbus. Ohio

was a critical state; if it went Democratic in the local election of 1859

there would be little chance for a Republican regime to be elected in i860.

Abraham did not want to go into a neighboring state.

"People always resent it, it causes defeat.”

"But that isn’t true in this case, Abraham,” she argued. 'They ex-

pressly invited you. Ohio is an eastern state; isn’t it a good omen if they

turn to the west and ask a Sucker to be the spokesman for their party?”

She paused. "Besides, now that you took Willie to Chicago, we’ve got to

take Tad with us on a trip. The boy is fairly bursting to live in a hotel

room with two little pitchers on a washstand.”

That clinched it.

Once again they were railroad riding. A friend in Columbus showed
them the capital, then took them out to the Franklin County Fair. They
returned to the hotel for dinner and at two o’clock Abraham made his

speech from the east terrace of the state house. He drew laughter at the

beginning by saying, "The Giant himself has been here recently,” and a

loud cheer by asking, "Now what is Douglas’s popular .sovereignty? It is,

as a principle, no other than that if one man chooses to make a slave of

another man, neither that other man nor anybody else has a right to

object.”

The next day he spoke between trains at Dayton, and when they ar-



rived at the station in Cincinnati there was a group of enthusiasts in car-

riages to escort them to the Burnet House. Mary had a fighting sparkle

in her eye; it was in Cincinnati that Abraham had been so ignorainiously

ignored in the reaper case. They had tea in their own parlor, then Abra-

ham went to the balcony of Kinsey's Jewelry Store overlooking the Fifth

Street Market Place to address an assemblage that seemed to consist of the

whole city and the surrounding population for a hundred miles.

At eleven the next morning there was a knock on their door. Gibson

Flarris came in. He now had a wife and a thriving law practice in Cin-

cinnati, but to Mary he still seemed the charming young boy who some

thirteen years before had brought her an envelope of money from Abra-

ham's office. They fell to talking about the i860 campaign. Gibson said;

“It looks like my father may have been a proper prophet after all. Re-

member, he said we would have to fight a civil war to keep the Union in

existence. We're getting closer to that war all the time, don't you think,

Mr. Lincoln?"

Mary studied Abraham's face. If he were nominated and elected, would

that be the signal for secession and bloodshed? If Stephen Douglas were

elected, would that mean no disunion, no fighting on battlefields? Was
that the country's choice? For whom would her father have voted, were

he alive?

She waited tensely for Abraham to answer. He was a long time in

formulating his thoughts, and then his voice was so quiet it seemed as

though he were talking to himself.

“Many who are for the Union greatly fear the success of the Repub-

licans would destroy the Union. Why? Do the Republicans declare against

the Union? Nothing like it. The south says that if the Black Repub-

licans elect a president they won't stand it, they will break up the Union.

That will be their act, not ours. To justify it they must show that our

policy gives them cause for such desperate action. Can they do that? When
they attempt it they will find that our policy is exactly the policy of the

men who made the Union, Do they really think they are justified to

break up the government? If they do they are very unreasonable; and

more reasonable men cannot and will not submit to them. If constitu-

tionally we elect a president, and therefore they undertake to destroy the

Union, it will be our duty to deal with them. We hope and believe that

in no section will a majority so act as to render extreme measures neces-

sary.”

The breath came out of her all at once. When Abraham made his de-

cision to work for the nomination it had been predicated on the convic-

tion of a reasonable man that a legal election would not result in an

illegal revolt. She had the deepest respect for his judgment. She would

remain serene.



Norman B, Judd, who had managed Abraham’s campaign in '58, was

on his way to New York to attend a meeting of the Republican National

Committee* He came to the Lincoln house to explain his strategy.

“The real purpose of this meeting is to set the place and time for our

convention,^’ he told them. “Abraham, when do you think is the best

time?”

“It must certainly be after the Democrats’ Charleston fandango.”

“Agreed. Seward, Chase, Cameron and the others who have the best

chances will all be angling to have the convention held in their home

states. I’ll step up guilelessly and say, ‘As Illinois has no candidate, why not

come to neutral ground and hold the convention in Chicago?’
”

The next morning a letter arrived from Iowa which read; “Part of the

Iowa delegation will support you for president if you are a candidate, and

all of us will support you for the vice-presidency.”

"Looks like I may have to be elected vice-president to get into the

Senate,” Abraham commented.

“You’re not equipped by temperament to sit up on the dais making

parliamentarian decisions, with no voice,” replied Mary.

"But what a wonderful chance to bang with my gavel and say, ‘Senator

Douglas, you and your squatter sovereignty are out of order.’
”

Her eyes flashed fire.

“The only way you can silence Stephen Douglas is to defeat him. If

you can’t have the first place, you shan’t have the second!”

They continued their travels, Abraham taking her to St. Louis where

she spent a week visiting with four of her cousins while he went to

Kansas, reaching there the day John Brown was executed in Virginia by

the government for his raid on Harper’s Ferry, in which some seventeen of

his own men had been killed in what the south had interpreted as an abo-

litionist .slave uprising. Kansas’ political nerves were on edge; it was Abra-

ham's task to convince them that the Republicans were not abolitionists,

that they did not approve of John Brown’s acts of violence. While she

enjoyed a delightful week in the home of Judge John C. Richardsoir,

Abraham made his way across the raw and icy prairies in open buggies,

speaking to a handful of people in hotel dining rooms.

When they returned to Springfield Abraham settled in front of the li^’-

ing-room fire, which he kept blazing hot in an effort to forget the cold of

Kansas, and set down the autobiography which their friend had asked for

a full year before. She was disappointed when he handed her the slim

manuscript.

"There seems so little of it, Abraham.”

‘‘Weil, there’s not much of it for the reason I suppose that there is not

much of me. If anything is to be made out of it I want it to be modest.”



“I know modesty is considered a virme . . . but couldn't you pulf

yourself up just the tiniest bitr*”

She rose early on New Year’s, for she was receiving; as she went into the

parlor to fill the silver containers with candies, almonds, Brazil nuts and

filberts, she looked out the window and saw Abraham walking up and

down the plank walk which connected their house with the Smiths', the

Smith baby on his left shoulder, composing the speech he had been in-

vited to give at Henry Ward Beecher’s famous church in Brooldyn, New
York, in February.

As she walked into the kitchen to supervise the making of the tradi-

tional escalloped oysters, there was a jangling of the doorbell. She went

to the door to find her cousin Logan wrapped in a huge formless overcoat,

his white hair standing up as though frozen.

“I can see Abraham’s walking the baby,” he commented, “that means

he’s working on his New York speech.”

“I hope he finishes soon: Mrs. Smith is beginning to worry about

whether the baby should be kept out so long in the cold air.”

“Mary, Fm not able to talk to Abraham about Billy Herndon; I don’t

like the man any more than you do. But someone’s got to stop him. Abra-

ham’s the only one who can do it.”

She stared at her cousin.

“Stop him from what, Cousin Logan?”

“From creating a rupture between Norman Judd and Abraham. He’s

making the charge that Judd played Abraham false last year, that because

he also led the movement that elected Trumbull, he’s out to deceive us

again. Herndon says that he’s backing a minority movement for Lyman
for the presidency, and will emerge from the convention with Trumbull

controlling the delegation.”

“But Mr. Judd has gone off to New York to try to get the convention

for Illinois so that Abraham will have local hacking, Why is Mr. Hern-

don doing this?”

Logan’s eyes squeezed half shut.

“My guess? Jealousy. He thinks he should be Abraham’s campaign

manager. He has already caused considerable ill feeling between Repub-

licans here,”

“That’s no way to start the new year,” she exclaimed.

She seized upon Abraham the moment he came onto the back porch.

He listened carefully to the charge, replying:

"Judd did vote for Trumbull against me, and though I’ve said a thou-

sand times that was no injustice to me, I cannot change the fact and com-

pel people to cease speaking of it. I have constantly labored to have all

recollection of it dropped.”

‘While your charming partner is working equally hard in the op-



posite direction. Abraham, you've got to tell him to stop this kind of thing,"

“Right this very moment'? It’s mighty cold out."

“Not too cold to walk the Smith baby for an hour! I want our new

year to start right."

When he returned he told her, “Billy said he didn't do it; and that

he’ll never do it again."

By noon the house was thronged; many of their friends and Abraham's

political supporters had come in from the surrounding towns to be with

them. She was gowned in poplin and Paris velvet of somber rose spotted

with gold. The happiness of the day suffused her with gaiety and energy;

having just given 'William a ninth birthday celebration, with sixty boys

and girls over for the afternoon, she had thought she would never be able

to stare another party in the face. But a party for political purposes was

different.

The last two evenings before Abraham left for New York he invited

Judge Samuel Treat to come play chess with him. While he played he

whistled “Dixie’s Land" quietly and tunelessly, to which Treat was ap-

parently accustomed from his games with Abraham in the Melvin drug-

store on the square. Abraham played mechanically, rarely attacldng, con-

centrating on his defense and on his New York speech, going over it line

for line, testing the sentiment, weighing the judgment, simplifying the

prose . . , even though the entire speech was already written.

Funny thing about that speech, she reflected, it was the only one that

had not been compounded of a hundred scraps of paper dumped from his

hat; this one he had thought out for months and then written as though

from the scroll of his mind.

ir,'

THE March i, i860, New York Tribune reached Springfield

with startling news: Abraham’s speech had at the last moment been

sponsored by the Young Men’s Central Republican Union and been

transferred from the Brooklyn church to Cooper Union on Manhattan,

gathering place of the city's intelligentsia. On the stage behind Abraham
sat William Cullen Bryant, the east’s literary idol and editor of the New
York Evening Post; David Dudley Field, the celebrated New York lawyer,

who escorted him onto the stage; and Horace Greeley of the Tribune, who
thus publicly avowed that he would not support New York Senator

Seward for the presidency. Greeley wrote: “Since the days of Clay and

Webster no man has spoken to a larger assemblage of the intellect and



mental culture of our city ” The tribune reporter, Noah Brooks, said,

. . the tones, the gestures, the Mndling eye, and the mirth-provoking

look defy the reporter’s skill No man ever before made such an impres-

sion on his first appeal to a New York audience.” These reports com-

pensated for the snide remark of the Illinois State Register the day before,

on the subject of Abraham’s trip east:

Subject not known. Consideration $aoo. and expenses. Object, presidential

capital Effect, disappointment.

Within a few hours her house was thronged with friends and political

associates, and she was serving up food and drink for the men and their

Avives who kept the two parlors and sitting room full, poring over the

five full columns in the Tribune, new people coming in as fast as others

departed. There was a glow over the men, as though Abraham had done

them proud. Plainly he had taken the town: it was a definitive answer to

Stephen Douglas’s article in Harper’s in which he had attempted to docu-

ment the constitutionality of slavery by proving that the founding fathers

approved it.

Abraham gave the results of his researches these past years: of the

thirty-nine fathers of the constitution, a clear majority of twenty-three

had stated that the federal government had the right to control slavery

in the territories; and the other sixteen, though they left no official record,

contained such well-known anti-slavery men as Benjamin Franklin, Alex-

ander Hamilton and Gouverneur Morris.

As those fathers marked it, so let it be again marked, as an evil not to be

extended, but to be tolerated and protected only because of and so far as

its actual presence among us makes that toleration and protection a neces-

sity. Let all the guaranties those fathers gave it, be, not grudgingly, but

fully and fairly maintained. For this Republicans contend, and with this,

so tar as I know or believe, they will be content. ...
Let us do nothing through passion and ill temper. Even though the

southern people will not so much as listen to us, let us calmly consider

their demands ... let us determine, if we can, what will satisfy

them. ...
Neither let us be slandered from our duty by false accusations against

us, nor frightened from it by menaces of destraction to the Government

nor of dungeons to ourselves, let us have eaith that right makes
MIGHT, AND IN THAT FAITH, LET US, TO THE END, DARE TO DO OUR DUTY
AS WE UNDERSTAND IT.

The following day he had left New York for Exeter to visit with

Robert, then he was coming straight home. Instead, as she learned from

hurried notes and newspaper reports, his trip became a triumphal tour

through New England with a dozen speaking invitations pouring in for

every one he could fill: Providence^ Concord, Manchester, Dover, Hart-



ford, New Haven, Bridgeport, Apparently only Abraham was not reading

the newspapers; his letter from Exeter said:

I have been unable to escape this toil. If I had foreseen it, I think I would

not have come east at all. The speech at New York, being within my
calculation before I started, went off passably well and gave me no trouble

whatever. The difficulty was to make nine others, before reading audiences

who had already seen all my ideas in print.

Because of his letter she imagined that when the Great Western train

pulled in he would be exhausted; on the contrary he was in the best of

health and spirits, bringing gratifying stories of Robert’s progress at Exeter,

and die flattering news that he had been offered ten thousand dollars a

year by the New York Central to become the railroad’s attorney. When
Mary asked what he had answered, he put on a mock-serious face and,

exaggerating his own nasal drawl, said:

‘What would I do with ten thousand a year? It would ruin my family to

have that much income.”

She shrugged one plump shoulder.

“I think we could manage to withstand the ruination. But why should

you become the New York Central’s man when you are doing so well as

your own man? That’s really what you thought, isn't it?”

The next morning she read short stories to William and Tad from a

book called The Lost and Found, or Life Among the Poor, which had

been presented to Abraham by the author, when Abraham had spoken to

a group of abandoned boys and girls at the House of Industry at Five

Points, Finishing the last paragraph of “The Little Street Sweeper” as

Abraham came in from a caucus, she laid the volume aside and asked how
their chances looked. He squinted the wrinkles around his gray eyes be-

fore answering.

“Our name is new in the field, and we’re not the first choice of a great

many. I’ve tried all along to give no offense to the others, to leave them

in a mood to come to us, if they should be compelled to give up their

first love. Senator Seward is the very best candidate we could have for

the north of Illinois, and the very worst for the south. Bates of Missouri

would be the best candidate for the south of Illinois, and the worst foi-

the north ...”

“Ergo, since the Republicans must win Illinois to win the election, tlic

Honorable A. Lincoln is the best choice for the whole of Illinnis?”

“Exactly the right sentiment, Mrs. Honorable Lincoln.”

Because of the question Abraham had asked Stephen Douglas in Free-

port, which many Suckers still said cost Abraham the senatorship, the

senator was having serious trouble with his party; for when he answered

Abraham by saying that "Emphatically in my opinion the people of a



territory can, by lawful means, exclude slavery from tbeir limits,” be had

alienated the deep south states . . . as Mary now perceived Abraham
had known ail along he must.

When the Democratic convention opened in Charleston, South Caro-

lina, in April, the southern bloc demanded that a powerful pro-slavery

plank be adopted before a candidate be named. When the northern

Democrats refused to pass this kind of platform, eight cotton states with-

drew from the convention, naming another time and place to meet and

nominate an all-south, all-slavery candidate. Though Douglas had no

competition for the nomination, the withdrawal of the southern delegates

made it impossible for him to get the requisite two-thirds vote, and the

convention adjourned.

“If the south puts up its own candidate,” observed Abraham with ex-

citement, “he will be the equivalent of Fillmore in tlie last election: Fill-

more split the Republican vote and elected Buchanan. The south will

split the Democratic vote, and elect . . . the Republican! This battle of

i860 is going to be worth a hundred of that *58 campaign!”

At the beginning of May she went with him to Decatur for the state

convention. They found the town thronged with delegates, most of them

dressed in new broadcloth suits and silk hats which they were trying out

for the Chicago convention. When she came across her cousin Logan

wearing a new silk hat specially made for him by Adams, Springfield's

best hatter, she realized this show was no laughing matter.

They were late entering the dark flimsy tent, built in the shape of a

wigwam. The crowd was so dense that half a dozen men raised Abraham

up on their shoulders and carried him toward the speaker's stand. At that

moment the chairman announced that an old Democrat by the name of

Hanks wished to contribute something to the meeting. The delegates

cried, “Receive it!” and down the main aisle came two men, each cany-

ing a split rail held high in the air, and on top of it a painted banner

which read:

ABRAFIAM LINCOLN
The Rail Candidate for President in 1 860

Two Rails from a Lot of 3,000 Made in 1830 by Thos. Hanks and Abe
L;incoln~Wbose Father was the First Pioneer of Macon County

She saw Abraham flush and look plagued: a Hanks was like an un-

invited guest at the wedding.

The delegates knew nothing of these niceties: they jumped and

screamed and howled, throwing their hats and canes, hooks and papers

in the air until part of the roof awning fell down on their heads. It was

the wildest fifteen minutes she could remember; when they were over

the wigwam was a wreck. But not the delegates: they resolved that



“Abraham Lincoln is the choice of the Republican party of Illinois for

the presidency, and the delegates from this state are instructed to use all

honorable means to secure his nomination by the Chicago convention,

and to vote as a unit for him.”

There were five days before the convention in Chicago officially opened,

five days that passed for Mary in a phantasmagoria of rumors, reports,

hopes and fears, estimates, analyses and prayer: Senator William H. Sew-

ard of New York, admittedly the leader of the party, had behind him a

formidable political machine run by Thurlow Weed, the most astute

political boss in the country. Simon Cameron, Republican boss of Penn-

sylvania, also had unlimited money and resourcefulness, not to mention

the powerful Pennsylvania delegation, but his financial and political in-

fluence had been acquired at the expense of his reputation. John McLean,

Supreme Court justice, had many admirers, but was not seventy-five too

old for the presidency? Salmon P. Chase, former governor and senator

from Ohio, was reputed to be an abolitionist; Edward Bates of Missouri

was respected as a conservative, but Missouri was a southern state. ...

Abraham? He was called a favorite son, a dark horse; yet cotild any

man be considered a dark horse who had been declared available by such

newspapers as the Chicago Daily Democrat and the New York Herald?

The delegations of Cameron and Bates, among others, were reputed to be

split; the Illinois delegation contained men like Stephen T. Logan, Leonard

Swett, Jesse K. Dubois, Norman B. Judd, David Davis, Orville H. Brown-

ing, Gustave Koerner, clever, indefatigable and dedicated to Abraham.

Again the house was filled with people coming and going; from six in

the morning until well past midnight the Lincoln home needed only a

canvas top to resemble a wigwam. Mary was untiring, infusing everyone

with her own radiance.

The convention opened officially in Chicago on May i6, i860. Every

hour brought the Lincolns a new telegram:

WE ARB QUIET BUT MOVING HEAVEN AND EARTH NOTHING WILL BEAT OS

BUT OLD FOGY POLITICIANS THE HEART OF THE DELEGATES ARB WITH US

PROSPECTS PAIR FRIENDS AT WORK NIGHT AND DAY

DONT BE FRIGHTENED KEEP COOL THINGS IS WORKING

AM VERY HOPEFUL DONT BE EXCITED NEARLY DEAD WITH FATIGUE TELE-

GRAPH OR WRITE HERE VERY LITTLE

“I am not frightened,” Mary commented to Abraham. “But just how
does one keep cool?”

They talked late the night before the balloting was to begin, not about

politics or the nomination, but reminiscently of their lives together. She



fell asleep for perhaps an hour at a, stretch; each time she awalcened and

went into Abraham’s room she found him lying with his eyes wide open,

staring at the dark ceiling.

They arose early, had a light breakfast and sat together on the outside

porch. The morning was bright and warm, the neighborhood beginning

to stir. There w^as a feeling of tenseness in the air. At eight o’clock Abra-

ham put on his coat.

“I guess ril practice a litde law."

‘'Can you possibly concentrate?"

“Practice makes perfect: a poor pun, but my mind is in Chicago. I’ll

stop in and see James Conkling; he came back from there last night."

‘Ton’ll let me know as soon as there is word . . . one way or the

other?”

He kissed her on the cheek.

“Fll bring you the news myself.”

She went upstairs, began to strip off the linens, turn mattresses, remake

the beds. She knew by the side glances the maid threw at her that she

was awkward in her movements, yet she felt calm inside herself, par-

ticularly after she went into the guest bedroom where she kept her sew-

ing materials, picked up a dress she had been making, and bent over the

intricate work of sewing black beads onto a bail gown.

Her mind plowed backward through furrows of time and memory: she

was standing on the bridge at the bottom of the Todd garden in Lexing-

ton gazing down into the clear water of the brook while Sandy McDonald
was asking her to marry him and offering her the management of his

plantation. If she had married Sandy and gone to Mississippi she would

now be an ultra-slavery woman hating the north, the Republican party and

Abraham Lincoln. Her grandmother Parker had said, “Out there in that

wide circle of Kentucky bluegrass, Mary, there is a mate for you," But

she had left Lexington and come to Springfield, to a heated political argu-

ment in a hot, crowded room, and watched two long legs dangle down-

ward from the ceiling and Abraham Lincoln drop, apparently from

heaven, into her life.

Her sister Elizabeth had favored Stephen Douglas, had pleaded with

her to give it time so that her liking for Stephen might turn into love.

“Lie’s going far," Elizabeth had said. If she had married Stephen Douglas

she would be campaigning for popular sovereignty and the Democrats.

But she had known that she loved Abraham Lincoln, that he was the

man and his was the life she had been searching for. The Edwardses had

cried, “He’s the last man in the world for you to love, this unpolished

diamond; he has the least to ojBFer."

The road had been hard, right from the beginning; there had been

years that were barren of meaning and happiness; hut others that had



been rich in work and companionship. In some ways he still was an un-

polished diamond, but what she had to offer from her own high finish she

had given wholeheartedly.

She had not heard the front door close, nor his step on the stairs; now
suddenly as she looked up from her beading he was standing over her, his

face pale yet exalted. There was a telegram sheet in his hand. She gazed

at him for a long moment without speaking. He reached down and lifted

her up out of the chair, the dress and the hundreds of black beads spill-

ing noiselessly onto the carpeted floor.

"We have the nomination, Mary ... on the third ballot. I was in the

Journal office when the telegram arrived. The message reads;

WB DID IT, GLORY TO GOD

I said, ‘There’s a little woman up on Eighth Street who will be interested

in this message,’ and I came right home to you,”

Cannon started firing from the square, dozens of them, then a hundred

bells began ringing all over the town. In the distance men were shouting

and blowing bugles. Yet she hardly heard them because of the pounding

of her own heart as she was held powerfully against him, his lips on hers.

And she relived their first embrace almost twenty years before. She had

known then what she knew now, nor had it taken a hundred cannon or a

hundred ringing bells to tell her. No one else had known about Abraham

because no one else had loved him. Love had told her everything, with

the end implicit in the beginning. She had fallen in love with the last

man that any other woman wanted, for she had known him to be the

first and finest of them all.



BookVll
MRS. PRESIDENT LINCOLN

1

SHE stood in the sitting room by the circular worktable on which

there were trays of sandwiches and two pitchers on a white cloth. Across

the hall in the parlor Abraham was replying to the notification com-

mittee that had come directly from the Chicago convention. That after-

noon a large basket of champagne had arrived from friends to be used as

refreshment for the committee.

“WeVe served no liquor in this house for sixteen years,” said Abraham,

“and we shouldn't change our habits now. Ice water will refresh their thirst.”

“Ice water! My Kentucky ancestors will turn over in their graves!”

Outside the sitting-room window she could see rockets exploding in the

sky and bonfires blazing on every comer. Apparently this was true through-

out the north, for when her cousin Logan had come from the depot to

embrace them, he exclaimed:

“I thought Fd get some sleep on die train last night, but cannon kept

firing all along the line and it was like traveling in the sun of high noon,

there were so many tar barrels burning.”

He had brought back an interesting piece of news from the Chicago

Wigwam: Cassius Clay's name had been put in nomination for vice-

president to run with Abraham, and had garnered over a hundred votes

on the first ballot, only to be defeated by Hannibal Elamlin of Maine

because it did not seem advisable to have two native Kentuckians on the

same ticket. Abraham was amused.

“Too bad Clay didn't get it, we could have called it the Mary Todd

ticket.”

"Tease me if you want,” said Mary, the excitement of the day filling

her with gaiety, “but as Grandmother Parker observed, I've got good

judgment ... in horseflesh.”

There was a hubbub of voices in the parlor as Abraham finished his

brief acceptance speech. She heard him remark to Mr. Kelley of Penn-

sylvania, “You are a tall man, Judge. What is your height?”



“Six feet three.”

'1 beat you. I am six feet four without my high-heeled ]:)Oots.”

"Pennsylvania bows to Illinois,” replied the committeeman. “I am glacl

that we have found a candidate for the presidency whom we can look

up to.”

There was a burst of laughter, then Abraham announced:

"Mrs. Lincoln will be pleased to see you, gentlemen. You u’ill find her

in the sitting room.” •

Mary smoothed the neck of her dress, smiled v^armly as she extended

her hand. Having been wined and dined at the Chenery House, the

committeemen partook sparingly of her refreshments and stayed only a

few moments, but she made the most of the time, speaking with each one,

letting them know that the Lincoln home would be an open house for

the campaign. As Judge Kelley of the booming voice w^-ent out the front

door they heard him remark;

'Well, we might have done a more brilliant thing, but we could hardly

have done a better thing.”

She was happy: they had won their first acceptance ... on ice water.

The nomination made little difference to Abraham except that he wore

his Sunday suit every day and bought a new hat before the old one had

properly worn out; but her days were changed totally. Visitors began ring-

ing the doorbell at eight in the morning; she had to be up at six to work

with the new servants, including Frances Affonsa, who was now the major-

domo, Irish Mary, who had returned bringing a brawny cousin to help,

and a silver-haired, quiet-mannered Negro by the name of William,

who tended the door. Everyone present at mealtime was invited to sit

down at the family board. Several times a week she had to give a more

formal party, when Thurlow Weed, Seward’s manager, came to Spring-

field, or the governor of Pennsylvania, or Carl Schurz, the leader of the

politically important group of native-born Germans, whom Mary made
comfortable in the guest room overlooldng Eighth Street,

Since the last of the guests did not leave until midnight she had only

the two early morning hours to get the house cleaned, fresh flowers put in

the vase.s, shopping lists assembled, breakfast out of the way and herself

dressed to receive the daylong jam of relatives, friends and political ad-

mirers. Her sister Elizabeth appeared puzzled but pleased for her; Ninian

was restrained because he had committed himself to support Stephen

Douglas; Cousin Stuart was proud for the family but confided tliat he
too could not support Abraham’s sectional party; Dr. Wallace was deeply

gratified, but her sister Frances’s congratulations were cool; Ami sent a

message that she knew Sister Mary would be busy with guests and there-

fore would appreciate not having Ann to bother with. Mary noticed that

the more distant the relationship the purer seemed to be the congratula-



tions. Her most important assistance came from her cousin Elizabeth Todd
Grimsley, the older of Dr. John Todd’s two daughters, who had been a

bridesmaid at her wedding; Lizzie was tall, with willowy grace, the

happiest of all her feminine kin at the Lincolns’ good fortune. She
shopped for the vast quantities of food that were needed, accomplished

the delicate task of cleaning house without sweeping under the soles of

people’s feet

The campaign sprang into existence full-blooded and full-blown: a wig-

wam was built, prototype of thousands throughout the north, marching
groups and military companies called Wide-Awakes paraded with kerosene

torches, wearing red military caps and blue capes of shiny leather to catch

the dripping pitch. The enthusiasm and the crowds throughout the

villages and cities surpassed the Fremont campaign of four years before;

from the very outset the upsurge for Abraham and the Republicans was

infused with a religious fervor amounting to exultation.

For the first time since she had known Stephen Douglas his Democratic

organization broke down, and all because of the question Abraham had

asked him at Freeport two years before, the cotton south walking out of

the Charleston convention because Douglas had replied to Abraham that

it was possible for the people of a territory to exclude slavery within its

limits prior to the formation of a state constitution.

By the time the Democrats assembled in Baltimore a month later, the

northern portion to nominate Stephen Douglas, the southern to nominate

Vice-President John C. Breckinridge on a slavery platform, the Republi-

cans had had a full month to organize their local, state and national

committees, collect funds and flood the north with pictures and stories

of Old Ahe, Honest Ahe, The Rail Splitter, and Friend of the Poor.

Douglas was further bedeviled by the formation of a fourth party, de-

claring for Union and peace, which nominated John Bell of Tennessee

and was drawing support from Tennessee, Kentucky and Virginia.

Stephen started on a whirlwind tour that took him from Maine to North

Carolina in the hopes of reconsolidating the Democrats.

Abraham remained quietly at home, doing no speaking or campaigning,

as was the custom. Fie spent his days at the governor’s office, which had

been loaned to him for the campaign, greeting the hundreds of people

who poured into Springfield to meet and confer with him. Cousin Logan

had arranged this, and Mary was as grateful to him for getting the cam-

paign headquarters out of the filthy Lincoln-Herndon office as she was for

the five thousand dollars he raised among ten Springfield supporters to pay

their expenses.

William and Tad were curious to see their father behind the governor’s

desk, so she took them up to the second floor of the Capitol, then along

the dark narrow hallway where the crowds pressed back to give them



passage. The governors room was about fifteen by twenty-five feet with a

highly colored. Brussels carpet and a gas chandelier. In one corner sat a

portrait painter trying to get a likeness of Abraham down in oil. At a

small desk in another corner under a banjo clock, with stacks of mail be-

fore him, sat John G. Nicoiay, twenty-eight years old, slender, German-

born secretary, impeccably dressed and undisturbed by the motley group

of politicians, rough fellows with hats on and lighted segars, pantaloons

tucked in boots, others vnth hickory shirts, some wanting interviews, some

just come to shake hands or stare.

She watched Abraham from the doorway, noting how he greeted the

visitors, treating each one courteously without giving the information or

political commitment they sought. Two youths peered about the room

anxiously, then made their way to Abraham.

"Father sent us into town to see if the report that you had been

poisoned was true,” the older one blurted out. "Dad says you must look

out, eat nothing only what your Old Woman cooks for you.”

Abraham stole a mischievous glance at Mary, who was dressed in a soft

summer-blue dress with her hair brushed straight back under a fashionable

leghorn hat, her spirits high. When the boys had left, she murmured:

“I guess you didn’t see that article in the New York Times today? It

states categorically that I am fifteen years younger than my husband.”

There was no way to avoid the threats of secession which grew more

clangorous every day, leading southern newspapers maintaining that

Abraham’s election would mean the dismemberment of the Union, charg-

ing the north with fomenting "a gigantic servile uprising, when at a given

signal the slaves would rise against their masters, burn towns and dwell-

ings, murder their owners and families." Mary knew well the inordinate

pride and hot temper of the southern people: did she not share in these

qualities? Behind her hours of work and her hope for their success was

an omnipresent anxiousness over what the south might do.

"Couldn’t you make one last appeal, Abraham?” she asked. "Assure

them that you have no intention of interfering with slavery where it

exists ...”

“Mary, what good would it do for me to write these sentiments again to

southern newspapers which never bothered to print my speeches in the

first place, or when they did, distorted them for their own purpose? A
repetition would give an appearance of weakness or cowardice.”

Yet if he was refusing to speak, he was watching every move of the

campaign, writing to his running mate Hannibal Hamlin in Maine when
he heard that there was danger of losing two congressmen in that state:

“Such a result would put us on die downhill track, and probably ruin us

on the main turn in November. You must not allow it”; and to a Penn-



sylvania party man, *‘I am slow to listen to criminations among friends,

and never espouse their quarrels on either side.”

.They had come through some twenty years of politics without receiving

personal vituperation; now the floodgates were open and in the opposition

press Abraham was called a nullity, an ignoramus, a third-rate country

lawyer who could not speak correct grammar, who made coarse jokes, was
not a gentleman, looked like a gorilla and walked like a bahoon. Mary
took none of this seriously, but she resented the high glee in which his

supporters throughout the country called him Old Ahe. When she told

Abraham this he replied:

“It^s good politics, makes them feel familiar and friendly with me; just

so long as they don’t start calling my Old Woman Old Mary . .

She wrinkled the skin over the ridge of her nose.

"Abraham, what will I be when you are president?”

"Why, the same old fool you’ve always been.”

Red spots flared high on her forehead. She was about to burst out in

indignation when she remembered herself whispering through the front

window, "Come in, you old fool, don’t you know your own house when
you see it?” They laughed until the tears streamed down their faces.

The morning of August 8, the day set for the great Illinois rally, dawned
hot and clear. It was reported that there were over fifty thousand Re-

publicans in town, come not only from Illinois but from a half dozen

neighboring states as well. From her porch Mary saw hundreds of people

asleep on the surrounding lawns. At the Fair Grounds there were five

separate stands for speaking and gigantic barbecue pits.

"Remember that big Harrison rally back in '40, Abraham, when you

were in charge of the pits?” she asked. "You said you might not be a good

politician but you were a good chef. To the best of my knowledge you

haven't cooked anything since.”

In the afternoon she stood with Abraham on the front porch as the

parade started past their house. She was dressed in cool cotton and soft

kid slippers, Abraham in a white linen suit and black tie. A hundred of

their friends and neighbors crowded on the small lawn and steps around

them to watch the eight-mile-long procession. First came the companies of

Wide-Awakes, spaced between a dozen Illinois hands. Horse-drawn floats

depicted a log cabin of the kind in which Abraham had been bom, its

sides covered with coonskins and deer hides; a complete flatboat, replica of

the one in which Ahraham had taken produce to New Orleans; a cabin

built entirely of split rails and carrying the legend Vote for Lincoln the

Rail Sflitter. Glee clubs -chanted:

“Ain't I glad I joined the Republicans,

Joined the Republicans,



Joined the Republicans

j

Ain't I glad I joined the Republicans,

Down in Illinois!"

The campaign pitch never lessened.

The night before the election, quiet fell, the last of the visitors vanished.

Mary let the servants go home, served a simple supper in the kitchen and

persuaded the boys to get into bed on the grounds that they would want

to be up early the next day. Abraham went down to his office for a final

conference with his Illinois committeemen.

When he left she felt alone; after months of high energy and high

confidence there came a giant hand striking out of the night, suffocating

her. What if they had been deluding themselves again, as they had so

often in the past? Suppose they were roundly beaten tomorrow, as Stephen

Douglas had beaten them for twenty years? Suppose all the people they

had counted on abandoned them, as Mr. Strunk of Kankakee had in 1855

after promising to walk a hundred miles to elect Abraham? Suppose some

of the seemingly safe states, fearful of war , . . ?

She undressed, went into Abraham's room and lighted the small lamp

by his bed. She knew neither of them would sleep that night.

At the breakfast table she asked:

‘What are the soothsayers soothsaying to you this morning, Abraham?"

Good humor was lurking about his clear gray eyes, a smile moved down
the long, curved furrows of his cheeks and twitched his capacious mouth.

“If you promise not to tell any of the voters today, I would rather have

a full term in the Senate, where I would feel more able to discharge the

duties required, and where there is more chance to make reputation and

less danger of losing it, than four years of the presidency."

Lizzie came to help her pass the time, never once touching upon the

subject of the millions of votes being cast in the tensest election since

the founding of the nation. At midafternoon Mary dressed the boys in

their dark wool suits and walked them downtown to see the crowds

thronging the square, the state house, the sidewalks, the restaurants and

the shops, a subdued hush over them all. The largest group stood in front

of the telegraph office though there could be no significant reports until

night

She had been invited to join the Republican ladies at Watson’s Saloon

where they were preparing what they hoped would be a celebration

supper when the news came over the wires that Illinois, Indiana, Penn-

sylvania and New York were safe for Lincoln. There were at least a hun-

dred women in Watson's when she rdached there, the big hall brilliantly

lighted. She slipped an apron over her cassimere. gown and pitched in with

the others.

Abraham had gone to the telegraph office to read the bulletins as they



came in. At last it was reported that Philadelphia had gone Republican by

five thousand votes; Pennsylvania was safe. Then Abraham carried Spring-

field and Illinois, though he lost to Douglas in Sangamon County.

Indiana also was counted secure. It would take only the vote of New
York to ensure victory. Mary worked frantically to keep her tension under

control.

At midnight Abraham came into Watson's. He reached out a hand for

hers, while he shook his head indicating that they still were awaiting the

final word.

A few minutes later a messenger from the telegraph office came run-

ning. Outside a tremendous shout went up. Mary knew even before

Abraham, pale and solemn, passed her the telegram that he had won.

When she looked up from the dispatch he took her in his arms.

2

THIS time when she and Abraham went to Washington they

would not have to go to a boardinghouse, or occupy a back room overlook-

ing pigsties and privies; this time she would not have to search the city to

learn which was the best section, then locate a house the rent of which she

could manage out of her savings, only to have Abraham refuse to move in.

This time she would be neither snubbed nor, worse, ignored by the en-

trenched southern society of the city who had given her no opportunity to

get the toe of a slipper inside the door of their rigorous regime.

She caught Abraham in a quiet moment, sat him on the parlor sofa.

“Abraham, since we will be away from Springfield for eight years, don’t

you think it would be wise to sell the house?”

He bounded up as though angry, then gazed at her with an amused

glint.

“Mary, don’t you know that presidents are elected for a four-year term?

“Presidents Washington, Jefferson, Madison, Monroe and Jackson all

served two terms. James Conkling says he can get us over four thousand

dollars for the house, furnished. Then we wouldn’t have to worry about

repairs . .
.”

“But, Mary, this is our home. The only home I’ve ever had! I love it.

Besides, I’ve been offered three hundred and fifty dollars a year rental

for it, unfurnished. T'hen, when our work is done, we will have a place

to come back to.”

“To Springfield? Surely you will want to live in a wider world after tlie

years in the capital?”



during all those years in Washington I have no homeplace to think

of, ril be like a man ispossessed. When I went up to the office today I

told Billy to let our shingle hang there undisturbed, that if I live I’m

coming back and well go right on practicing law as if nothing had ever

happened.”

She was relieved to learn that he was not taldng Herndon to Washing-

ton

“The New York Central offered you ten thousand dollars a year to be

their counsel, and that was before you were nominated. What would you

be worth in New York or Boston after being Chief Executive?”

He continued to go to the governor’s office during the day to take the

press of people off the house, for the most part crowds of complete strangers

come to ask him for a job with the government, but also Republican party

leaders come to study the final election returns; while Abraham had re-

ceived a large majority of the states’ electoral votes, he had received only

1,866,452 popular votes, considerably less than a majority of the vote cast,

Douglas, Breckinridge and Bell amassing 2,815,617 votes among them.

In their late evening hours together he answered letters from editors,

loyal southerners, radical abolitionists, conservatives alarmed over the

preservation of the Union.

“It's the cabinet that’s worrying me,” he confided. "When the conven-

tion was meeting I telegraphed Chicago: ‘Make no contracts that will hind

me.’ When I was nominated I thought I was free; now I find that they

have gambled me all around, bought and sold me a hundred times. I can-

not begin to fill the pledges made in my name: Simon Cameron for the

Pennsylvania vote, Caleb Smith for the Indiana vote . .

Mary sat opposite him, writing to everyone whom Abraham said she

might invite to the inauguration: her stepmother Betsy, her brothers Levi,

George and Alexander, her sister Katherine, her sister Emilie and Ben

Hardin Helm, all from Lexington; her brothers David and Samuel, in

business together in New Orleans; her married sisters Elodie and Martha

with their husbands from Alabama; her sister Margaret Kellogg and her

husband from Cincinnati. Here in Springfield she invited Elizabeth and

Ninian and their two daughters, Elizabeth accepting for herself and the

girls, Ninian declining; Lizzie Grimsley, Frances and William Wallace,

William accepting and Frances declining. Abraham asked Dr. Wallace to

attend the family on the inaugural train; Elizabeth, her daughters and
Lizzie would join them in New York. Mary would keep as many with her

for the first week of receptions as the WTiite House guest rooms could

hold. She passed by her sister Ann, who had not called at the Lincoln

house during the campaign or in the days following the election.

Then on December 20 South Carolina seceded from die Union, an act

she had been threatening since 1830, In the early weeks of the New Year



the legislatures of Mississippi, Florida, Alabama, Georgia, Louisiana and

later Texas voted themselves out of the Union, and representatives of the

seven seceded states met in Montgomery, Alabama, to form the Confeder-

ate States of America, elect Jefferson Davis as president, set up its own
government.

Though for four years the southern press had warned the north that it

would secede if a Republican were elected, the actual breakup of the

Union after eighty years plunged the house on Eighth Street into deepest

gloom.

As March 4 grew close there were increasing threats that Abraham never

would be inaugurated, that he would be assassinated before he could leave

Springfield, that if he ever reached Washington he would be shot down
before he could take the oath of office. One morning he received a box

containing the mummy of a Negro; Mary was the recipient of an oil paint-

ing showing Abraham with a rope around his neck, his feet chained, his

body tarred and feathered, hanging from a tree.

Depressed as they were over the turn of events, she w^as determined that

they would not be intimidated. She would not leave Springfield without

giving a farewell reception for their faithful friends in Illinois. Abraham

brightened when she told him of her plan.

“Yes, do it, Mary. Then when it’s over we’ll hold a private sale and get

rid of some of the furniture. It will be kind of a farewell to this house, too.”

While he went to Coles County to bid his stepmother good-bye and to

lay flowers on his father’s grave, Mary sent out a thousand invitations to

their party. On the evening of the reception a group of Springfield women
arrived a little before seven, bringing with them a highly ornamented table-

style Wheeler and Wilson sewing machine. Mary was touched by their

generosity.

She and Abraham stood side by side, Abraham receiving their guests as

they entered, the women admiring Mary’s white antique silk with full

train and small French lace collar, flobert, who had passed his examination

and entered Harvard and come home to join the inaugural train, gave his

hand to his father, saying, “Good evening, Mr. Lincoln,” in reply to which

Abraham gave him a gentle slap. By midnight seven hundred well-wishers

had thronged the Lincoln home; even their friends among the Democrats

put aside their political differences and came to wish the Lincolns God-

speed.'

The next morning she learned that her husband’s Godspeed and hers

were not to be enjoyed on the same train. Because of the threats of vio-

lence he had been advised not to take her or the younger boys with him.

They would all meet at the Astor House in New York in about ten days.

She was furious.



"I have my weaknesses, Mr. Lincoln, but cowardice doesn’t happen to

he one of them.”

"I am not the one who is afraid for you, Mary, it is General Winfield

Scott, head of the army. He is responsible for our safety,”

'If anyone were intending violence against you, Abraham, wouldn’t

they be less likely to try it if they knew that your family was along? Shame

on you, agreeing to deprive Willie and Tad of this inaugural trip.”

Abraham sighed. "There vdll be excitement enough for all of us in the

next four years, never fear.”

She threw her head back, fire in her eyes.

"Once I let the army turn me into a delicate old lady who can’t be ex-

posed to danger, I’ll not be my own mistress any part of tbe four years

ahead.”

But in the end she was defeated by the War Department. She decided

to go by train to St, Louis the very day Abraham went east, and do some

shopping; she had no desire to shop in St, Louis, it would be a face-saving

gesture. Friends and neighbors had bought most of the big pieces of furni-

ture; the wardrobe, whatnot, chairs. The rest of their furniture and boxes

of papers were stored. She dismissed Frances Affonsa with an affectionate

kiss on the cheek, but not until the Lincolns had supplied her with a

wedding dress for her coming marriage,

Abraham leased the house, then engaged a suite of rooms at the Chenery

House, each with its wood-burning stove and newly installed pull-cords

for the servants. On the evening before their departure he roped tlieir

big trunks in the lobby. She asked ’with one eyebrow raised:

"Are you sure this is proper procedure for the president of the United

States?”

"President-elect; I promise not to do it any more after March fourth.”

She slept fitfully; the day after tomorrow was Abraham’s birthday, and

she would not be with him.

The dawn was a coal-ash gray sifting down a shaken grate. Breakfast

was brought up at seven o’clock and set out in the middle room. Robert

felt important because, "I’m going along to be blown up with Father,

while you little ones are left behind.” Mary said it was too early in tbe

morning for macabre humor, but Abraham laughed. Neither of them could

eat, they merely sipped strong coffee. At seven-thirty their carriage was

announced.

A fine rain was falling. Abraham was cold and pale. He wore a gray

wool shawl around his neck and covering his shoulders. Wlien they

reached the small brick depot of the Great Western station they were

surprised to find several hundred people assembled. The locomotive whistle

made its sharp tooting noise. Tad and William clambered up their father’s

legs and nesded one in each arm. Shfe walked with Abraham to where a



little special made up of a smoke-black engine, a brick-red coal car, a bag-

gage car and single coach of the same color with a rear platform protected

by an iron grating, was waiting for Abraham to board.

He held her to him for a moment, then went up the steps and stood at

the rear railing. Umbrellas were raised against the cold drizzle. He gazed

down at Mary and William and Tad, then past them to the silent faces

of the friends come to hid him good-bye.

The train was ready to leave, Abraham took off his hat, tightened the

shawl about his shoulders, holding it together with his left hand on his

breast, began to speak in a quiet voice:

"No one, not in my situation, can appreciate my feeling of sadness at

this parting. To this place, and the kindness of these people, I owe every-

thing. Here I have lived a quarter of a century, and have passed from a

young to an old man. Here my children have been born, and one is buried.

I now leave, not knowing when, or whether ever, I may return, with a

task before me greater than that which rested upon Washington. Without

the assistance of that Divine Being, who ever attended him, I cannot

succeed. With that assistance I cannot fail. Trusting in Him, who can go

with me, and remain with you and be everywhere for good, let us con-

fidently hope that all will yet he well. To His care commending you, as I

hope in your prayers you wall commend me, I bid you an affectionate fare-

well.”

The train pulled away. A path was opened for her to the carriage. She

walked with one of her sons on either side. She noticed that many of the

men and women standing there had tears in their eyes; .she did not know^

that they were in her own as wreli

3

AN hour before she was to leave for St. Louis a telegram arrived

from General Winfield Scott ordering her to join the inaugural train the

next morning in Indianapolis on the grounds that the president-elect

would be safer if he were surrounded by bis wife and children, William

and Tad were hysterical with joy; Mary was dazed at the sudden reversal.

The inaugural locomotive was waiting with its steam up for her arrival.

Abraham received her as she came down the steps of her passenger car.

She leaned up to kiss his cheek, murmuring ;

"Happy birthday.”

A little .sheepishly he said;

"You're the nicest present I could have had.”



When he led her into their parlor car she gasped with delight: it was a

revolution in car building, having been made by a manufacturer of rail-

road cars in Buffalo expressly for this trip. Her eye took in the rich carpet-

ing, single panes of glass instead of numerous small ones, the carved black

walnut furniture and horsehair upholstery, the extra-long sofa for Abraham

to stretch out on. There was also a refreshment bar with an assortment of

liquors for the party.

The train left the station and soon was traveling through the Indiana

countryside at a speed of thirty miles an hour. At every small station there

were flags and banners along the track and crowds of people gathered,

firing cannons and sending up cheer after cheer; at Cincinnati a hundred

thousand people jammed the station, square and streets. In Columbus,

Ohio, they were taken to the state capitol for a reception by the governor

and the legislature; the next morning they were on their way again by

seven-thirty. The skies were overcast and by the time their train had been

moving a half hour torrential rains began to fall. Abraham confided to her

that he did not mind because now he would not have to make so many
speeches; but he was mistaken: neither the rain nor cold nor mud kept the

throngs away from the tiniest station, where the train was greeted with

bands, songs and the roar of artillery.

The journey was a constant delight for the three boys; Robert spent half

of his time with the engineer, the other half at the refreshment bar. Each

time the train stopped and strangers came aboard, Tad rushed forward

crying, ^^Do you want to meet Old Abe, the Pwesident?” then would point

out one of the other members of the presidential party.

At one station the crowd called for Mary Lincoln. She heard Abraham
say, *T11 see if I can get Mrs. Lincoln, but I don’t believe I can; in fact I

can say that I’ve never succeeded very well in getting her to do anything

she didn’t want to do.”

She waited until the flush had left her cheeks before joining him on the

platform. In another town when she stood by Abraham’s side, he said,

“Now you see before you the long and short of the presidency.”

For Mary the great stop was New York, She took from a valise the silver

brushes she had given Abraham for his birthday.

“Abraham, I’m going to fix you up a bit for these city folk.”

She parted, combed and brushed his hair, arranged his black necktie,

“Do I look nice now, Mothert*” he asked affectionately.

“I’m not sure you’re ever going to make anything of the whiskers that

little girl and the Republican Committee thought would make you. look

more dignified. They’re still pretty scraggly.”

“That’s strange, I water them every morning when I wash my face.”

They rode to the Astor Hotel in an open carriage, barely had time to

clean up before there was a reception, vwth the Veterans of the War of



i 8 i 2 parading past in full uniform. Abrahams hand was now so sore and
swollen that Dr. Wallace forbade him to shake hands any more. Mary
greeted New York society flanked on one side by her sister Elizabeth, on

the other by Lizzie Grimsley, feeling exquisite in a steel-colored gown with

a black chenille and gold headdress.

Shortly after the flag-raising ceremony at Independence Idall in Phila-

delphia, Mary saw' that something was troubling Abraham, something

beyond the growing apprehension of the chaos he would find in Washing-

ton. When they reached Harrisburg at one o’clock, though he had con-

fessed to a crowd a few hours before that “I am too unwell to say much
to you,” he waved aside her demands that he forgo his two scheduled

speeches and rest for a few hours before covering the last leg of the journey

across Maryland and Baltimore, the only city on the itinerary which was

not welcoming the president-elect or offering an official escort across tov/n

when the cars were drawn by horses from one station to another. Yet she

did not fully grasp how overwrought he was until he burst into her room,

his skin dark with anger.

'Where is Robert? He had charge of the gripsack with my inaugural

speech in it. If any reporter lays hands on that speech ...”

"He's out with the Young Republican Club.”

“We've got to find him immediately!”

John Nicoiay, whom Abraham was talcing to Washington as his private

secretary, scoured Harrisburg, returning with a bewildered Robert. When
his father demanded to know whether the gripsack had been lost or stolen,

Robert replied t

"It's with the rest of the baggage downstairs.”

Abraham took the stairs to the lobby three at a time, made his way be-

hind an astonished clerk to the stack of luggage and began scattering

valises. Mary had come downstairs at a slower pace; she watched until at

last he straightened up with his gripsack, examined the lock, beads of

perspiration on his forehead.

"Thank heavens! If this speech had been printed in the papers before I

had delivered it, I would have been hopelessly embarrassed.”

"Come upstairs, the whole lobby is staring at you. And in the future

don't send a boy to do a man’s work: carry the speech yourself.”

He returned to their suite shortly after four o’clock, slumped into a

brown mohair chair. Without looking at her, he said:

"Mary, we're going to have to change our plans.”

She stared at him in silence. After a moment he continued:

"Seems there’s a conspiracy in Baltimore to harm me while our cars are

being drawn across the city. Norman Judd hired a detective by the name

of Allan Pinkerton to investigate and they told me yesterday in Philaclel-



phia they’re convinced a barber by the name of Fernandina, head of one

of the secret military societies, plans to kill me.”

There was a straight-backed chair against the wall; she pulled it to

position facing him, lines of puzzlement screwing up her face.

“Isn’t it a bit farfetched to believe that some Baltimore barber is going to

be able to assassinate you when you are surrounded by twenty of your

friends, and a half dozen military men provided by the army to protect

you?” ^
^

He hung his head like a lamb in a storm, said, “The men believe this is

a genuine danger. They’ve made plans for me to leave Harrisburg secretly

tonight; the regular Washington train will be held in the Philadelphia

station and I’ll go into Washington on it with no one knowing I’m

aboard.”

“Should the president-elect slink into Washington?”

“I don’t like it any better than you do, Mary,” he cried irately.

“Very well,” she said, resignedly. “I’ll pack at once.”

A net of silence encompassed her. She saw the pained expression on

Abraham’s face.

“Mary, I’m to make this trip into the capital alone, with only one man,

Hill Lamon. If you and the children were along it would be impossible to

conceal the fact that we are changing our plans.”

She sat down weakly on the edge of the bed.

“Oh, Abraham, not again?”

He gazed back at her out of stricken eyes.

“Let me get Norman Judd and Alexander McClure, he's the governor’s

friend . .
,
perhaps they can convince you.”

He went across the hall. In a few moments the presidential party filed

in; Norman Judd, Judge David Davis, Ward Hill Lamon, Abraham's

burly partner from Danville, W. S. Wood, who had been sent from the

east to direct the inaugural train, four army officers under the command of

the white-haired, courtly Colonel Sumner, who had been assigned by

Washington to protect Abraham, and Alexander McClure, heavily mus-

tached, pointed-chinned representative of Governor Curtin of Pennsyl-

vania.

Judd was their spokesman. He reviewed the situation in Baltimore: at

least half of the city was secessionist and in an ugly temper, the chief

marshal of police was sympathetic to the secessionists and would ajfford Mr.

Lincoln no protection, a gang would start a fight at the Baltimore station

to distract the few police available and then Fernandina and his secret

society would close around Mr. Lincoln, Fernandina either .shooting him
or delivering a fatal knife thrust. The nation would suffer a great loss if

Mr. Lincoln should be killed.



Mary stood at the back of the room facing the twenty-odd who had
assembled in a semicircle before her. For an instant she felt trapped.

“Very well, I’ll not argue any further against this affront to the dignity

of the presidential office; but if you are so sure there is real danger to my
husband, then I wish to be with him. Who has more to lose than I,

gentlemen?”

“There will be no danger if Mr. Lincoln goes alone,” said McClure in

a heavy voice; “we're cutting the telegraph wires so that no news can reach

Baltimore after Mr. Lincoln’s train leaves ...”

“If you’re so resourceful as to prevent anything from happening to Mr.

Lincoln, Mr. McClure, I’m sure you can be resourceful enough to keep it

from happening to me and my children.”

Norman Judd stepped forward; he was a heavy-set man with a florid

complexion, flowing gray beard and an unlit cigar between his teeth.

“Mrs. Lincoln, it takes only one demented man with a knife in his

hand ...”

She felt her voice rise out of a deep well of anger.

“And have we no stouthearted men to prevent it? Are we to go through

four years in the presidency hiding and fleeing? If this is the best we have

to offer to defend the Union, then God help us!”

They stood before her, some of them staring, others with their eyes

lowered.

“We will sneak into Washington, gentlemen, but if anything is going

to happen to any member of the Lincoln family, it is going to happen

when we are all together. Now if you will kindly leave the room, I will

finish my packing.”

The men started out the door, taking Abraham with them. Colonel

Sumner saying as he left, ‘Mrs. Lincoln, I am going through with the

president-elect tonight, and I want to assure you that no harm will befall

him.” Only Judd and McClure remained.

When the door had closed behind the colonel, Judd said:

“No, Mrs. Lincoln, you are not going with your husband.”

She was gripped by each arm, pushed toward the adjoining room and

forced inside. Then the door closed and she heard it lock behind her.

She sat up all night, not attempting to undress, hearing the men of the

party pace the corridors and talk in guarded tones. In the morning as she

was seated in the dining room with her three sons, eating mechanically,

word was brought that Abraham was safely in Washington, and that the

inaugural train was ready to leave as soon as she and her party boarded.



4

SHE had forgotten, during the intervening thirteen years, how
predominantly southern Washington was; she was reminded on her first

day in the capital by learning that if the District of Columbia had had the

franchise, Abraham Lincoln would have received hardly a handful of

votes; that it was not merely the Virginia and Maryland families who felt

this way, but almost the entire body of government employees and the

business houses that served them. Though she was received with courtesy,

the Willards awaiting her in the lobby of their hotel and escorting her up

to the luxurious five-room suite on the second floor, she felt an air of

Standoffishness as she passed through the public rooms.

Already a number of important senators and representatives from the

seceded states had made inflammatory resignation speeches and gone

home; on their first evening at the hotel a disunionist persuaded the

musicians to play "Dixie” while the Lincolns were entering the dining

room. Rumors reached her that for weeks the capital had been buzzing

with stories of the uncouth manners of the rustic president-elect and his

wife, while the secessionist ladies had been amusing themselves with

anecdotes of the gaucherie of the log-cabin First Lady.

Whatever chance they might have had for a respectful if not affectionate

welcome had been blasted by Abraham’s manner of arrival. A reporter

back in Harrisburg, awakening to find the president-elect gone and no

story to file with his paper, invented the detail of Abraham Lincoln steal-

ing into Washington disguised in a Scotch plaid cap and long military

cloak. The cartoons of Abraham in all versions of the Scotch plaid dis-

guise appearing in the press were lethal; even his friends and supporters

were ashamed. When she had arrived at the Willard he took her into the

far bedroom of the suite, a mirrored wall reflecting his thin, hunched-over

shoulders.

"Mary, it was the gravest mistake I ever made. I knew it by the time I

reached Philadelphia and received a message from Pinkerton in Baltimore

that he was doubtful whether the conspirators had the nerve to attempt the

execution of their purpose. But even if the conspiracy had been real, all

the more reason to face up to it. From now on, Mary, my decisions will be

my own. Never again will I take even the best-meant wishes of our friends

as ray law. What happened . . . happened . , . because I did not really

know who was boss. Now I know, I am the president. No man, no group

of men, will ever come between us again.”



She reached her hands up and ran them over his cheeks.

‘Thank you, Abraham, you have just made me mistress of the White
House.”

They settled down in the Willard to await the inaugural. Abraham set

up a corner table on which to work. Senator Seward, who had accepted the

post of Secretary of State in December, had just resigned, ".
. . because

I want to appoint my choices instead of his,” explained Abraham. "He
refuses to serve with Senator Chase of Ohio, whom I will have for Secre-

tary of the Treasury. The abolitionists want only men in the cabinet who
will declare for immediate emancipation; the conservatives w^ant no aboli-

tionists, but only representatives from the border states; there is almost no
man I could appoint who wouldn’t be opposed by strong blocs. I can’t let

Seward take the first trick.”

When they had been at the Willard for several days and not one south-

ern woman had called to pay her respects, Mary asked herself:

Are we to be treated as outlanders?

The answer came at teatime in the form of beautiful Adele Douglas,

attired in green silk trimmed with rose-colored bows, a lace cap and kid

gloves. Mary thanked her for coming.

“Mrs. Douglas, surely the women of Washington can’t believe that I

am the ignorant, gauche frontierswoman they make me out?”

Adele Douglas took Mary’s hand, her large brown eyes sympathetic.

"These are political attacks, my dear Mrs. Lincoln, and not personal.

Many of our families moved into Washington when it was little more than

a swamp. They built homes, brought their books, music, art . , . and all

the culture they had been evolving for some two hundred years.”

“I have the highest respect ...”

“Unfortunately, within their high wail they have become inbred. Cruel

things would have been said against the wife of any victorious Republican;

they fear that their reign and their power are to be ended; but once they

come to know you their animosity will vanish.” She smiled a bit wryly.

"You must be charitable to the vanquished.” After a moment she added,

"The White House is run down and shabby, not brilliant and glowing as

it was during the regime of my great-aunt, Dolly Madison. Make it the

most beautiful house in the land, Mrs. President; for we plan to try

again. . .
.”

Mary ordered tea. With it arrived Abraham and a moment later Stephen

Douglas, looking pale. Neither she nor Abraham had seen him since the

’58 debate at Alton.

"Mary, you crowned me with a gariand of roses that day we walked

down to Watson’s for an ice cream, some twenty years ago. But I think

you always knew that Abraham was going to be crowned with the presi-

dency.”



“Wouldn’t have married him if I hadn’t/’ she replied with a straight

face. “How do you like your tea, Steve?”

“One drop at a time . . . in my whiskey.” .

They were interrupted by the arrival of Mary’s sister Margaret and her

husband Charles H. Kellogg from Cincinnati, and Just behind them her

half brother Alexander, the red-haired boy who had been only eight

months old when she left Lexington for Springfield. Betsy was ailing and

could not come, Samuel and David said the Journey from New Orleans

was too long, George said he would not attend the inauguration of a Black

Republican, her sister Elodie too had been committed to the secessionist

cause, but her sister Martha and her husband, also living in Alabama, put

family above politics. Mary’s greatest disappointment was over Emilie and

Ben Hardin Helm, who had important cases on the docket which could

not be put over.

Abraham had not invited a single relative to witness his swearing-in.

She wished March 4 would hurry on so that she could get into their own
home; she cared no more for hotel life now than she had in the days of

their small bedchamber at the Globe. There was no privacy whatever, with

the lobby, parlors, dining room and even the hallway outside their rooms

Jammed night and day with office seekers who had Journeyed from every

part of the Union with folios of papers proving that they should be in-

stalled in lucrative offices in place of undeserving Democrats.

Inauguration day dawned cloudy and raw. President Buchanan came

into the Willard Hotel at noon, his face white as chalk, his neck swathed

in an enormous white cravat. Ele bowed formally to Mary in the private

parlor, then asked Abraham if he were ready. Mary and her three sons

went out behind them. When the two men reached the sidewalk ,.the band

struck up “Hail to the Chief” and they walked to their open barouche in

a procession headed by a marshal with aides in blue scarves and white

rosettes.

Mary’s carriage was called somewhere near the middle of the procession,

after the congressmen, Jurists, clergy and diplomats had been cared for.

Soldiers marched along both sides of Pennsylvania Avenue, which had

been brushed clean even of dust. As her carriage moved slowly toward the

unfinished dome of the Capitol with its steel derrick and guy-wire struc-

ture fingering sk)?ward, she saw sharpshooters at the windows and on the

roofs. Ahead of Abraham’s carriage were the heavily armed West Point

sappers and miners; massed thick on either side of him were cavalrymen,

and folioMng were detachments of the navy and militia. She could hardly

see the ailanthus trees for the squads of riflemen protecting the procession;

as her carriage passed the intersecting streets she could see General Scott’s

regulars moving along in a flanking movement.



Four years before, President Buchanan had ridden to his inauguration

through flags and crowds of wildly cheering enthusiasts; now as Mary
gazed at the faces lining Pennsylvania Avenue she saw that most were
solemn, many downright unfriendly. The shutters of the windows were

closed and bolted. There was no sound except the boots of the infantrymen

and the noise of the carriage wheels on the cobblestones; no bands of

music, no cheers, no throngs of happy people giving the president the

traditionally tumultuous welcome to Washington. General Scott had de-

scribed this inaugural parade to them as a ‘Wvemenfl^ designed not only

to protect the life of the incoming president hut also to repulse the

threatened invasion of the capital.

It was not the way she had dreamed it.

She tooh her seat in the second row on the platform that had been built

out from the Gapitors east portico. Squads of infantrymen had spent the

night underneath the boards because of the threat to How up the stand.

On the ground around the stand were hloclis of cut granite, cables, sheds

and workmen’s tools, everything in a state of incompletion and neglect. At

each window of the Capitol were riflemen.

Her sons sat on either side of her, Stephen and Adele Douglas imme-

diately next to them. In front of the stand there were probably fewer people

than had filled the public square at Ottawa for the opening of Abraham’s

debates with Stephen Douglas in 1858.

Abraham had selected their friend Edward Baker, to whose defense he

had dropped through the ceiling and into her life, to introduce him: hand-

some, white-haired, red-faced Edward Baker who had migrated in 185a to

start a new life, and had been sent to Washington as the only Republican

senator from the Pacific Coast to support the new administration. It was

the possibility of this ojffice of senator from Oregon that had made Abraham

willing, hack in 1849 after the Land Office disappointment, to pull up his

roots and make the long trek west,

Abraham came onto the stand. By now his beard came down in a

straight line below the ears, the sides of his chin were respectably bushy,

but his upper lip and the hollow cheeks still were innocent of growth.

There was a scattering of applause. Senator Baker gave a discreetly short

introduction. Abraham rose, set on a small table the gold-headed cane that

had been given him as a gift, took off his high silk hat and, not finding

adequate space for it on the tiny table, was looking about for another

when Stephen Douglas leaned forward, took the hat and held it on his lap.

He gave Mary a smile of sad wistfulness.

Little space had been left to Abraham to move about. Fie took the

galleys of his speech from his inside coat pocket, laid them on the table,

then adjusted his spectacles. The spectators were as silent as the blocks of

cut granite scattered on the lawn. When he began to speak his voice was



high, a little iiasal, the same voice she had heard address countless Illinois

audiences. He had spoken only a few sentences before the tension went out

of her, and she leaned back comfortably in her chair: for Abraham was de-

livering his inaugural address as though he had been giving them all his

life.

First he tried to reassure the south:

"Apprehension seems to exist among the people of the Southern States,

that by the accession of a Republican Administration, their property, and

their peace, and personal security, are to be endangered. ... I have no

purpose, directly or indirectly, to interfere with the institution of slavery

in the States where it exists.”

Next he informed the south that it could not secede;

"No State can lawfully get out of the Union, resolves and ordinances to

that effect are legally void. ... I therefore consider that, in view of the

Constitution and the laws, the Union is unbroken; and, to tbe extent of

my ability, I shall take care that the laws of the Union be faithfully exe-

cuted.”

Then, flinging out his long arms as though to enfold all men throughout

the nation, he cried in a voice in which love and anguish were inter-

mingled:

"In your hands, my dissatisfied fellow countrymen, and not in mine, is

the momentous issue of civil war. The government will not assail you. You
can have no conflict, without being yourselves the aggressors. You have no

oath registered in Heaven to destroy the government, while 1 shall have

the most solemn one to 'preserve, protect and defend’ it. I am loth to close.

We are not enemies, but friends. We must not he enemies. . . . The
mystic chords of memory, stretching from every battle-field and patriot

grave, to every living heart and hearthstone, all over this broad land, will

yet swell the chorus of the Union. . .
.”

The applause, Mary noted, was more enthusiastic than when he had

risen to make his speech. The ancient Chief Justice Taney, whose Dred

Scott decision declaring that slaves were not human beings had clone so

much to elect Abraham, stepped forward vdth a Bible bound in cinnamon

velvet. Abraham put his left hand on the open Bible, raised his gaunt long

right arm to the heavens, and repeated after the Chief Justice:

"1, Ahraham Lincoln, do solemnly swear that 1 %vill faithfully execute

the office of the President of the United States, and will, to the hast of my
ability, preserve, protect, and defend the Constitution of the United

States.”

Dignitaries on the stand crowded around to congratulate him. He turned

to Mary, hissed her solemnly. The batteries on the hill began firing, an-

nouncing to the world that the United States had a new president.

Mary thought, I hope that's the last cannon I hear to the end of my days.



THEY rode up the north driveway to the main entrance of the

White House. Ex-President Buchanan shook hands in farewell

"If you are as happy to be entering the White House as I am to be hav-
ing it, you are the happiest people in the world.”

Mary shivered as the sick old man entered his carriage and drove away.
Abraham linked his arm through hers. Together they crossed the thresh-

old. They were courteously bowed in by Old Edward, the long-time Irish

doorkeeper. Mary could feel her pulse pounding in her ears as she clenched

Abraham’s arm to help support her wobbling knees.

"Abraham,” she whispered, "we’re home.”

They had taken no more than three steps into the vestibule when
General Winfield Scott stepped out of the doorkeeper’s sentry room
dressed in a resplendent uniform with huge epaulets, gold buttons, yellow

sash. He was holding in front of him a sheaf of papers from the War
Department.

"Mr. President, this dispatch just arrived from Major Anderson, com-

mander of Fort Sumter in Charleston Harbor. He is encircled by a ring of

shore batteries, and the rebels are threatening to blow him out of the

water. , . , He warns us that if he is not provisioned by the fifteenth of

March he will be forced to evacuate the fort.”

Abraham thanked the general. He left. They continued through the

drafty vestibule and up the main staircase. Mary turned to Abraham, red

spots flaming on her forehead.

"Couldn’t General Scott have given us time to find out where we live

and wash our hands? Did he have to force a war upon you within seconds

of our entering the White House?”

He tucked his hand intimately under her arm, craned his long neck

downward and whispered against her ear in gentle irony:

"Mary, we’re home.”

Their family apartments lay to the right in the west wing, supposedly

unavailable from these public stairs which would he carrying the nation’s

business up to Abraham’s office. Stackpole, the White House messenger,

met them on the upper landing, guiding them through a series of secre-

tarial offices and waiting rooms before ushering them into Abraham’s

office, a big, high-ceilinged room scrupulously scrubbed. The south wall

had two enormous floor-to-ceiling windows similar to the ones she had

loved in the Houghan house, giving a magnificent view over the green



lawn, the presidential park, the marsh that went all the way down to the

Potomac River, and the most prominent element o£ the view, the truncated

Washington monument, less than half completed. Abraham twitched one

corner of his lips.

“Seems like I mostly inherited unfinished business: the open dome of

the Capitol, this half memorial to President Washington ... a federal

garrison in a South Carolina harbor encircled by shore batteries that will

blow it to pieces if we attempt to reinforce it. Yet I remember myself say-

ing this morning that the power confided to me will be used to hold,

occupy and possess the property and places belonging to the government.

Sort of committed myself, didn’t I, Mrs. President"?”

Mary walked to the tall desk with numerous pigeonholes that stood be-

tween the two south windows, ran her hand over the massive rectangular

walnut table in the center surrounded by a dozen shabby old chairs; on the

west wall above a white marble fireplace was a portrait of Andrew Jackson.

Gazing at the man whose policies and party Abraham never had supported,

she asked:

“What would this other lean long-faced president have done?”

Abraham stood with a grim smile on his upturned face; he had lost

thirty pounds since the election, and the bones stood out in his cheeks like

jagged rocks in a dark sea.

“Same as he did back in '32 when South Carolina passed a law nullify^

ing a federal tariff law, and threatened to secede if the federal government

tried to collect the tariff by force. He dispatched a man-of-war and seven

revenue boats to Charleston, then proclaimed, ‘No state has a right to

secede. The Union must be preserved at all hazards and at any price. The
constitution forms a government, not a league. To say that any state may
at pleasure secede from the Union is to say that the United States is not a

nation. Disunion by armed force is treason.’
”

He brought his eyes down from Jackson’s shock of white hair and

cadaverously hollow cheeks, turned to Mary.

“You see, my dear, I have his words burned into my mind. I never

knew, until this moment, how great a man he was.”

There was a knock on the door. Stackpole announced that Senator

William H. Seward wished to see the president. Abraham motioned Mary
to a chair in the far corner. She gazecl with interest at the man who was

said to be the greatest political intellect in their party, a man of slight

build, stooped, with a large head carried precariously on a long slender

neck; secretive yet penetrating eyes, a flexible mouth made for talking, a

prominent aquiline nose.

“Mr. President,” Seward’s voice was obstructed by a perpetual cigar

clenched in the corner of his mouth, “I wish to tell you that I am deferring



to your wishes as expressed in your letter to me, and am withclrawiirg my
resignation."

“Thank you, Senator," said Abraham. “Since you were my very first

choice for the cabinet, your withdrawal was the subject oF the most painful

solicitude to me."

Seward turned to Mary with a courtly how.

“As Secretary of State, I will give the first state dinner.”

Mary too bowed, then replied courteously but firmly;

“Mr. Lincoln is the president. It would seem to me proper that we give

the opening state dinner."

Senator Seward's big head leaned over his thin chest as he peered at

her, looking as though he were going to resign all over again. Instead he

murmured, “Mr. President, Madame President,” and was gone.

Mary and Abraham gazed at each other for a long moment, eyelids

raised, thoughts racing through their heads too fast to be formed into

words. Abraham linked an arm through hers.

“We’re just a couple of old fools, Mary, but it looks like w’^e may be

the boss around here, after all!”

They walked through the west wing together, assigning the rooms her

family and guests would sleep in that night, then went down the family

flight of stairs which led from the small reception room to the main floor,

recalling how Mrs. Donn Piatt, wife of an Ohio supporter of Abraham,

had exclaimed:

“The rooms are furnished more miserably than a family boarding-

housel"

Lizzie Grimsley agreed. “Why, the furniture is so deplorably shabby

it looks like it was brought in by the first president. That mahogany

French bedstead iii my room is split from top to bottom; in case I’m missing

in the morning, just have me dug out of the debris."

At that moment John Nicolay came from the executive offices to

summon the president. He was a quiet man, thin almost to emaciation,

wdth cool blue eyes, a dark brown mustache and small beard, When she

asked how he was faring, Nicolay replied in his circumspect manner:

“We have pleasant offices, Mrs. Lincoln, and a nice large bedroom in the

northeast corner; however, I must confess that all of them sadly need

new furniture and carpets." Then he tendered her one of his rare, un-

bending smiles. “Though I suspect all that will he remedied after a while.”

Yes, she thought, as .she entered the state dining room, which was im-

mediately below^ her bedroom, all that will be remedied, but not right

away; first would have to come the refurbishing of these official rooms,

where all the w^orid would come to see and judge the administration. They

could live like poor relations upstairs for a while until she had turned



the official part of the White House into the brilliant mansion that Adeie

Douglas had said she could.

The state dining room, where she began her critical tour, was a room

of good dimensions, but the carpet was dirty, the chandeliers had not

been washed for years, the draperies were frayed. She walked through the

huge wooden doors into the Red Room and stood before the portrait of

President Washington which Dolly Madison had taken out of its frame

when the government fled the oncoming British in 1814. In the early

years this room had been used for cabinet meetings; it was of intimate size,

immediately under Abraham’s bedroom, the wallpaper discolored, the

massive scuffed furniture inappropriate.

She turned next into the Oval Reception Room, just under their library-

sitting room upstairs. She loved it at once for its I^prica! grace, and as she

sat on the circular settee in the center of the room gazing into the tall

mirror over the fireplace, she decided on the blending shades of blue she

would use in die new wallpaper, draperies, carpets and vases after she had

cleaned the peeling paint off the ceiling.

Next came the Green Room, unused except as a waiting room for guests

because the sickly green walls made the ladies look sallow. It was the

shabbiest and most neglected room in the mansion. She knew that it had

not always been so: Adams, Jefferson and Madison had used it as the main

dining room; James Monroe had turned it into a cardroom with glass

and gilt chandeliers, rosewood furniture covered with hrocatelle. She

promised herself to restore the room to its former elegance.

She gasped as she stepped into the great East Room, which ran the

entire width of the White House, eighty feet long and forty wide, with

four giant fireplaces, huge gilt mirrors over pier tables, great hanging

crystal chandeliers. Here the formal receptions and levees were held . . .

where in 1800 Abigail Adams had hung out the family wash in long lines.

The velvet carpet was worn; she could see the muslin backing through

the hangings.

She mounted the family stairs, her head whirling with the amount of

work that needed doing; she would have to search for the finest of

upholstering materials, French wallpapers, carpets, ohjets d’art. Aside from

a conservatory built by Buchanan, little had been spent on the Wliite

House for some ten years, not since Mrs. Fillmore had had a coal range

installed in the kitchen, and secured five thousand dollars from Congress

to begin the first permanent library in the upstairs oval sitting room. Every-

thing was scrubbed and clean, but not even the best efforts of a good staff

of servants had been able to keep the mansion from loolring as though it

belonged to poor folk who had once been prosperous but had come down

/ in the world.

She found Abraham in his office sorting documents at his stand-up desk,



began pouring out her plans for the refurbishing. He gazed at her over

tire rims of his spectacles like a schoolmaster at an excited student.

“Whoa, Mary, whoa, you’ve just broken the Treasury! Are you sure

these times are . .
. propitious . . . for redoing the mansion? With

seven states no longer contributing funds . . .

"A tenable point, Mr. President, but the opposite is equally true: to

leave the White House in this threadbare condition is to confess our

uncertainty over the future. If we are shabby, that will encourage the

south to treat us shabbily. And what about the diplomats who see us living

like poor relations: won’t their reports of our poor purse and poorer

prospects hurt us abroad when the seceded states look for recognition?”

Abraham chewed on this morsel, found it palatable.

“Basically you are right, we are not a country of paupers and no one

in the north would want us to live in genteel poverty . . , any more

than they want us to show weakness to the south. So our problems are

similar: each of us must use his strength and resources to rebuild what

has been neglected and allowed to fall apart. I’ll see that Congress appro-

priates the money for you to do your job.”

Together they had dispelled the shadow of James Buchainan.

6

SHE awakened before seven to find sunlight flooding her room,

jumped out of bed and stood at the open window in her nightgown facing

the beautiful lawn to the south. At the other side of an old canal she

could see the Potomac gleaming in the bright sun with small boats sailing

its water, and then the green hills of Arlington Heights in Virginia. It

was as enchanting a view as anything she had known in the Bluegrass,

its only drawback being the insane asylum clearly evident on a none too

distant hill.

In a corner dressing room next to her bedroom William and Tad were

sleeping on cots, with Robert and Dr. Wallace occupying the upstairs

reception room. Across the hall Elizabeth, her daughter and Lizzie Grims-

ley had the huge Prince of Wales guest room, her other relatives occupy-

ing three more chambers. It was like being back in the Todd house in

Lexington!

She heard Abraham padding about in his slippers in the next room,

put on her quilted cashmere wrapper, knocked and entered. It too was

a big room with a high ceiling, adjoining the oval library which Mary

planned to use for the family sitting room. In it stood a massive nine-



foot mahogany bed that had been built by their friends in Springfield

and sent to be installed for President Lincoln’s first night in the White

House; the back canopy was also nine feet high, enough to crush a

regiment if ever it fell.

“Good morning, Mr. President Lincoln.”

“Good morning, Mrs. President Lincoln.”
'

“Did you sleep well on your royal couch?”

“Hardly closed my eyes for the joy of roaming around in it. Are you

up early to go house hunting?”

She smiled. “My husband found one for me, thank you. Shall I see

about breakfast? The inner workings of this hostel are still a mystery

to me.”

“Give me an hour to look over the War Department file on Fort Pickens,

down in Florida; it too will have to be reinforced.”

She sat before the writing desk in her bedroom trying to learn just how
one practiced housewifery in this combination of business offices, public

reception rooms and family apartments. Apparently her overlord was the

Commissioner of Public Buildings, who hired and paid the wages of the

doorkeepers, messengers, night watchmen, furnace men and gardeners,

but not of the cook, waiters or coachmen, whose salaries she would be

obliged to meet. The commissioner paid for a stewardess, Jane Watt, wife

of the head gardener, who supervised the staff of servants, but as far as

Mary could fathom she was going to have to pay for the cleaning women
and scullery maids. The government would pay the costs of such items as

fuel, flowers, soap, table and bed linens, but she must pay for all food

and liquors out of Abraham’s salary. The government provided a stable,

but they would have to buy their own horses, carriages and feed. Nicolay

aird John Hay, the young assistant he had brought with him from Spring-

field, a boyish chap, quick to laugh, even quicker to immature judgments,

with a talent for name calling, having already dubbed the president The
Ancient and The Tycoon^ would he paid by the government but she must

make quarters available to them and feed them at her family table ... as

well as feed their horses at the family stable. The government allowed

her a modest yearly sum to run the White House, but the actual money
would never be in her keep, it would be paid out by the presidential

secretaries after they had checked and approved the bills.

The rules and customs had grown up over a period of sixty years and

arose from the anomaly of having the presidential residence and the

presidential business offices contained within the identical walls: no op-

portunity would be afforded to set up a private court in a private castle.

The president’s life and family were public property and they must remain

in public view at all times.

Very well, since she was a public character she meant to show the world



what a superb job she could do as imstress of the Executive Mansion. She

did not think of this family apartment as merely a group of rooms in

which she and Abraham and the boys were to live, as they had lived in

the house on Eighth Street; she had her own concept of her job as

chatelaine of ail that part of the White House beyond the vestibule in

the first floor, and west of the folding doors at the head of the main stairs.

Now that she had achieved her greatest ambition and ber greatest

opportunity she was resolved to control her temper and her tongue, to

avoid strong likes and dislikes, to be friendly and gracious to all, to eschew

her alternating periods of parsimony and sprees of extravagance. People

never would be able to say about her that she had been dowdy or inept

or unresponsive to her tasks. By the same token she was determined that

she was going to be the real mistress of tlie White House.

Her outstanding surprise was the totally public nature of the White
House, which was open to everyone: any person or committee wanting

to see the president simply walked in the front door, crossed the vestibule,

mounted the main stairs and took their place in line in the upstairs wait-

ing room or in Nicolay’s office. Those who were important did not have

to sit in the common waiting room but waited in the upstairs hall until

the clerk announced them : senators, legislators, clergymen, hankers, news-

paper correspondents ... all waiting for a private audience. The crush

of office seekers continued so great that it was impossible for Mary or

the family to use the main stairs or front door at all; the broad staircase

was packed solid, the vestibule too was full, with the overflow pouring into

the corridor and even the Red, Blue and Green parlors. When she wanted

to go to one of her sister’s rooms across the hall from her own she was

obliged to walk from room to room the three sides of a quadrangle. The

noise of the milling, clamoring men and women could be heard through

the walls; until she turned the locks even the doors of the family apart-

ment would be opened and strange faces peer in. Nor did the crush end

with the workday: after the family supper Abraham would get into a

long-skirted dressing gown and his slippers with the embroidered initials,

have the gas lighted in his office, a fire in the hearth, and see visitors until

midnight.

Late one afternoon he came into Mary’s bedroom for a respite, threw'

himself on a couch, his face gray with fatigue.

“Mary, they have descended on me like a plague of locusts.”

She smiled, sat down on the edge of the sofa,

“Tell me, Abraham, how do you like being president?”

He cbuckled, asked, “Have you heard the story about the fellow who

w'as tarred and feathered and carried out of town on a rail? When a man

in the crowd asked him how he liked it, he replied that if it was not for

the honor of the thing, he would much rather walk.”



Then he grew serious. .

“Frankly, it’s like taking over the bridge of a ship in a high hurricane;

if I fail to provision Fort Sumter and Fort Pickens, they v/ill fall into

Confederate hands. Yet ii^^niust do nothing that will lead to the firing of

shots. These office seekers make me feel like a man sitting in a palace

assigning apartments while the structure is on fire.”

Within the next few days she too would be facing her Forts Sumter and

Pickens. In launching her first reception the following Friday, her first

state dinner three weeks later, she must, in Abraham’s words, permit the

firing of no shots which would precipitate a war; at the same time she

must restrain the southern coterie whose purpose it was to make a laugh-

ingstock of the Lincolns in the capitals of the world. If they succeeded

the Red, Blue, Green and East rooms would appear abandoned, and the

administration as well. By her breeding, her knowledge of protocol, her

ability to command the reception, she would give the lie to the gossip

and the slanderers, earn the respect of the nation and the foreign em-

bassies. This was the greatest service she could render her husband in

these days of crisis.

Knowing that the southern women of Washington were the most

richly dressed in America, and that the Todd taste would be under the

closest scrutiny, she summoned four mantuamakers to provide gowns for

the White House ladies. Mary chose a handsome Negro woman by the

name of Elizabeth Keckley to sew her bright rose antique moir^. Mrs.

Keckley had only four days in which to work. On Friday evening Mary

stood in her stockings, waist tightly laced into a boned corset and many
petticoats and hoops, her father’s pearls about her neck, roses in her hair,

with no gown to wear for her first levee as mistress of the White House.

Panic seized her; she turned to her sister Elizabeth crying:

“Mrs. Keckley sewed for Mrs, Jefferson Davis! Do you think she just

won’t appear?”

Mrs. Keckley arrived a full hour late, but with no apology; and when
Mary gazed at herself in the mirror she saw that no apology was necessary:

the rose moir^ was sumptuous. Her heart filled with pride as she stood

amidst her elegant family, Elizabeth in brown and black silk, her daugh-

ters in lemon and crimson, Lizzie in watered-blue silk, her sisters Margaret

and Martha in ashes of roses and white silk.

Abraham came in at a few minutes to eight in his inaugural suit, pol-

ished black boots and fresh white kid gloves. Mary had bought six dozen

pairs of white gloves in New York, an extravagant outlay of money, she

knew, yet the handshaking at each reception ruined several pair. When
Abraham saw Mary’s gown he pursed his lips in a silent whistle.

‘Tou look charming.”



'‘Thank you, Mr. President; I quite frankly hope to be the belle of the

ball”

“I expect all of us Todds to do Lexington and Springfield proud to-

night,” he declared.

They went down the main staircase and into the vestibule, where
the Marine Band was playing; then took up their station in the center of

the Blue Room with its many vases filled with fresh flowers.

At eight o’clock the gates of the grounds were opened. Within a matter

of minutes the room was filled with cabinet officers and their wives, mem-
bers of Congress, army and navy officers in their colorful uniforms,

foreign diplomats with bright sashes. Abraham gave his right hand to

the men and his left to the ladies; they were their presented to Mary by

Dr. Blake, Commissioner of Public Buildings. Mary received as though

she were standing in the foyer of the Todd horne in Lexington, engulfing

everyone in the joyousness of her party mood. With those she recog-

nized either by face or by name she stopped the line for a little chat. The
guests responded to the sincerity of her greeting and handshake.

She felt herself being coolly inspected, sensed that her gown was being

admired. She stole a glance at Abraham, who stood head and shoulders

above the crowd, like Saul over Israel, his figure relaxed, a genial smile

on his face, stopping people frequently to remember an incident or tell

a story. There could be no doubt that he was enjoying himself.

The reception had been announced for the hours of eight to ten, but at

ten the crowd was still thronging in, the entrances so crowded that many
men climbed in through the windows. Sometime after ten-thirty, with

Abraham whispering to her, “My hand is totally paralyzed,” they made

their way into the East Room for one final promenade of the vast throng

before the Marine Band struck up “Yankee Doodle Dandy,” signalizing

the end of the reception. At the foot of the main staircase Dr. Blake said

his adieus:

“President and Mrs. Lincoln, I am one of the oldest frequenters of the

Executive Mansion, and I do not recollect ever to have seen so many

people pass through the house at any previous levee.” An officer who had

served Presidents Pierce and Buchanan added, “Nor was it ever excelled

in brilliancy.”

Mary thanked them for their kindness. On the way up the stairs she

murmured:

“That’s Fort Pickens taken care of; now if I can do as well with

•Sumter"'. .
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THE next morning she bade farewell to all of her family except

Cousin Lizzie, whom she was urging to stay on as her companion, and

in the quiet and near loneliness prepared for her second challenge; the

state dinner at which it would be her duty to unite in harmony the vice-

president, the cabinet members, the general of the army and head of the

navy. This was a difficult assignment, for Abraham, in an effort to balance

the cabinet between radicals and conservatives, former Whigs and former

Democrats, New England and border states, had assembled a crew of men
who not only disliked and distrusted each other but were convinced that

they themselves should be sitting at the head of the table. Abraham

yielded to her plea to serve American wines. She was going to need them!

They received in the Blue Room, Mary welcoming the members of

what was to be her official family: William Seward, who eyed her coolly;

Montgomery Blair, the Postmaster General, chosen from the border state

of Maryland, who had been the counsel for Dred Scott, a tall, lean man
with a terrifying temper; Gideon Welles, Secretary of the Navy, from

Connecticut, with such a heavy beard and thick brown wig that Abraham
had dubbed him “Father Welles”; Caleb Smith from Indiana, Secretary of

the Interior, accompanied by his wife, a white-haired, matronly woman
whom Mary liked at once. Smith was a cautious, conservative man with

a lisp, forced on Abraham by David Davis’s pledge at the convention.

Simon Cameron, Secretary of War, tall, slight, with gray hair and eyes,

an unscrupulous politician, another convention pledge; Salmon P. Chase,

Secretary of the Treasury, former senator and governor of Ohio, fifty-three,

brilliant, with penetrating blue eyes, accompanied by his handsome young

daughter Kate, who was said by all Washington to have only one ambition:

to make her father president and rule as mistress of the White House;

lastly, Attorney General Edward Bates of Missouri, long-bearded, prudent,

a fighter when provoked, who immediately protested the appointment of

an unknown lawyer to an important judgeship. Abraham ran his hand

through his hair, rubbing his right thigh with an open palm.

"Come now, Bates, he's not half as bad as you think. Once when I

had twelve miles to go to court and no horse, the judge overtook me in

his buggy. Hello, Lincoln, come in and I’ll give you a seat.’ The buggy

struck every hole and stump in the road. I said, I think your

coachman has taken a drop too much this morning.’ The judge put his

head out the window and shouted, Why, you infernal scoundrel, you



are drunk!’ Turning around with great gravity, the coachman said, 'Bv

gorra! That’s the first rightful decision you have given for the last

twelvemonth!’
”

Everyone lauglied. The ice was broken. On the way into the dining

room Mary found a moment to whisper:

“Those stories of yours may yet prove a social asset. Remind me to in-

vite you to more of my parties.”

With the storm clouds hanging over them, no one was in a mood for

gaiety, yet there was a bahel of small talk. The menu, which she had ar-

ranged with Mrs. Watt, was excellent, the bright fires in the two fire-

places gave the room warmth. The guests lingered at the table for four

hours, with Mary feeling that at least a beginning spirit of bonhomie had

been established. WTien at length they rose, Abraham murmured:

“I’ve called a cabinet meeting in my office. Wait up for me.”

She went upstairs to her bedroom to slip out of the tight laces and

many layers of silk of the rose dinner gown and into a comfortable dressing

robe, then sat before the mirror of her dressing table brushing her hair

and noting how clear and happy her eyes wete. She realized that it was

midspring and she had had no return whatever of the seasonal headaches

that had so racked her in Springfield. Was this because her ambition had

been satisfied? Certainly the scandalmoiigering about the president’s wife

was beginning to subside.

She wished this could be true of Abraham too. His adversaries were

accusing him of being vacillating because he had taken no action against

the rebellious states or to reinforce Fort Sumter; of being too engulfed

in what one paper called the "forty thousand office seekers fiddling around

the administration for loaves and fishes, while the government is being

destroyed.”

And somehow Washington could not get used to his appearance: the

shambling, loose, irregular gait, the stooping shoulders and pendulous

arms, extraordinarily large hands and even bigger feet, the ill-fitting suit

of black which put the newspaper writers in mind of an undertaker’s

uniform at a funeral, the turned-down shirt collar disclosing the sinewy

yellow neck, the tie of black silk knotted in a large bulb with flying

ends projecting beyond the coat; the strange, homely face and head cov-

ered with its thatch of what had been labeled “wild Republican hair.” She

was doing all she could to primp him, keeping his suits pressed and a

supply of white shirts in his bureau, ample for three changes a day if

necessary; but she must redouble her efforts, summon the best Washington

tailors.
'

It was midnight before he came into her room. She felt a pang of

compassion for him.



“One inconvenience of living in an Executive Mansion/' she observed,

“is that the kitchen is too far away to get you a cup of tea.”

He sank onto a worn armchair.

"We have only a day or two to decide about Sumter. General Scott

says it cannot be supplied and we must get out. Captain Fox of tbe navy,

whom I sent down to Charleston two weeks ago, says we can reinforce

Sumter by sending troops down on steamers and armed vessels. The
cabinet is split the same way: three votes to get out at all costs, three to

stay in at ail costs, Cameron not voting. The Virginia state convention

has been in session since February, they refuse to adjourn as long as there's

a chance of our using force against South Carolina. South Carolina knows

that the only way to get Virginia into their Confederacy is to start a war,

or at least fire a shot. I'm going to offer Virginia a deal: I will evacuate

Sumter if they will adjourn their meeting without seceding. A state for

a fort is no bad business.”

She gazed out the window at the dark, sleeping hills of Virginia. If

Virginia seceded Washington and the White House would be within

range of rebel artillery.

“I've ordered two naval expeditions to get ready in New York Harbor.

The first is for Fort Pickens; if we land our reinforcements there without

difficulty, I can then order Sumter evacuated without the government

losing caste. . .

Two weeks later she was getting ready for breakfast when a messenger

summoned her to the president’s office. She found Abraham standing

before the fireplace, gazing up at Jackson, holding a telegram in his

hand. He held out the message. She read:

FORT SUMTER FIRED ON BY REBEL SHORE BATTERIES 4:30 THIS MORNING
APRIL 12 AFTER GENERAL BEAUREGARD DEMANDED SURRENDER OP FORT

AND MAJOR ANDERSON REFUSED FORT SUMTER RETURNING FIRE

She looked up at him, her heart pounding in her breast.

“Abraham, what does it mean’?”

He went to one of the big south windows to look out through a storm

of rain at the uncompleted monument to President Washington which

stood outlined against the hills of Virginia. When he spoke his voice

was hoarse.

'Til have to issue a call for troops . .
.”

“Oh, Abraham, a civil war . . . with our own people killing each

other . .

She felt neither anger nor bitterness, only sadness. She saw from

Abraham’s dark gray eyes that there was no hatred there either, nor desire

for vengeance, just profound unhappiness.

“I expect to maintain this contest until successful, or till I die, or am



conquered, or my term expires, or Congress or the country forsakes me,”
She went to his side, stood with tears in her eyes. In spite of Abraham’s

conciliatory efforts the shooting had begun. How much blood would he

shed, how many lives lost, how much of the country destroyed before

Abraham once again would be president of ail the states'?

She rested her head against his bony ribs, feeling wretchedly sorry fur

him, and for all the millions of families, north and south alike, both parts

her countr)^ and Abraham’s, both her people and Abraham’s. Hate and

destruction would rule; but there had to be We, too. Who would have the

heart and the humility and the compassion for love while holding reins

on a maelstrom?

She looked up into her husband’s face, lined, hollow-cheeked, the

sunken eyes brimming with tears, the lips trembling, carrying in his bosom

all the pain and terror and heartbreak of a sundered nation. Could it be

Abraham?

It would have to be.

8

THE reaction to the firing on Sumter and the president’s call for

seventy-five thousand troops was instantaneous. The border states cate-

gorically refused the order, Kentucky saying, “We will furnish no troops

for the wicked purpose of subduing our sister southern state.s”; the gov-

ernor of Missouri telegraphing, “Your requisition is illegal, unconstitu-

tional, and revolutionary in its object, inhuman and diabolical, and cannot

be complied with”; while Tennessee stated, “In such unholy crusade no

gallant son of Tennessee will ever draw his sword.” But from Illinois

came a telegram, “The governor has already received the tender of forty

companies”; from Indiana, “We have six thousand men in camp here and

wall have eight thousand by tomorrow night”; from the governor of Ohio,

“I have already accepted and have in camp a larger force than the thirteen

regiments named; without seriously repressing the ardor of the people,

I can hardly stop short of twenty regiments,” Vermont telegraphed the

White House, “Our citizens will respond with great enthusiasm to any call

for sustaining the government against the designs of the conspirators,” and

Iowa’s governor telegraphed, “Ten days ago we had two parties in this

state; today we have but one . . . for the Union miconditionaiiy.”

The patriotic fervor of the north was their only good news. On Wednes-

day, two days after Abraham’s proclamation reached there, Virginia

seceded and, as he explained to Mary, with Virginia gone, North Carolina,



Tennessee and Arkansas were sure to follow; the south would have the

wealth, the talent and manpower tqirfight. All hope of a peaceful restora-

tion of the Union was gone; Washington was faced across a none too

wide river by the most militarily powerful state of the rebellion,

Abraham summoned General Winfield Scott to the White House, Un-

fortunately the seventy-four-year-old, big-boned, big-brained fearless soldier

who was the father of the country’s professional army was no longer able

to command so brilliantly as he had in the War of 1812, the Indian Wars,

the Mexican War. Mary watched him painfully cross the room, hardly

able to ease himself into a chair for his gout.

"General, I must put the question bluntly,” said Abraham. “Is Wash-

ington defensible’?”

General Scott closed his tired lids over the yellowed eyeballs.

“Washington is not defensible. All regular troops were sent out west

by President Buchanan; my effective force for the defense is twenty-one

hundred men. General Beauregard has thousands.”

Abraham pushed aside the curtain.

“It does seem to me that if I were General Beauregard, I would take

Washington. What a blow that would be to the north, to lose the capital!”

Scott straightened up in his chair, said with dignity:

“No, sir, the capital can’t be taken, sir; we can fortify Executive Square:

the White House, State Department, Treasury, War and Navy Depart-

ments, and successfully withstand a long siege.” He turned to Mary. “But

I would suggest that Madame President and her children leave for the

north at once. . ,
.”

Mary rose to the majestic Todd height of a little over five feet, clenched

her plump fingers into a tight fist.

“Shall I take the portrait of George Washington out of its frame?”

She heard Abraham chuckle.

They had been back in their upstairs library with the family only a

few moments when William looked through his telescope and exclaimed

excitedly:

“Tad, Tad, come here quick, there’s a mortar battery over on the

Virginia hilW’

“Lemme see,” Tad gazed south for a moment. “Papaday, they can plunk

cannon balls right into this room, can’t they?”

“I shouldn’t be surprised,” replied Abraham dryly; “get yourself a basket.

Tad, and catch them as they fall.”

The hoys rushed out, returning as breathlessly as usual, Tad crying,

“Mamaday, Papaday, come see what we got on the roof.”

Mary, dragged by the hand by eight-year-old Tad and Abraham by

William, who was ten, went up a flight of stairs to the attic, repository for

all the broken furniture and abandoned personal effects of presidential



families since 1800, then through a trap door to the roof. There, facing

Virginia, the boys had mounted some logs Jor cannon, and had half a

dozen condemned rifles on the parapet.

“Let 'em come," cried Tad. “Me and Willie are ready for 'em!’’

Abraham said guardedly:

“Most of our West Point officers are from the seceded states. During the

past four years Buchanan has let the south drain us of troops, cannon,

guns, ammunition. If we have to start defending ourselves tomorrow, Tads
and Willie's fort will he as well armed as the rest of the north.”

Each day dawned with its own disaster: Virginia's secession on Wednes-

day; on Thursday the blowing up of the arsenal and armory at Harper’s

Ferry by the federal garrison, which could not hold it, as well as secession-

ist riots in Baltimore and the burning of a key railroad bridge leading into

Washington; Friday, the destroying of the federal navy yard and ships

at Norfolk before they could he captured by the south; the attack upon

the Sixth Massachusetts Infantry as it moved across Baltimore while

changing trains; Saturday, the wrecking of the last railroad lines into

Washington by the rebels, cutting the city off from the north not only

for supplies and mail, but troops as well; Sunday, the severing of the

telegraph lines, depriving Washington of its last communication with the

north; Monday, General Scott’s report that some two thousand secessionist

troops were just below Mount Vernon, erecting batteries, that several

thousand more were being brought down-river from Harper’s Ferry, while

secessionist mobs were marching up from Baltimore and Confederate gun-

boats were coming up the unguarded Potomac. ...

At four o’clock she went after Abraham and insisted that he go out for

an hour’s drive.

“It’s the only fresh air you get all day.”

But this Monday afternooon she could not extricate him from his nest

of generals, so she drove out alone. Pennsylvania Avenue, usually

crowded at this promenade hour, was empty; all shops were closed, win-

dows boarded, even the Willard Hotel, jammed with hundreds of guests

a few days before, as deserted as though decimated by a plague. Secession-

ist families were locking their homes and bolting southward, northerners

with children had fled the city in carriages, farm wagons, on horseback

and afoot. Even the public buildings seemed abandoned, for wiiole seg-

ments of government employees, from file clerk to an adjutant general of

the army and commodore of the navy, had resigned and gone over to the

rebels. There were sentinels in front of the capital buildings, the Treasury

was barricaded with sandbags.

Abraham came to their sitting room a half hour after she had re-

turned. He looked harassed.



“I walked south along the river as far as the arsenal: the doors were

wide open, and not even a guard on duty! My God, Mary, southern troops

could have rowed across the river and emptied the building without our

even knowing it.”

“Abraham, wdiat is being done to protect you? Or are you as wide open

as the doors at that arsenal?”

“Well, now, General Stone has double sentries posted in the bushes, and

there is a guard stationed in the basement. If they kill me, the next man
will be just as bad for them; but in a country like this, where our habits

are simple and must be, assassination is always possible.”

“Forgive me if I can’t accept this oriental fatalism,” she replied with a

touch of asperity. “I don’t happen to have a vice-presidential husband

who would automatically move up to take your place.”

Nicolay announced that some of the wounded soldiers and officers of

the Sixth Massachusetts were calling. Mary accompanied Abraham to the

Oval Room. When the commanding officer asked where the main body

of northern troops was, Abraham replied caustically:

“I don’t believe there is any north. The New York Seventh Regiment

is a myth, Rhode Island is not known in our geography any longer. You
are the only northern realities.”

The next morning she awakened before six, found Abraham already

gone. When he returned he had little stomach for food: he had been

on an inspection tour of the city’s defenses, had found Fort Washington

on the bank of the Potomac in a complete state of neglect, the gun car-

riages rotted, the shot piles rusty. The navy yard, though it was well kept

up, had lost so much of its personnel that it could not resist an attack; the

city’s food supply was so low that the military had had to seize stores of

flour and grain at Georgetovra. Without regiments from the north the

capital was doomed; for fifteen thousand rebel troops were reported massed

at nearby Alexandria, eight thousand at Harper’s Ferry, two thousand

at Mount Vernon,

John Hay entered with his usual morsel of gossip: those southerners

who had remained behind were predicting that Jefferson Davis soon

would be writing orders at Abraham Lincoln’s executive desk, and Mrs.

Varina Davis sleeping in Mary's bed. When Hay told them of the clergy-

man who, before fleeing south, had left enough food in the cellar of his

house for the cat for three weeks, since that was all the time needed

before the preacher would return with the Confederate government, Mary
swore:

“By the Eternal, tell somebody to break into the. cellar and bring that

cat to the White House!”

Abraham smiled wistfully.

“You’re right, Mary, that’s one convert we can make.”



But that was the bottom ojE the cup: at noon the next day, while she

was in her sitting room with the boys, reading aloud from Longfellow,

she heard the music of a marching ba]0d- Abraham rushed in from his

ofiice, his face aglow, followed by General Stone. .

“It's the crack New York Seventh! A thousand strong! They’ve been

sitting in Annapolis for three days, then they started marching and re-

paired the railroad ahead of them. Come to the north portico, they’re

going to pass by in review.”

Mary posted the two boys at the big windows, went doxvnstairs with

Abraham to the main portico. The Seventh New York paraded past in

their handsome gray uniforms, marching smartly to the music of their

own band, saluting the Lincolns with a sharp “Eyes Right!” as they passed

the White House. Within a matter of hours the Eighth Massachusetts

arrived, and behind them the First Rhode Island . . . and then a flood

of newspapers, telegrams, mail from every part of the north.

The siege was ended. Neither her husband nor her children nor she

could be forced to flee, or be barricaded in the Treasury or captured by

the rebels. She had come as close as a cat’s w^hisker to having the shortest

tenure in the White House of any First Lady in the history of the country.

9

PRIOR to Sumter Abraham had been criticized for lacking

policy, strength and action; now he was exercising his fullest executive

powers: seizure of the telegraph offices, suspension of the writ of habeas

corpus, blockading of the southern ports, calling up troops, dipping into

the treasury for millions of dollars for the materiel of war, refusing to

summon Congress until July 4, thus giving himself time to organize the

war before Congress could start its debates. As she watched him sign

a staggering pile of parchment army commissions every morning before

the first visitors were admitted; study charts and statistics of the manpow^er

and productive power of the sixteen northern states as compared to the

eleven rebellious ones; try to bring unity into a cabihet that was torn

with personal animosities, irreconcilable political antagonisms and indi-

vidual ambitions; confer hourly with the army generals who had to whip

a mass of green clerks, farmers, mechanics, students and lawyers, most of

whom had never shot a gun, into disciplined soldiers; organize a north

totally unprepared for war, without adequate shipyards or factories to

turn out materiel; and to bring into some kind of working order the

hundreds of committees throughout the nation who were trying to buy



and produce the countless commodifies needed to supply an army, she was

delighted to see that he who had maintdned that he had neither desire

nor talent to sit behind an executive desk had a real skill in handling

a multiplicity of detail

His workday was endless, with a visitation of commission seekers re-

placing the army of job hunters, and a horde of self-appointed advisers.

During the course of one hour that she spent in his executive office,

knitting in a chair in a corner, she heard him advised to let the south

go, build a wail between the north and south, burn Baltimore, seize and

hang all southern traitors, destroy Charleston, force the resignation of his

cabinet, raise an army of three hundred thousand men, liberate and arm

all slaves.

‘Why do you continue to go through it?” she asked, when at last she

had got him out of the office and into the library to have his lunch

of biscuit, fruit and milk on a tray.

He ran a hand over his eyes, replied;

“I can’t do without these public-opinion baths, they keep me in touch

with the plain people. Take that fellow this morning who looked like a

pious preacher. I was sure I was in for it! But when he shook my hand

he said, ‘Mr. President, I think you are doing everything for the good of

the country that is in the power of man to do. As one of your constituents

I now say to you, Do in the future as you damn please, and I will sup-

port you!’ I was so pleased with him I invited him to lunch tomorrow.”

She too was busy. She spent her mornings in the sunny library upstairs

with old friends like Edward Baker dropping in to reminisce about the

days in Springfield, new friends like Chevalier Wikoff, a fine linguist and

elegant man of the world who had been decorated by the queen of Spain

and been intimate with the royal family of France, to tell her about life

in the courts of Europe; newspaper and magazine reporters dropping in to

chat. In the afternoons she received in the Red Room: there were manu-

facturers and financiers from the east with their beautifully gowned wives

sitting next to country people in boots and calicoes; in the evenings she

received in the Blue Room, inviting whatever actors, musicians, singers,

painters or writers happened to be in Washington, along with Senator

Sumner, James Shields, Horace Greeley, Ann Stephens, a lady novelist,

Kate Chase, Mrs. Gideon Welles, Mrs. Caleb Smith. Saturday afternoons

she welcomed the public in the conservatory, sending each visitor home
with a little bunch of flowers.

And now she planned to go with Lizzie to New York to shop for the

White House. Abraham asked her to buy an open carriage at Brewster’s.

She had only six thousand dollars to work with until Congress con-

vened on July 4 and Abraham could get more money for her; aside from

sheer necessities such as sheets and towels, blankets and mattresses for



their bedrooms, she planned to spend most o£ her available funds on the

state chambers, where its effect would be evident to the public.

They went down the Potomac By boat, then up the Atlantic coast to

Perth Amboy where they changed to the cars for New York, putting up
at the Metropolitan Hotel. After purchasing a gorgeous carriage from

Brewster’s, the money coming out of her own pocket, she began her

shopping at Humphrey’s, where she bought three hundred yards of fancy

matting for the executive ofihces, and then at Stewart’s selected crimson

Wilton carpeting for the Red Room, chintz Wilton for the upstairs guest

room, G. and O. Wilton for Abraham’s office. For the state dining room
she ordered from Haughwout’s a hundred-and-ninety-piece royal purple

and gold china dining service to be engraved with the presidential seal;

a porcelain dessert, tea and breakfast service, Sevres bonbon dishes and

punchbowls to match; a seventeen-hundred-piece set of Bohemian cut

glass with the United States coat of arms, ten dozen ivory-handled dinner

knives, six dozen ivory-handled dessert knives. She next went to William

H. Carryl and Brother, the furniture store, buying armchairs, wall chairs,

a sofa with a French satin cover and a rich rosewood center table, materials

for curtains and draperies, French brocades; a rosewood bedstead, wash-

stands and bureau and purple satin bed curtains for the guest room.

She also managed to hnd some exquisite French fabrics for new gowns.

When Lizzie raised an eyebrow at the amount she was spending, Mary
exclaimed:

“I have to spend a great deal of money, Lizzie. The Washington ladies

scrutinize everything I wear with critical curiosity. The very fact of

having grown up in the west subjects me to more searching observation.”

"I ffidn’t mean to criticize, Cousin Mary. I think you should wear only

the best, not so much because of the Washington ladies but because

Cousin Lincoln likes to see you in full dress.”

Everywhere she went she was followed by reporters who inquired into

the details of what she was buying.

When she returned to Washington Abraham asked, “Could 1 see that

three-thousand-dollar lace shawl the papers say you bought?”

“Three-thousand-dollar shawl!” Indignation flared on her forehead. “I

never bought a three-dollar shawl! Abraham, why are the papers so cruel?

The reporters literally hounded me . . . some of their stories had me
spending fortunes in stores I never even entered.”

She was eager for the Washington news, but it wasn’t until midnight

that he came into her bedroom, where she was reading Pke Goriot in

French, and stretched out his full length beside her: railroad service to

the north had been resumed, federal soldiers had taken Aexandria and

Arlington Heights of Virginia without a fight, so that they no longer

could see Confederate flags or artillery from the White House; but the



thousands of troops sequestered in Washington, without sewers or sanita-

tion, getting drunk and unmanageable in their enforced idleness, were

making the city uninhabitable.

“John Hay says Washington smells like ten thousand dead cats. Every-

one’s afraid of a
]
3estilence, but what concerns me inore is the collapse of

discipline. These men came to fight, not drill and bugle all day, and in

their idleness they’re quarreling with their officers, firing their weapons

just for the sport, committing crimes, . . , If I don’t fight them, I’ll lose

them, . .

It was past one when they finished visiting. Before going into his bed-

room Abraham kissed her good night, said:

“It’s good to have you home again.”

She was happy: he had not outgrown his need for her.

10

NOW that Virginia was recruiting troops, Abraham was con-

vinced that the fate of the secession depended on the border states: Ken-

tucky, Missouri, Maryland, Delaware: those states that fonned a picket

fence between the slave south and the free north, having some slavery

within their boundaries but an equal sentiment for the Union. He was

particularly sensitive about their birth state, Kentucky,

“I think to lose Kentucky is nearly to lose the whole game,” he told her;

“Kentucky gone, we cannot hold Missouri, nor, as 1 think, Maryland.

Ihese all against us, and the job on our hands is too large for us. We
might as well con.sent to separation at once. I have some wonderful letters

from Josh Speed; he’s asking for arms to be distributed to men of proven

loyalty; but above all we have to bind their leaders to the Union cause.”

Whthin the hour Mary had sent a dinner invitation to John Breckin-

ridge, former vice-president under Buchanan and candidate of the slave

states for the presidency against Abraham, now a senator from Kentucky.

He had been an intimate of the Todd household; she counted on their

long relationship to help keep him loyal. As dignified, serene forty-year-

old Breckinridge finished the last of his poundcake, he turned to Lizzie

Grimsley,

“Cousin Lizzie, I would not like to see you disappointed in your ex-

pected stay in the White House.” His voice had a teasing tone. “So I will

now invite you to remain here as a guest when the Confederacy takes

possession.”

Mary pushed away her dessert plate, feeling that beneath his banter



Senator Breckinridge had announced himself. There was an edge to her

voice as she replied:

"We will be only too happy to entertain her until that time!"

The next morning Ben Hardin Helm called at the White House. Ben,

a West Point graduate with military experience in Texas, had told Abra-

ham before Sumter that he would like to return to the army. Abraham
welcomed the young man.

“I have no claim on you, Mr. President," Ben confessed; “I opposed

your candidacy , .

Abraham waved this away.

“What counts now, Ben, is your loyalty to the Union.” He went to the

tall desk between the windows, brought a sealed envelope from a pigeon-

hole. "Here is a major's commission in the paymaster's division, so that

you will never use the sword against the people of the south.”

Ben ran his fingers through his brown hair.

"You are most generous, ...”

Mary put her hands on Ben's shoulders.

"Go back to Kentucky and get Emiiie and bring her here to the White

House. I need her with me, Ben, just as the army needs scholarly, digni-

fied young men like you.”

When Ben returned two nights later, internecine war had dug lines of

embattlement on his face.

"Mr. President, Sister Mary, I’ve just been to see my old friend from

the army, Colonel Robert E. Lee ...”

"We have the highest regard for Colonel Lee,” Abraham broke in.

"General Scott has offered to step down and place the Union army in his

hands.”

Ben’s voice was constricted.

“Colonel Lee is 111 because of the decision he has to make, but he says

he cannot strike against his own people; the property belonging to his

children, all they possess, lies in Virginia. He says he cannot raise his hand

against his children . . . he’s resigning his commission in the United

States Army.”

Abraham was the first to recover. His voice was soft.

"It’s a bad blow, the Union needs Colonel Lee. But he’s a Virginian

and Virginia has seceded.” His voice grew firm. “This is not true for you,

Kentucky has not seceded, it is not getting up an army against us, you

would not be called on to strike against your people or your home . ,

When Ben did not answer, Mary cried:

"Ben, you're not going over to the rebels? There’s no reason on earth!

You’re not a slaveowner, or a plantation owner ...”

Ben was breathing heavily.



“I'm going ... to join . . . the Confederate army. . ,

The room was rent with the piercing lines of unspoken communication.

Then, when Mary was about to walk out of the room, Abraham said in a

paternal voice:

“I appreciate your coming here to tell us, Ben; it can't have been easy

for you. Good-bye, I hope we meet again . . . in happier times.”

Ben kissed Mary’s cheek with a kiss that burned her skin. Abraham

said in profound sadness:

“His sympathies are with the south instead of the north. Whyt' And if,

with all logic on the side of his remaining loyal, he walks out on our offer

of a commission, to join the rebel army, how many good and honest souls

like himself, sorely troubled in conscience, will we lose'?”

To herself, Mary answered. Nearly all my Kentucky family! What I've

dreaded has come to pass; we’ll be a house divided.

The weeks passed in a welter of activity as she brought crew's of work-

men into the White House to scrape off old paint, wash windows, ceilings

and moldings, take down and clean chandeliers, gaseliers, the White

House portraits, replace bellpulls, lay the matting and carpets as they

arrived from New York. The early afternoons she saved for visits to the

ring of army camps encircling Washington, in particular Camp Mary
Lincoln, which was the favorite of Tad and William, They returned at

teatime u.sually to find Bud and Holly Taft, two youngster.*? who lived

close by, waiting for the boys, along with their sixteen-ycar-old sister Julia,

a pretty girl with long black curls and crisp taffeta dresses who had become

attached to Mary, partly because Mary let her read the luivels in the

White House library, a pastime forbidden by her mother.

'Why is it, Mrs. Lincoln, that I can discuss things freely with you, sub-

jects like . . , boys . . . and love? You’re never too exalted to .sym-

pathize with my stories. I would not dare annoy my lady mother with such

trivial things.”

“Perhaps because I’ve always longed for a daughter, Julia.”

Tad kept the house alive with his laughter and pranks; he was also the

despair of the servants, whom he kept in an uproar as he ran the rooms

in his baggy trap-door pants buttoned to a waist, looking for ways to

liven up the sober routine of the Executive Man.sion. Watt, the gardener,

called him “the Madame’s wildcat.” When a visitor gave him a present of

a new ball he transformed the spacious vestibule into a handball court

. .
.
promptly breaking a large mirror. William and the Taft boys

gathered around the shattered glass in horror.

“1 don’t believe Pa’ll care,” muttered Tad,
His pronunciation had improved a little, but mostly he was better un-

derstood because people took pains to understand him.



"It is not Pa’s looking glass,” objected William, "it belongs to the United
States Government.”

This impressed Tad, but only for an instant; he ran down to the kitchen,

returned to sprinkle salt over his left shoulder onto the velvet carpet, then

dragged the three boys upstairs to the library to teach him the Lord’s

Prayer backwards so he would not have seven years of bad luck. When he
interrupted an important conference in Abraham’s office, shooting a

cannon or beating a drum, Abraham would say mildly;

"My son, can’t you manage to make a little less noise?” and go on, with

his discussion.

When the servants complained that Tad and William, having found a

bin of visiting cards in the attic that had been accumulating since the

John Quincy Adams regime, had throvvn them high into the air of all the

rooms, pretending they were snow, then ridden across them on a sled made
of a chair on barrel staves, Mary replied:

"Let the boys have a good time.”

During her ten-day absence Abrabam apparently had abandoned the

habit of coming to the family dining room for breakfast. She knocked on

the door of the Executive Office, walked in without waiting to be bidden.

She found herself facing Abraham and his cabinet of seven men, all gaz-

ing up at her with interrupted intentness. After a moment’s pause Abra-

ham said quietly:

‘Tes, Mrs. Lincoln? What can the government do for you?”

"The government can come to breakfast.”

"But, Mrs. Lincoln, we are settling some urgent matters,” protested

Seward in a tone that was intended to send her back through the door,

"Have you had your breakfast, Mr, Seward?”

"Why, yes.”

"Then I must tell you that Mr. Lincoln has neither breakfasted nor

had a cup of coffee since he rose this morning, Mr. Lincoln must eat if he

is going to conserve his strength; you most patently do not want to he in-

terrupted, but I assure you the president won’t do you much good dead.”

Abraham smiled, dropped his head toward his left shoulder as though

to say. That does it! and excused himself from the meeting. She knew

from the stares of the cabinet officers that she had convinced them of noth-

ing more than the fact that Mrs. President Lincoln was a busybody.

For that matter, hardly a day passed without some attack being printed

against her in the Democratic press, trivial gossip that she was playing

favorites among the hostesses whom she invited to social functions, of there

being a hundred Todds in Washington all looldng for federal jobs; ac-

cusations of extravagance, of having spent, thousands of dollars in New
York with nothing to show for it; charges that she had poor taste, was

naive. Tad came home with a bloody nose because he fought some boy



In Lafayette Square who said the Lincolns were mudsills. The Washing-

ton Standard reported;

Her majesty Mrs. Lincoln is doing much to make King Abraham un-

popular. Her conduct is that of an uneducated female without gocjcl sense

who has been unluckily elevated into a sphere for which she cannfit lit

herself.

She w-ent to Abraham with the journal in her haird, crying in exaspera-

tion':

"Abraham, we simply must answer some of these absurd charges, l hat

one about the three-thousand-dollar shawl has been reprittted in cw'cry

small town in the country.”

Abraham .sheltered her.

"Mary, if w’^e were to try to read, much less answer, all the attacks made

on us, this shop might as well close for any other business. Let’s do the

very best we know how, the very best we can; and keep doing so until the

end. If the end brings us out all right, what is said against us won’t

amount to anything. If the end brings us out wrong, ten angels swearing

we were right will make no difference.”

She was looking forward to the first state dinner for the foreign em-

bassies. The diplomats had been cool to the Lincolns the first time they

bad been invited to a reception; this time she hoped to make friends

among them. The dining room had been repainted and had a fresh air.

She had just finished her final check of the menu with Mrs, Watt, the

stewardess, when news was brought to them that Senator Stephen

Douglas, after a series of fiery speeches in Springfield’s Hall of Representa-

tives on the need for loyalty in the midst of treason, and in the Wigw^am
in Chicago on the theme that a man could not be a true Democrat un-

less he was a loyal patriot, had fallen into a high fever in his room.s at the

Tremont House, and died after a few days’ illness.

Abraham was in his bedroom, his eyes wet with weeping.

"I feel as though I’ve lost my closest friend,” he said; "and yet all our

lives we were adversaries. We’re going to miss him.”

, . he wa.s like a brother. I didn’t meet Steve until I was eighteen, yet

I always felt that we were children together. Poor Adele, I’ll write at

once,” She paused. "Will you want the White House draped in black'?

Shall I send word to the diplomatic corps that the dinner has been post-

poned?”

“The work of the government must go on . . . no matter who dies.”

She was inclined to wear black but Abraham thought it would throw a

pall over the party, so she donned a dark green taffeta w'ith a small lace

collar, and wore no jew'elry or flowers in her hair.

The dinner was delicious, the conversation matched in brilliance the



colorful insignia of the ambassadors and ministers, and that of their wives

in their exquisite court dresses. She glanced up to find Abraham’s eyes

resting warmly upon her as she conversed in French with the French and

Chilean ambassadors. They exchanged amused smiles as the diplomats and

their wives passed snuffboxes about the table,

A few days later she read in the New York Star:

The President, on Tuesday evening, gave a dinner to the Diplomatic

Corps which was, in many respects, the most brilliant affair of the sort that

has ever taken place in the Executive Mansion. Through the. good taste of

Mrs. Lincoln, the stiff, artificial flowers heretofore ornamenting the Presi-

dential tables were wholly discarded and their places delightfully supplied

by fragrant, natural flowers from the floral riches of the White House
conservatories and grounds. The dinner was served in a style to indicate

that Mrs. Lincoln's good taste and good judgment had exercised supervision

in tliis department also.

She hugged the paper to her. “We do have to take the bad with the

good, don't we, Abraham, and survive them both?"

Abraham peered at her solemnly over the silver rims of his spectacles.

'Wisdom is minted out of mortal wounds."

His expression brought to mind Dr. John W^ard: she was again standing

beside the white-haired wisp of a man at a window overlooking Transyl-

vania University. She had cried out in confusion and pain, "Where doe.s

a woman turn?” and Dr. Ward had replied, “This may seem an unsatis-

factory solution for one of your ambitions and gifts, but perhaps you will

have to create your place in the world through a husband, or a son. Do
not despise this approach, if it is all that is open to you.”

Wisdom is minted out of mortd wounds, said Abraham.

She would add to that: the wisdom to survive must be minted not only

of their wounds but of their love.

, :11

BY mid-June a suffocating heat had settled over Washington, yet

the heat of the we.ather was nothing compared to the heat of pressures

being exerted upon Abraham to make a quick end to the rebellion, f lorace

Greeley started a campaign in his New York Trihxme that swept the north

like a wild fire acro.ss parched foothills;

ON TO RICHMOND! The Rebel Congress must not he allowed to meet

there on the aoth of July! By that date die place must be held by the Na-

tional Army! ON TO RICHMOND!
.



Abraham stood before a topographical engineer s map of Virginia on the

wall of his office.

/''On to Richmond: that’s all I hear! Tm afraid the enthiLsiasm of the

north will die down if we don’t have a battle.” He pointed with a long

index finger to Manassas, where the Confederates were reported to hat-e

thirty thousand men assembled. "When I asked General Scott why he

hadn’t ordered a reconnaissance, he replied, ‘I have not an officer on whom
1 could depend for the work. They would fall into some trap, or bring on

a general engagement when I did not seek it or desire it.’ When I asked

General McDowell what he knew about the force and position of the

enemy, he complained that he had no trustworthy maps of the country, no

knowledge of the enemy’s position or numbers. The only one who has

come in with an over-all plan for espionage is your favorite detective, Allan

Pinkerton. ...”

He did not pursue the thought, he was in too grim a mood for humor.

"McDowell has no intention of fighting this summer; he says it is wrong

to make him organize, discipline, march and fiight all at the same time. 1 told

him, ‘You are green, it is true, but they are green also. You are all green

alike.’ General Scott doesn’t want this battle at Manassas, he wants to plan

a gigantic operation down the Mississippi Valley in the autumn or winter

with a final battle at New Orleans, thus sealing off the Confederacy.”

He turned to her with anguish hr his eyes.

"That might take years; we haven’t got years! The cabinet wants the

battle to take place, the entire north wants the battle to take place.” He
stared out the window. "Yes, and I want it to take place. I’ve become con-

vinced that the quicker we get this war over the less costly it will be to

everybody. If we can beat their army at Manassas, then take Richmond,
the backbone of the rebellion will be broken.”

Finally he brought her the news that the attack was to be launched in

ten days. The doors of the Executive Mansion were open day and night.

She stopped all entertaining, kept the family rooms uncluttert3d for those

few moments when he might be able to come in for rest or quiet. She left

the presidential grounds only to call for Adele Douglas and sit beside the

stricken widow in the visitors’ gallery of the Senate while the late senator

from Illinois was richly eulogized.

When the scheduled day of battle arrived no one was ready: the

weather was hot, the mechanics of moving a federal army to the battlefield

bad not yet unfolded. It was not until six days later that she stood on the

north portico overlooking Pennsylvania Avenue with Abraham on one side

of her and General Scott on the other, watching a parade of troops headed
for the Long Bridge to Virginia: the Fourth Pennsylvania, the Eighth
New York, the Thirteenth New York, the First Massachusetts, the

Seventy-first New York, the Third Maine, the Minnesota and Wisconsin

::;6o



volunteers; German troops singing '*Ach, du lieber Augustin/' Scotch

Highlanders in their kilts, French immigrants in Zouave uniforms -with

white gaiters and red culottes, Irishmen of the Sixty-ninth New York with

green banners mixed among the American flags.

Suddenly there was a commotion below; a band stopped playing "John

Brown’s Body,” the New York Eighth fell out of step, its soldiers jamming
into those in front of them while everyone, gaped openmouthed at the

Lincolns.

As of one accord they turned about . . . to sec Tad waving a Confeder-

ate flag over their heads for all he was worth. Abraham pinioned the boy

and the flag under an arm until an orderly arrived, and Tad was handed

over like a sack of potatoes. Abraham chuckled.

"That was Tad’s idea of showing he’s neutral.”

Washington was pervaded by the confidence arising out of action, long

lines of troops, sutlers’ wagons and ambulances crossing into Virginia.

General Scott announced, "We shall be in Richmond by Saturdayl” but

as she glanced out of her dressing-room window and saw Abraham hurry-

ing toward the War Department, a felt hat on the back of his head, wiping

his face with a red pocket handkerchief, she thought, Indeed he has

reason to be anxious: for anybody in Washington could read in the news-

papers the precise number of troops the north was using, their line of

march and where the battle was to be fought.

She hardly saw Abraham all day Saturday for the crush of people in the

White House wanting passes to go through the lines to observe the battle,

not only newspaper reporters and such senators as Wade, Trumbull and

Chandler, but groups of excited civilians who had engaged every ‘horse,

carriage, gig, wagon and hack that was available. The demand for hampers

of provisions and wines had increased so sharply that the chefs of hotels

had trebled their price.s.

She locked herself in her bedroom, sat down in a rocker and picked up

her sewing. Her stomach churned, her throat was dry, the thought of peo-

ple rushing to a battlefield as though it were a festive Sunday picnic made

her ill, particularly the stories of congressmen who were lugging heavy

navy revolvers and rifles in the hopes of shooting something, women who

were carrying opera glasses, the better to see the show.

Everywhere people exclaimed;

"By Mondav morning the rebellion will be a thing of the past!”

She fervently hoped so.

She awakened early to a beautiful dawn, the air clear and cool. Before

her the Potomac was a broad silver ribbon. At eleven she and Abraham set

out in their carriage for the New York Avenue Presbyterian Church. After

Reverend Guriev’s sermon they drove home through .silent streets, the.



crowds standing in front of the War Department and Treasury building

waiting for news . . . and listening to the distant rumbling of guns. They

found their two boys and the three Taft children in the library.

Abraham sat down at the table, read the story of Jacob and Esau out of

the Bible, explaining to the five youngsters, “Every educated person should

know something about the Bible and the Bible stories.” When he had

finished, Maiy ashed:

“Why do our boys like to go to your church, Julie?”

“I guess our church is livelier,” Julia replied.

“Lots livelier,” agreed William; “only it wont be any more. Lip to now
when Dr, Smith prayed for you, Pa, all the secessionists would bang their

pew doors and leave church. This morning a lieutenant was there with

some soldiers and he announced in front of the church, ‘Ordered by the

provost marshal, anyone disturbing this service or leaving it in the middle

of prayers will be arrested and taken to the guardhouse.' Pa, why do the

preachers always pray so long for you?”

“I suppose because they think I need it,” replied Abraham, no longer

smiling, but looking sad and worried. He turned to gaze out the window

for a moment and said, half to himself, “I guess I do.”

The rumbling of the distant cannon grew in intensity, William asked;

“Pa, is that noise the battle in Virginia?”

“Yes, Willie, those are big cannons going off,”

“Sound like Ma slamming doors,” said Tad.

There was a knock. A messenger from the War Department handed

Abraham a telegram. A flash of joy lit his weary features. He handed her

the sheet. She read:

BOLL RUN THE KEY OE THE ENEMY’S POSITION HAS BEEN TAKEN AND
THE ENEMY COMPLETELY ROUTED

At four o’clock Abraham told her he was going to walk over to General

Scott's office; he returned in a half hour to report that he had found the

general asleep. There was a telegram informing him the secession lines

had been driven back two or three miles.

“I feel considerably better now, Mary. Could we order the carriage and

go for a drive?”

They returned at six-thirty, refreshed, to find Nicolay and Hay waiting

for them at the top of the stairs: Secretary Seward had just been to the

White House to inform the president that General McDowell was in full

retreat, that the Battle of Bull Run was lost, that he had called on General

Scott to summon forth extra troops to save the capital.

Abraham shook his head in disbelief, left immediately for the War De-

partment. When he returned she asked;

“How bad is it, Abraham?”



“It’s damn bad. We Just had a confirming telegram from McDowell; his

troops are in rout, they will not re-form. He is crying for help.”

Rain began to fall: the rain that seemed eternally to fall when misfor-

tune struck. A dozen times during the evening Abraham left the White
1 louse and. walked alone to the War Department.

At midnight she went to his office to see if she could persuade him to

come to bed. He was reclining on a couch, listening to Senators Wade,
Chandler and Trumbull, Congressman Riddle and several newspapermen

pour out their eyewitness accounts of the battle. She stood inside the door-

way, listening. First one took up the narrative, then another:

“The battle began with a heavy cannonade; the only sign to the eye

were clouds of smoke and the rattle of small arms. We pushed on within

the wood and found the Twelfth New York at rest along the highway,

beyond which was the Second Ohio. In the distance toward Manassas was

a dense cloud of dust said to be the retreating foe. Everybody said the

battle was over, the rebels beaten, and our boys were awaiting orders for

the approaching end of the day.”

“The temporary success at the noon hour w'as achieved by less than two

thirds of the effective force drawn out in a long, irregular, barely con-

nected line, tired and suffering from hunger and thirst. But few officers

and men could be rallied for another advance. Towards four o’clock the

rebels felt strong enough to take the offensive. Suddenly a small body of

cavalry turned the angle of the wood and headed toward us at full speed.

Someone called: ‘These are the Rebs! Jump out and be ready for them.’

They came within fifty yards, fired into our crowd. Rebel cavalry ^vith a

battery section commenced shelling the turnpike.”

“It seemed as if the very devil of panic and cowardice seized every

mortal soldier, officer, citizen and teamster. No officer tried to rally the

soldiers or do anything except to run toward Centreville. The farther they

ran the more frightened they grew. They tlirew away tbeir blankets, kna])

sacks, canteens and finally muskets, cartridge boxes. We called to them,

tried to tell them there was no danger, implored them to stand. We put o\,u

our heavy revolvers and threatened to shoot them, but all in vain. A cause-

less, sheer, absolute, alisurd panic possessed everybody. We were borne

along with the mass, unable to go ahead or pax.ise or draw out, with tire

road lilockcd with wagons thundering and crashing on. Members of Con-

gress and civilians abandoned private vehicles and joined the race for

safety. The terrified crowds presented a pitiful and humiliating sight.”

Abraham .slowly raised his head,

“It is vour notion that we whipped the rebels and then ran away from

themr"

Congressman Riddle replied:

“We ran awav, and so were defeated. We were not beaten on the field.”



At dawn she and Abraham rode down Pennsylvania Avenue. Rain was

falling in torrents. Over the Long Bridge from Virginia came the demoral-

ized Union soldiers, straggling singly and in broken squads, soaked through

with the rain, covered with mud, without their knapsacks or crossbelts or

muskets, lacking their shoes and greatcoats, many with blood caked on

their heads and faces.

All about them men weie dropping from exhaustion. Others stumbled

blindly, falling onto doorsteps to lie with their faces turned away from the

rain. On corners women poured hot coffee for those who could hold the

cups, while onlookers stood dazed and helpless, unable to believe the

tragic sight.

Abraham got out of the carriage. A soldier began to speak.

. . how many dead , . . stopped trying to count . . . strewn through

the woods , . . stretched on their backs with their caps laid over their

faces. I saw men laying in grotesque positions, arms and legs shot off . . .

one I dragged under a tree had part of his neck and skull carried away . .

Abraham asked questions of the returning cavalrymen slumped in their

saddles, learned that some of the retreating troops had stopped on the

Virginia side. There was no evidence of General Scott’s efforts to bring out

fresh troops or to reorganize the old ones.

Back in the carriage, Abraham sat with his head in his hands.

“I can’t understand why General Beauregard isn’t here already. He must

know that we couldn’t even put up a fight.”

’‘Abraham, do you think we ought to open the White House to these

men, prepare hot food for them’?"

He had not heard her; their carriage was passing the railroad station

where hundreds of soldiers jammed the cars, men whose three months’

enlistment was up, sitting with their heads bowed, eyes averted, wanting

only to get out of the capital before the Confederate forces struck,

As they entered the White House Abraham turned to her.

'This day is bitterer than gall; but it must not conquer us. We’ve got to

lift ourselves and the Union out of this defeat.”

He put his arm about her shoulders; resolutely they mounted the broad

staircase, returning to this job of work and this agony they had so passion-

ately pursued.

A pall settled over Washington; all roads of censure led through

the murky gloom to the White House. As she watched, the patchwork of



crow’s-feet wrinUes extend from under Abraham’s eyes down the hollow^

cheeks, Mary could not decide which was the bitterest pill for them to

swallow: General Scott’s coming to the White House to cry out, “I am the

greatest coward in America: I deserve removal because I did not stand up,

when my army was not in condition for fighting, and resist it to the last”;

the demand of the Democratic papers that the "effusion of blood” be

stopped even if it meant the recognition of the Confederacy; the more

than one hundred and fifty newspaper editors signing a petition to end the

“]n'c*scat unholy w^ar”; or the letter they received from Florace Greeley,

saying:

If our disaster is fatal, then every drop of blood henceforth shed in this

quarrel will be wantonly shed. If the Union is irrevocably gone, an ar-

mistice ought to be proposed at once with a view to a peaceful adjustment.

uShe watched Abraham walk up and down the sitting room, hands be-

hind him, head bent, sighing. She did not know how to comfort him . . .

except to be there and to listen when at length he was able to talk,

“We’ve learned one thing from this defeat: the rebellion cannot be a

summer excursion. The north knows nothing of war! We have to learn

everything there is to know, and on that knowledge build an army. As

commander-in-chief I have no escape from that responsibility; working in

the blind is too costly in human lives, the south’s as well as our own.”

His fir.st move was to summon to Washington General George B.

McClelhm, who had won two opening .skirmishes in western Virginia, to

replace General McDowell.

To avoid the suffocating heat of the Washington summer she had

planned to move the family out to the Anderson Cottage at the Soldiers'

Home, located on a hilltop three miles north of Washington in the midst

of five hundred :rcres of shade trees and green lavms that swept down to

the Potomac.

“Then you won’t want to he moving out to the Soldiers' Homer”

“We'd best sit right here ...”

"Oh no,” she interrupted, “I won’t sit and lick my wounds; if Washing-

ton sees us continuing the work on the White House perhaps they’ll stop

k)t:>king through their telescopes for the rebel army.”

Armed with the twenty thousand dollars that Congress had appro

]-)viatecl for her use, she hired a crew to repaint the entire outside of the

building until it shone in its new white coat, then brought the painters in-

side to do the woodwork and ceilings. She had the newly arrived wall-

papers hung, put white needlework Swiss lace curtains at the long win-

dows, French hrocatclle draperies with gold tassels in the East Room.

Hearing that Prince Napoleon was coming to Washington, she sum-

moned Nicolay and Hay and asked them to draw up a list of dignitaries



she must invite to a state dinner for him. From the Chevalier Henry

Wikoff, who had been awarded the cross of the Legion of Honor by Louis

Napoleon, she sought instruction on the protocol in entertaining French

royalty.

Secretar)? of State Seward was bringing the prince and his party to the

White House. Having been helped by Mrs. Keckley into her white

grenadine gown, Mary went into Abraham's bedroom to find him sitting

in a chair by the window, his heels locked into one of the rungs, knees

under his chin, reading his mail in the fading sunlight while a servant

shaved his upper lip and cheeks.

‘Mr, Lincoln, it’s half past six, the prince’s party will be here in a half

hour.”

"1 have only to put on my shirt and that fine-fitting black coat the tailor

made me,”

She went into Lizzie’s bedroom overlooking the north drive to summon
her cousin. Out the window she saw William and Bud playing ball in

the driveway. Secretary Seward’s carriage turned in from Pennsylvania

Avenue. As the carriage drew abreast of William he pulled up to his full

height, took off his cap and bowed to the ground in courtierlike fashion,

Prince Napoleon and his suite returning the bow ceremoniously. She told

Abraham the story as they descended the main staircase to the Marine

Band tune of “Hail to the Chief.”

‘William’s got the makings of an ambassador,” she told him.

“Good thing it wasn’t Taddie,” commented Abraham with a laugh, "he’d

of had the prince in the driveway, shooting marbles.”

She took the prince through the Red, Blue, Green and East Rooms. He
exclaimed with delight at the velvet French wallpapers, the Sevres bonbon

dishes. The new presidential china and glassware had arrived, the state

dining room was beautiful. After dinner the prince remarked in an elo-

quent whisper, loud enough for Abraham, just up ahead, to hear, as well

as Secretary Seward and Lord Lyons, the British minister, just behind:

“Madame, after enjoying the elegant hospitality of the Executive Man-
sion, I am forced to confess that Paris is not all the world!”

She flushed with pleasure; but the next day when she sat at the escritoire

in her bedroom assembling the bills she was shocked to find that the party

had cost nine hundred dollars, She sent a messenger for Nicolay and Hay.

They stood in the open doorway of her bedroom as though reluctant to

: enter..' .

“Gentlemen, I have here the bills for last night's dinner. Would you

kindly pay them out of the White House running fund.”

The secretaries gazed at each other for a moment. Nicolay replied

quietly:



"Fm sorry, Madame President, but we are not peimitted to pay for state

dinners out of operation expenses,”

“Now, Mr. Nicolay, why should the president be obliged to spend

nine hundred dollars to entertain Prince Napoleon and the diplomatic

corps when their good will is so important to our government?'’

“I agree there is no logic in it, Mrs. Lincoln; I simply haven’t the

authority to pay those bills.”

l ie bowed formally, half turned, waited for her nod of dismissal, then

left with Hay trailing him. She felt humiliated that it was in the power

of Abraham's secretaries to refuse her. What fund could absorb these bills?

The gardener’s appropriation was sizable. When Mr. Watt arrived and

Mary explained what she wanted him to do, he shifted apologetically from

one foot to the other.

“I would be more than happy, Mrs. Lincoln, but I have to send everv

bill over to the Commissioner of Public Buildings, and if he finds ten

dollars that’s not spent on plants and flowers, he sends it right back to me.

I just got nowhere I can plant nine hundred dollars without it sprouting

all over the place.”

She next asked Commissioner Wood, in charge of the White House, if

he could not absorb the expenses under the heading of improvements to

the grounds. Mr, Wood refused categorically.

Angry by now, she stuck the sheaf of hills into a big envelope and sent

them to Secretary of the Interior Caleb Smith, whose department was in

charge of all public buildings including the White House, and responsible

for functions held in public buildings. The bills were returned with a

polite but firm note that the Secretary of the Interior could not authorize

his department to pay them.

By nightfall the .story was all over Washington of Mrs. President

Lincoln’s frenzied attempt to get somebody, anybody, to pay the expenses

of her dinner for Prince Napoleon. When Lizzie returned from a tea at

Mrs. Charles Eames’s, a cultural as well as gossip center of the capital, she

brought back verbatim Mary’s conversation with Nicolay and Hay.

Outraged, Mary left the library, went through two of the clerks' offices

and into Nicolay’s office, where he was sitting at a desk signing letters,

with young Hay sorting the mail.

“Mr. Nicolay and Mr. Hay, I am amazed at your disloyalty and bad

taste in carrying tales. The White House may be a business office to my
husband, but it is also my home and you are guests in home. I hardly

expected that you would repeat conversations or divulge confidences.”

Hay looked with his mouth open at John Nicolay, who had gone pale

but had not lost his composure.

"Just what confidences are we supposed to have violated, Mrs. Lincoln?"

“The story of my di.scussion with you this morning is all over \¥ashing-



ton, and in precisely tiie words we used. If you did not repeat them, who

did?"

“Fm sure I can’t say, Madame President," replied Nicolay coolly. “But I

am a man of honor, and no word that has been spoken to me in this White

House has ever passed my lips.”

There could be no questioning the sincerity of his statement; nor for

that matter, in spite of the near contempt on young John Hay’s face, could

she fail to perceive that her charges against these two men were un-

founded. She stammered an apology, withdrew, sick at heart over having

broken her most important resolution: not to lose her temper, But nine

hundred dollars for a single dinner!
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WHEN they entered their carriage for an afternoon drive they

found that in spite of Abraham's protestations they were surrounded by a

cavalry escort. The jingle of the sabers and spurs made such a racket they

could hardly hear each other without shouting. Abraham leaned over to

exclaim:

“Frankly, our escort seems so young and unused to firearms, I’m more

concerned about injury from a carelessly handled weapon than from an

assassin's bullet,’’

Suddenly what sounded like an entire regiment of cavalry came hurtling

down on them at breakneck speed, covering Mary and Abraham with a

fine dust. It turned out to be General McClellan, at the head of his impos-

ing retinue of aides-de-camp, making for the general’s headquarters across

Lafayette Square with the passionate intensity with which McClellan did

everything. He had completely reorganized the shattered troops and so

instilled them with fighting spirit that the danger of Beauregard’s invasion

had vanished. He had also cleared Washington of the filth, stragglers,

drunkenness and other threats to the city’s safety. As Mary watched the

magnetic young general disappear down Pennsylvania Avenue she said to

Abraham:

“He’s a great commanding officer, isn’t he?’’

Though McClellan was a West Point graduate whom the War Depart-

ment had sent abroad as an observer of European armies and the Crimean
War, Abraham had known him, after he resigned from the army in 1857,
as vice-president of the Illinois Central.

“My opinion is, he’s an engineering genius. The fortifications he has

thrown up for the defense of Washington look impregnable. If he is as



good a fighter as an organizer the rebellion should be over in a matter of

months,”

Reassured about Abraham’s state of mind, she planned to escape the

heat of August and give the hoys a holiday on the New Jersey coast. She

wrote Hannah Shearer;

We expect to visit Long Brandi, to remain a week or ten days. We have

invitations from three di&rent hotels, with suites of rooms offered us in

each. We have railroad passes, and the trip will cost nothing, which is a

good deal to us all these times. How I want you to lay all difficulties aside,

and join us. It wall give you strength for a year to come. Bring your boys

with you, it will be more pleasant all aroundu

Your attached friend . , .

She received a favorable reply from Hannah.

Before she could leave Washington the Union forces suffered another

severe defeat, this time in Missouri where the able and popular General

Nathaniel Lyon, attacking a considerably superior Confederate force on

Wilson’s Greek, not only lost over twelve hundred m§n in dead, wounded

and missing, but was himself killed by a rifle bullet through the heart.

She offered to cancel her trip but Abraham insisted she go as planned.

She gathered together William and Tad, Lizzie, Mrs. Watt to look after

the ladies and Old William to keep an eye on the boys and the baggage,

met Hannah in the railroad station in Philadelphia, then continued on to

Long Branch where the fashionable society of New Jersey gathered.

They had beautiful rooms overlooking the sea. The weather was ideal.

In the morning they took the four boys sea bathing. In the afternoon while

the boys rode ponies furiously up and down the beach, she and Hannah

went lor visits to the Coast Guard rescue station or walked on the cliffs

above the sea in the brilliant-hued sunsets.

‘It was so good of you to invite me, Mary,” said Hannah.

“You have no idea how I need a friend, my dear,” replied Mary. “One

I can talk to in full confidence, even in full foolishness sometimes. I’m

surrounded by dozens of people, yet I’ve found the White House to be

lonely. Lizzie has to go back to Springfield. All of my White House friends

are as new as the paint on the outside of the building; everything I say

has a way of becoming gossip.” Mary stopped in her walking. “Hannah,

could you and Dr. Shearer and the boys move to Washington, live in the

White House with us? If we could get the doctor an appointment . . .
?”

Hannah took Mary’s hand as she gently shook her head no.

“The doctor isn’t well enough; but even if he were, Washington would

resent your moving a whole family into the Executive Mansion. Only the

president’s family is supposed to live there. That’s part of your job, Mary,

to live alone amidst the crowds.”



Mary stared out over the sea, her lips quivering.

She had promised Hannah a quiet vacation and so she accepted only

two invitations, one a formal reception and ball in her honor, the other an

informal hop to which the countryside was invited. For the grand hall at

the Mansion House she wore the white grenadine made for Prince

Napoleon’s dinner. The guests were presented by former Governor Newell

of New Jersey, During the eleven o’clock intermission when she rose for

a promenade around the ballroom the guests assumed she was rejidy for

supper and made a dash for the dining room, leaving her party deserted in

the ballroom. To Mr. Newell’s stammered apologies, she said with an

amiable laugh:

"I’m as hungry as they are; let us join them, I'm sure there will be

plenty of food for all.”

The next day the major eastern newspapers, many of whom had re-

porters at Long Branch to report her activities, spoke of her tact and of

how much her hosts had appreciated her good nature. The New York

Herald ran a column called The Movements of Mrs. Lincoln, compared

her to Queen Victoria, “wrote, "Mrs. Lincoln looked like a queen in her

long train and coronet of flowers,” spoke of "the glare of lights, soft

rustling of silks, cloud of rich and elegant laces.”

She returned by way of New York, buying some recent navels for Julia

Taft and sets of Washington Irving, Cowper and Roberts’s Holy Land for

their library.

When she stepped inside the door of the White House, refreshed and

ready to resume her duties, she found Abraham caught in a new crisis;

word had reached Washington that General John C. Fremont, whom
Abraham had appointed to build an army in Missouri, had issued a procla-

mation that the slaves of all those persons in Missouri who had taken up
arms against the government were emancipated and free.

The abolitionists went into frenzies of delight, but Abraham showed her

a telegram from St Louis reading, "There is not a day to lose in disavow-

ing emancipation or Kentucky is gone over the mill dam.” A letter from

Joshua Speed said, "I have been so much distressed since reading that

foolish proclamation of Fremont that I have been unable to eat or sleep. So

fixed is public sentiment in Kentucky against allowing Negroes to be

emancipated, that you had as well attack the freedom of worship in the

north as to wage war in a slave state on such a principle.” The northern

newspapers declared that although they would support with their very lives

a war for the preservation of the Union, they would have no part in a war
against slavery.

He paced the full length of his office.

"For my part, Mary, I consider the central idea pervading this struggle

is not slac''ery but the necessity that is upon us to prove that popular govern-



ment is not an absurdity. We must Settle once and for ali whether in a

free government the minority have the right to break up the government
whenever they choose. If we fail it wiU go far to prove the incapability of

the people to govern themselves. Taking the government as we found it,

we will see if the majority can preserve it; that is what we must never

forget: that this new and marvelous democratic form of government,

our last best hope on earth, shall not be destroyed. It may seem selfish to

put the Union ahead of freeing the slaves; yet if democracy is destroyed,

there will be no way for any people anywhere to achieve freedom.”

He pulled down a map from the spring roller above the lounge, pointed

to the border states. “Look at this whole country that we lose by such an

act!”

“You can rescind General Fremont’s order,” she offered tentatively,

“you’re his commander-in-chief.”

“Yes, but he is a good man. I don’t want to undermine him. I’ll send

him a confidential note and ask him to rescind the order himself.”

The tranquillity she had garnered on her vacation was drained by the

tension inside the White House during the next days, for General Fremont

refused to take the president’s suggestion. Abraham was forced to revoke

the order himself. Abolitionist senators cried: “Only a person sprung from

‘poor white trash’ could have behaved that way”; Senator Sumner of

Massachusetts declared, “We cannot conquer the rebels as the war is now
conducted”; preachers denounced him from their pulpits, editors of the

abolitionist press and Republican party leaders of New York and Boston

swore that Fremont would supplant Lincoln as Republican nominee in

1864,

But it was not until a letter reached them from Springfield, detailing

William Herndon’s attack on Abraham, that she saw him throw up his

arms in despair; for Herndon had said:

“Good’'Godl What is Lincoln doing? This people has got to meet this

Negro question face to face now or at some future time. Does he suppose

he can crush, squelch out this huge rebellion by popguns filled with rose

water? He ought to hang somebody and get up a name for will or decision

—for character. Let him hang some child or woman, if he has not courage

to hang a man. If I were Lincoln I would declare that all slaves should

he free and stand emancipated. I would be this age’s great hero.”

Abraham winced.

"Even my partner turns against me! Can’t he see that an emancipation

proclamation at this time will lose us the border states, the war and the

Union, perpetuate the very thing they’re fighting against? Once the Con-

federacy becomes an independent sovereign nation, no one will rout

slavery out of there for a thousand yeaixs! Only by keeping the south in the

Union can we ultimately prevail on them to rid themselves of slavery.”



That same clay she heard that Mrs. Kecldey’s only son had been killed

in a skirmish in Missouri. Mary sat down and wrote the Negro mantua-

maker a letter of sympathy. Mrs. Kecldoy came to the White House with

eyes red. from weeping.

’'You can’t know what your letter meant to me! To think that the busy

Mrs. President Lincoln would take time to feel sorry for me and my
boy . .

“Sons are very precious, Mrs. Keckley; only a mother can know what

his loss would mean.”

Mrs. Keckley turned away for a moment, then said, “You are a goud

woman, Mrs. Lincoln, you have a kind heart. But you have enemies.

You must be careful.”

“What do you mean?”

“One morning a woman drove up to my rooms and gave me an order

to make a dress. When her dress was ready she remarked: ‘Mrs. Keckley,

you know Mrs. Lincoln very well. Now listen; I have a proposition to

make, I have heard so much of Mr. Lincoln’s goodness that I should like to

be near him. My dear Mrs. Keckley, will you not recommend me to Mrs.

Lincoln as a friend of yours out of employment, and ask her to take me
as a chambermaid? It may be worth several thousand dollars to you in

time.’
”

Mary was aghast, “Thousands of dollars! What could she hope to do

here that would he worth such a sum of money?”

She had been home only a few days when the rain of printer’s ink

which had drenched Abraham after Bull Run, and after the revoking of

Fremont’s emancipation, descended in a cloudburst of black hail upon her

own head. She perceived that the Herald articles had a purpose in calling

her another Queen Victoria, writing of her being surrounded by a royal

court at Long Branch, of being swathed in elaborate gowns and exquisite

laces: for now the newspapers of the small towns and farming areas, where

people of modest means worked so hard for their living, began criticizing

her for an unconscionable display of wealth. She was called a wastrel and

an unfortunate example to have in the White House in time of tragedy,

charged with disgracing the north and weakening their cause, spending

jponey that the Union needed for guns and medicines; being wantonly

frivolous in the face of defeat and death . . . unworthy of being First

Lady. One letter from a northern mother was published in the Express

even before it reached her:

Shall the inanities of a Ball Room be now the order of your life? When
anxiety for the loved imperilled by war is dimming the eyes of the worthi-

est of the land, shall you be cheating time and thought hy the laugh of the

festal group and the buzzing soulless insect life of those who find in these

things scope for their hollowness? Are there no lessons of self-sacrifice, of



Republican simplicity to be taught when bankruptcy, poverty, and distress

stand appalling the homes of thousands in our once prosperous land?

The attacks reached into a new field: she was accused of interfering

with the president in the making of appointments. True, she had secured

the consulship at Dundee for the Reverend James Smith, their minister

at Springfield, a paymastership for Dr. William Wallace, the postmaster-

ship for a cousin in Lexington; and a new government job for the father

of the Taft children when he was fired from his department and was

going to have to move away from Washington; but she had had nothing

to do with a hundred other hirings that were charged against her, in-

cluding the colonelcy for Edward Baker, It was Abraham who had yielded

to Senator Bakeds request, since Baker had had a fine record in the Mexi-

can War.

Abraham had literally thousands of appointments he was obliged to

make, and he saw no reason why he should not appoint qualified friends;

Ward Hill Lamon as district marshal of Washington, D.C., Norman Judd

to the legation in Berlin, Simeon Francis as paymaster at Fort Vancouver,

Dr. Anson Henry surveyor general of Washington Territory. Why should

she not express her opinion? Was not her estimate of character and ability

as good as the estimate of the thousands of strangers who had thronged

the vestibule and main stairs for months, trying to get appointments for

themselves or friends?

A letter she had written to General Meigs now made the rounds;

I make a special request, the only one I've ever made of you, to au-

thorize the purchase of five hundred to a thousand Kentucky horses be-

longing to a special friend of mine in Kentucky. Fie is a strong Union man
and it would be a particular pleasure to me to have, as Kentucky is my
native state, some horses from there on the battlefield.

The barrage of criticism was devastating.

"Apparently we can do no right, Puss,'* said Abraham. "It is hard to

wake up every morning and find the air thick with bullets, but until this

rebellion is put down we have to serve as foot soldiers.” Fie brushed the

hair back behind her ears, kissed her hot tired eyelids, "We're like the

travelers who were lost in a wild country on a pitch-black night. A storiji

raged. Suddenly came a crashing holt and the travelers dropped upon

their knees. 'Oh, Lord/ prayed one of them, ‘if it’s all the same to You,
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AT the end of September she came down with chills, what

Wasiiingtonians called malarial fever. General McClellan sent her a box

of grapes from Cincinnati, Senator Sumner sent her bouquets of autumnal

flowers, Mrs. Caleb Smith brought her a handsomely bound set of poems,

Kate Chase came calling with two French novels just off the boat. After

she had spent ten days in bed, Abraham took her for a drive, showing her

how General McClellan had put his entire army into uniform blue, how

smartly they marched and drilled in review for their idolized general,

whom they called Little Mac.

Abraham, Tm tremendously impressed. When does he fight?”

There was a contrained silence.

"That is the rub. He says he's not ready . . . rebels outnumber him.

By the by, he has brought Allan Pinkerton to Washington to organize a

spy system. It's Pinkerton who tells him he is outnumbered, though for

the life of me I can't see how.”

"I would imagine that anything Pinkerton reports about the enemy

bears the same relationship to truth that Ido to Cleopatra of the Nile.”

"I am not going to force McClellan to fight before he's ready. I had a

'sasitation from the three abolitionist senators who came to Washington

ahead of the Senate to help me run the war, accompanied by my old

friend Lyman Trumbull, who doesn't seem to think too much of me any

more. They told me I had to fight, right now, today, because a defeat

is no w'orse than a delay. They don’t have to take the responsibility for

defeats; I do. The rebel armies don’t have to attack us or win battles;

all they have to do is defend themselves against our attacks. Their sole

purpose is to gain strength so they can function as a separate nation.”

If she and Abraham were finding life in the Executive Mansion some-

thing less than Utopia, their sons were enjoying their new home. They
were constantly receiving gifts; the ones they loved best were two goats,

Nanny and Nanko, which they hitched to carts and drove through the

wide-open spaces of the Wliite House main floor. Tad took Nanny to bed

with him at night. When Nanko escaped, the entire Wlrite House had to

search until he was corralled in a flower bed, having dug up some of Mr.
Watt’s favorite bulbs. Watt was furious; only a few days before Tad
had picked and eaten all the strawberries he was forcing as a special treat

for a state dinner.

"Now what made you do that, Tad?” his mother asked.



Tad kicked the leg of his chair. T won’t do it any more, Ma, 1 give you

my after-David.”

The next afternoon she was summoned to the attic by Julia Taft to

‘•see a circus before an audience of soldiers, sailors, gardeners and servants,

all of whom had been smuggled up the back stairs after paying a five-cent

admission charge. Mary sat in the front row between the cook and, an

upstairs maid. Tad came from behind the sheets, a pair of silver-rimmed

spectacles on his nose, began singing:

“Old Abe Lincoln, a rail splitter was he,

And hell s|3lit the Confederacee.”

Mary interrupted in a stage whisper, “Tad, are you sure you should be

singing that song?”

“Pa won’t care. Besides, everyone in the wnrld knows he used to split

rails.”

John Hay broke in, looking miffed.

“Have one of you boys got the president’s spectacles? He can’t see to

read some official papers.”

“Tell Pa I got them,” said Tad, “and he’s to come up and see the show,”

“He can’t, he’s with the generals.”

Tad reluctantly peeled the spectacles off his nose, handed them to Hay,

saying, “Tell him to come as soon as the generals go away.”

In a few minutes Abraham appeared in the attic, paid his five cents,

squeezed in between Mary and the cook, laughed heartily at the boys'

jokes.
•“

“I don’t know what I'd do without Willie and Taddie,” he com-

mented, “they always manage to cheer me up.”

The boys organized a military company called Mary Lincoln’s Zouaves.

Abraham wangled them some discarded uniforms. When Mary heard

wailing and moaning coming up from the garden, she cried, “What’s

that?” to Julia Taft, who was reading in the library with her.

“The boys must be burying Jack again, he’s that Zouave doll. Practically

every day they court-martial him and sentence him to be shot. Then they

dig a grave among the roses and bury him.”

"Julie, they must not dig holes in the roses. Watt says it kills his young

plants.”

They found, the boys surrounding a freshly dug grave in which lay Doll

Jack. Watt got there at the same moment. He looked at the grave in

helpless anger. Suddenly his expression lightened.

“Boys, why don’t you get Jack pardoned?”

That appealed to Tad. “Come on, we’ll get Pa to save him!”

In his office Abraham considered the argument with mock grawty.

“It’s good law that no man shall twice be put in jeopardy of his life for



the same offense, and youVe already shot and. buried Jack a dozen times.

1 guess he's entitled to a pardon.”

Turning to his desk, he wrote on a sheet of paper and haadcxl it to

Tad. The boys clattered out of the room. Abraham said to Mary a little

sadly;

“I wish they were all that easy. Right now I’m being criticized for

pardoning a young boy who fell a-sleep at his post and who wras ordered

shot by his commanding general, the order upheld by General McClcllrm.

The enemy is killing enough of us, I just can’t bear for us to be destroying

our own. I told them to let him fight instead of shooting him. It makes

me feel rested after a hard day's work if I can find some good excuse to

save a man’s life.”

Mary patted his shoulder. “I once heard you say, 1 don’t believe it im-

proves a soldier any to shoot him.’ That makes good sense, particularly

to the mothers of the boys you save.”

If Tad was the laughter of the White House, William was its love;

an affectionate child who unabashedly hugged and kissed his parents

whenever he came upon them. Frequently when Tad would disappear for

days on end, eating and sleeping at the nearby Taft home because he

tired of the public scrutiny at the White House, William would spend

his hours in the library with Mary, curled up in a chair in the morning

sunshine, his hair parted sharply at the left side and combed meticu-

lously over his big head, his eager eyes devouring the pages of Irving,

Longfellow, consuming Bunyan or Favorite English Poems, writing stories

and verses of his own.

William thoroughly enjoyed Tad’s funmaking, but at the same time

he lived his owm life, each morning setting out his program of study,

piano practice, work with his tutor because the southern run schools

of Washington were shut down, Mary was proud of William’s sensitive

and studious nature; he is so much like Abraham, she thought, in his

slow careful way of thinldng out problems in his mind, Perhaps William

would become a poet or a novelist? She flushed with joy at the prospect.

It was good to have the children to create warmth and life, for the days

were filled with sadness: their friend Colonel Edward Baker, while lead-

ing a detachment across the Potomac toward Leesburg, had been attacked

at Ball’s Bluff by a well-concealed Confederate force, driven back to the

river, with hundreds of Union soldiers killed and captured and drowned
in the Potomac, Colonel Baker too was dead. The first important engage-

ment since Wilson’s Creek, it was once again a terrible defeat for the

Union army.

The north was stricken; chagrin and anxiety turned to fear and despair:

Bull Run, Wilson’s Creek, Ball’s Bluff . . . were all the battles to be



lostr Were all the Union soldiers to be killed until there was no one left

to fight, and no Union to fight for? The abolitionists in Congress accused

Abraham of putting only Democrats into the roles of commanding gen-

erals: Stone, a Democrat, had purposely sent out Colonel Baker and his

troops to be slaughtered; McClellan, a Democrat, had a concealed objec-

tive never to fight a battle against the Confederates, so close by in Virginia

that once again their batteries could be seen from Washington.

The accusations had a tart taste in Abraham's mouth: having forced

him to remove General Winfield Scott from command of the Union army

by insisting that it was General Scott who was preventing him from

fighting, General McClellan, now supreme commander, was still confining

his efforts to fortifying Washington.

The family went to watch one of the general's vast reviews. Loud

cheers went up from the soldiers as General McClellan passed at the head

of the reviewing staff of some eighteen hundred hand-picked cavalrymen;

a loud silence greeted President Lincoln, The general turned to his aides

and said;

“How these brave fellows love me, and what a power that love gives me.

What is there to preventme from taking the government in my own hands!*"

That evening Abraham told Mary he was going to McClellan and insist

that he divulge his plans for the coming campaign, that the plans be re-

viewed by tbe cabinet and general staff. He was back in less than an

hour, a baffled expression on his face.
'

“I certainly am in no temper, but I am annoyed some; to all my
questions the general replied; ‘If the president has confidence in me, then

it is not right nor necessary for him to trust my designs to the judgment of

others; but if your confidence is so slight as to require the commanding

general's opinion to be fortified by those of other persons, then you, ought

to replace me by someone who fully possesses your confidence.' I noticed

this morning that the Herald has changed his nickname from Little Mac
to Little Napoleon; how does one answer Napoleon?"

November passed, but still there was no plan for the “drive on Rich-

mond” which the northern press and the public demanded of Abraham.

When the last week of the month opened with gray skies and portents

of winter in the air, Abraham saw Senators Wade, Chandler and Trum-

bull coming across the president's park. He called Mary to the window.

“Once when I was attending an old field school, and we were taking

turns reading from the Bible, a little towheaded fellow mangled up Sha-

drach and Meshach woefully, and went all to pieces on Abednego, for

which he was punished. The reading went round again, when suddenly

the towhead let out a pitiful yell ‘Look,’ he cried, pointing to the next

verse, which he would have to read, ‘there comes them same darn three

fellers again!"'

a'7'7



Fie went into his office, stayed a long time with the committee. When
he came back to the sitting room, looking tired and harassed, he said:

“Fve got to go over to Mc£31ellan’s headquarters. I’ll take Tad for

company, and pick up Secretary Seward on the way.”

It was Tad who told the story when they returned several hours later.

They had gone to McClellan’s house and l^en informed that^the general

was at an anny wedding. They had waited for an hour, after which time

McClellan had returned and, being told in the hallway by the servant

that Mr. Lincoln was waiting to see him in the parlor, had gone upstairs

without presenting himself. Abraham and Seward waited for another half

hour, then sent the servant to inform the general again that the president

and Secretary were waiting for him. The servant came downstairs, stam-

mered that the general had gone to bed.

Mary was shocked.

"Abraham, surely you gave him his comeuppance!”

"I will hold McClellan’s horse if he will only bring us success,” Abra-

ham replied quietly; "nothing is to be gained by making points of eti-

quette and personal dignity. My opinion is that he has built us a superb

army.”

"For fight or for show?” She was fuming over the affront to Abraham,

her cheeks a flaming red. "He stages magnificent reviews, but the whole

country is demanding a decisive battle. We’re supposed to have two

hundred thousand men in arms and ready to fight ...”

"Mr. Pinkerton has reported to General McClellan that the Confed-

erates have ninety thousand men at Manassas; McClellan says he can only

put seventy-six thousand into action. He says he needs more men, and

when they are ready, he’ll be prepared to fight.”

"But we so desperately need a victory, Abraham; even a little one . .

The next morning snow fell, and with it the severest blow since

Ball’s Bluff: General McClellan ordered his men to cut down trees and

build their winter encampment. Flis array would not fight until spring

and good weather. Abraham was cast into the deepest gloom. The rebels

would have another four or five months to learn how to recruit armies,

supply them, organize their railroads and communication lines, tax their

citizens, run the northern blockades with cotton for Europe and bring back

supplies they needed. Each day their government grew stronger, more

solidly entrenched; they were arranging to send diplomatic representatives

to the capitals of Europe, to secure recognition of themselves as a sovereign

nation, to float European loans, buy arms and ammunition, build their

own ships, arsenals. With the war a year old come April, could the rebel-

lious states ever be brought back into the Union?

He turned to Mary, said quietly, "The verdict is now in : my old friend

and supporter, Lyman Trumbull, has just told people in Illinois that I



might have been a successful president in ordinary times, but that the

present crisis is too much for me.”

“A mere trifle,” she replied. “You haven’t seen Senator Wade’s reply to

my invitation to a reception. Says Senator Wade, Troops have been
drained from the northwest to enable Mrs. Lincoln to pursue without in-

terruption her French and dancing.' Oh, Abraham, what sins have we
committed that our own people should be more merciless than the so-

called enemy?”

He slipped an arm about her waist, walked her to the window where

the two boys were watching the first snowfall.

“1 hope it comes to the top of the fences!” Tad exclaimed.

William stared out the window, said with near tears, “Pa don't have

time to play with us any more; I'm not so sure it’s good to be presi-

dent. ...”

Abraham turned to the boys.

“Come, Willie, w'e’re going to find sleds and spend the day coasting

down hills. According to all the evidence I can scratch up, the govern-

ment’ll run much better without me. Coming, Mary?” »

15

A number of federal soldiers, wdio had been captured at Bull Run

and exchanged, returned to Washington with stories of a “fat and savage

Confederate lieutenant” in charge of the prison in Richmond.

The jailer's name was David Todd.

As the newspapers of the north made abundantly clear, he was the

brother of Mrs, President Lincoln,

She simply could not believe the stories she read against David. She

had spent wonderful hours with him, horseback riding and walking

through the woods around Lexington and Buena Vista. He had been a fine

and lovable boy. Could a war so quickly turn quiet decent men into savage

beasts? She did not believe so.

But the north did; it had no reason to question. Once started, the

newspapers informed the Union that three others of her brothers, Alex-

ander, Samuel and George, were officers in the Confederate army; that

her brother-in-law Ben Hardin Helm was a colonel of the First Regiment

of Kentucky Cavalry, which he had recruited and trained for the seces-

sionists; that Mrs. President Lincoln had eleven second cousins in the

Carolina Light Dragoons, that her sister Elodie was married to Colonel

Dawson and her sister Martha to Captain White, both of the Confederate



army; that her mother was living in Alabama with her secessionist daugh-

ters. Articles were written about her southern birth and education, told

of her father’s being a slaveowner, of having sold slaves on the public

block. Prior to this time the criticism of her had come from the opposition

press; nowMhe Republican newspapers described her as:

T%v>o thirds secesh, one third fro-slavery.

Stories began circulating from mouth to mouth, letter to letter, big-city

newspaper to small-town journal that Mary Todd Lincoln’s sympathies

rvere with the south, that she wanted the Confederacy to win the war.

Now at last the truth was revealed:

Mrs. President Lincoln was a sfyl

She was accused of maintaining an espionage system for the southern

armies, receiving mail from Confederate generals and sending information

on federal anny strength and proposed invasions, of using her vantage

post at the heart of the government, in the White House itself, to ferret

out the secret and confidential plans of the president, the cabinet, the

army, in order that the south might defeat the north.

Could not this explain the defeats at Bull Run, Wilson’s Creek and

Ball’s Bluff? The fact that no attack had yet been made by General Mc-

Clellan’s army?

The letters addressed to her at the White House grew violent. There

was no slanderous name she was not called. She was made responsible

for the Union dead at Ball’s Bluff just now being fished out of the

river under the Long Bridge. She should be court-martialed, shot, hanged,

whipped out of the White House.

William Stoddard, a twenty-six-year-old secretary who had l?een added

to the White House staff, came to speak to her. He had been a newspaper

editor in Illinois during the debates of 1858, and had worked tirelessly for

Abraham’s election in i860. Mary found him the most sympathetic of the

executive office staff.

“Mr. Stoddard, you seem upset.”

“That rascally clerk who does the paper folding, Mrs. Lincoln, got at

a lot of yoiir letters and opened every one of them. I caught him before

he had had time to read them, but I’d like to loiow what I am to do about

him.”

Stoddard's implication was clear; the clerk had been rifling the letters

for information and gossip.

“Mr. Stoddard, I wish you would read every letter that comes to me.

You’ve seen many of them, so you must know why I feel this w^ay.”

“Indeed I do, Mrs. Lincoln; and I would like your permis.sion to drop

the abusive ones into the wastebasket. Nicolay and Hay are doing that



with the president’s letters now, you know. I see no more reason for you

to read these poisoned letters than to eat poisoned food.”

She was moved by the kindness of this young man.

"Please do that, Mr, Stoddard. I would be so grateful.”

Stoddard walked to the window, pushed aside the curtains, looked

out across the White House grounds.

"Perhaps you will let me help in one more matter? You have been dis-

tressed over happenings reported in the new'spapers that could have

been known only to people inside the White blouse. I’m quite sure I

know who the leaky vessel is, I’ve caught him several times half listening

outside doors. He has been a welcome visitor here from the beginning.”

Mary’s face flamed.

"A friend of ours, reporting our personal (conversations?”

“Yes, Mrs. Lincoln. It’s Plenty Wikoff."

"Wikoff! I can’t believe it! Why, he’s an accomplished man, with a

private fortune ...”

“I am convinced that if you will drop a few fictitious hints of important

events in his presence, when he is the only one who could betray the

confidence, you will catch him in a matter of a week.”

Stoddard was right; she caught Wikoff red-handedly reporting to the

New York Herald two stories which she had concocted for the purpose.

Only then did she learn that he had been planted in the White House

by Mr. Bennett of the New York Herald for this very purpose. Her early

unpleasantness with Nicolay and Hay could be laid at the door of this

man whom she had welcomed as a friend and counselor.

The blow upset her emotionally. She retired to her room, called off her

appointments, could hardly bear to see anyone outside of her immediate

family.

Then, a week after the reconvening of Congress at the beginning of

December, she stopjx’d being sorry for herself, for her husband needed

her full commiseration: a group of abolitionists headed by Beiijamiii Wade
and Zachariah Chandler pushed through the Senate and then the House

a bill authorizing the organization of a Congressional Committee to In-

quire into the Conduct of the War. Though it was not their avowed

purpose to assail the administration, but only to promote the vigorous

prosecution of the war, they immediately began an investigation of the

military defeats at Bull Run, Wilson’s Creek and Ball’s Bluff and, as a

corollary, of the commanding officers, voting themselves the right to ques-

tion the military officers and to be informed about all impending plans for

conquest. Abraham now would have on his back what he described to

her as “a hysterically irresponsible committee which was willing to achieve

emancipation at the cost of the Union.”

Broad as were the powers of the committee, Mary did not learn how



much authority they had taken unto themselves until William Stoddard

heard through a friend that the group was to meet that very morning in

a room in the Capitol basement to investigate Mrs. Abraham Lincoln.

“But on what grounds?” she cried.

Stoddard continued with difficulty.

“Giving important information to secret agents of the Confederacy.

They claim as their justification that if the stories they hear are true, it

fastens treason upon the president's family in the White House. Some-

thing must he done at once, if they are to be stopped.”

Scalding tears trickled down her cheeks. Stoddard withdrew. This was

the most searing humiliation she had ever known: the United States

Senate accusing her of treason! No wife or relative of a president ever had

been subjected to such disgrace in the history of the nation. It would

be the end of herj there would be no chance to serve any good or useful

purpose during the rest of Abraham’s regime. She could no longer be

First Lady. She would have to pack up herself and her children and return

to Springfield.

She had withstood the slanderous stories about her lack of background

and culture from the southern contingent of Washington, they had been

defeated and hitter; she had withstood the scurrilous reports about her

Confederate sympathies and lack of sympathy for the LTnion dead on the

part of the Democratic press, after all, this was the opposition; she had

withstood the daily outpouring of hysteria and violence addressed to her in

her home, such people were ill, she could be forbearing; she even had

withstood betrayal by a friend and intimate . . . But how did she with-

stand this official action by her own government?

Her breath came short, she felt a familiar hollowness in her chest, a

dull, throbbing ache in her throat. She clenched her teeth to fight the

nausea rising within her, gripped the arms of her chair to restrain her

emotion. When she had quieted she sent for her husband.

Abraham’s eyes became pits of black fury. He stamped out of the room,

put on his heavy wool coat and left the White House, his head craned

forward, every fiber of him bristling. From one of the north bedrooms she

watched him go out the driveway and down Pennsylvania Avenue; in her

misery she bad the compassion to pity him: surely this was the loneliest

man who ever walked in solitude?

She stood at the window in a trancelike state until she saw him coming

back down the driveway, his head under the soft felt hat held high in the

air.

She went to the sitting room to wait. He came in, kissed her paternally

on the cheek.

“Mother, you need never worry about this nonsense again. It is over.”

Without another word he turned and left her.



She awakened early on January i, 1862, to find the day bright and mild.

She had an early breakfast, laid out new suits and linen for the boys,

cautioned Abraham to give himself plenty of time to dress for the tradi-

tional New Year s reception that began at noon. Mrs. Keckley arrived at

nine to help her with her headdress, weaving flowers and jewels through

her hair, now thoroughly dark from brushing oil into it. How many years

ago was it that she first noticed her hair darkening and resolved to ask

Abraham if he preferred it chestnut?

She concealed her nervousness while Mrs. Keckley helped her into the

petticoats and steel hoops she wore under her gray silk; for this reception

would be the most aucial of her ten months in the White House. Did the

people of Washington believe the attacks on her integrity and loyalty?

They had heard a great deal about her extravagance but had not had an

opportunity to see the redecorated White House. How would they re-

spond?

Abraham came in a few minutes before twelve, drawing on white kid

gloves, his face tired. This reception was a test for him too: just how
popular was he with the people of Washington, and with the north on

this New Year’s Day? How successful had he been? When he was in-

augurated seven states had rebelled, now the Union had lost eleven of

them; when he had taken his oath of office there had been no physical

conflict, now the two halves of the Union were at war on battlefields from

Virginia to New Orleans. When he had entered the White House, Europe

was respectful; now England was threatening war because the north had

seized two southern envoys off a British ship, France was irate because the

blockade kept her from southern cotton, and might ally herself with Eng-

land. When he had become president the Treasury was solvent, the

nation’s business good; now the Treasury was empty and had to print

a new kind of paper money called ‘‘greenbacks.” Abraham was spending

a million dollars a day for armies that did not fight, the nation’s business

was at a standstill; charges of inefficiency and corruption could no longer

l^e denied, for Secretary of War Cameron had given contracts to men

who had provided the army with guns that would not shoot, horses that

were diseased, uniforms an4 .boots that disintegrated in the first rain, meat

that was tainted.

They descended a moment before twelve to the music of the Marine

Band, stood at the entrance of the East Room to receive the officers of the

army and navy, the cabinet, the foreign ministers and their attaches. At

one o’clock the gates were thrown open. The people thronged in.

On all sides she heard exclamations of approval and delight alike from

newcomers and those who had known the White House for years. Mrs.

Donn Piatt, who had come down on the train with her from Harrisburg

and stayed several nights in the White House, exclaimed:



"Mrs. Lincoln, it is an astonishing changel You have turned a shabby

and tired old house into an exquisite jewel!"

Mary squeezed Mrs. Piatt’s hand in gratitude. Adele Douglas, garbed

in black, who had not been out in public save for the Senate eulogy of

her husband, said:

"Mrs. Lincoln, I was confident you would make the White House into

something brilliant.” She paused for a moment "And I know you have

done it under trying circumstances.”

When the party was over they retired to Mary’s bedroom to soak their

aching hands in bowls of hot water, and to exchange happy thoughts of

the day. Abraham told her of the high praise he had heard for her taste

and judgment

“My father would have liked to hear that,” she murmured pensively.

“He taught me.”

The time had come to bring up a problem she had been concealing

these past two difficult months. She drew a deep breath, then said in what

she hoped was a tranquil voice:

“I’m glad you approve, Abraham, because it cost a lot of money.”

“Let’s see, six thousand to start, another twenty thousand from Con-

gress . .

“I’m sorry, Abraham, but I couldn’t have done over this entire house for

twenty-six thousand dollars, not without compromising with inferior

materials. . .

He looked up sharply, “What does this mean, Mary?”

“There is one bill that has not yet been paid; it is the last, hut it com-

bines many things.”

He jammed his hair forward as he did when he disapproved.

“You mean you’ve gone over the appropriation?”

‘Tes. By $6858.80, All owed to Mr. Carry!.”

“But, Mary, there is no more money to pay it with. Why did you do

this?”

“Because that’s how much it cost for the full job. Here, look at the bills

yourself, you’ll see that it is for many of the things that were most highly

admired.”

He took the account, held it out at a distance from him, then began

reading aloud:

“ Tapering four rooms and private apartments; president’s room,

$432.50; Mrs. Lincoln’s room, $254.45 • •
•* ” He lookecl over at her with

a ghost of a smile, said, “I see you’re only half as expensive as I am, ‘East

Room paper selected in Paris, $832; Red Room, $392; Blue Room,

$399.50; gilt molding, $200 . .

”

“These items were authorized by Mr. Wood last summer. It took this

long to get them here from France, and to put them up. 1 couldn’t know



how much the total would be until the work was finished. I've gone to

the records, Abraham: Andrew Jackson spent forty-five thousand dollars

on White House renovations, that’s twelve thousand more than I’ve spent,

and Martin Van Buren spent sixty thousand dollars, twice as much as

I've spent. Franklin Pierce, who did no entertaining, still found it neces-

sary to spend twenty-five thousand dollars on the house for refurbishing.

Mr. Jefferson must have spent a full thirty thousand dollars on the wings

he added; Mr. Monroe completely refurnished the White House with

pieces brought over from France. This is not money wasted, Abraham,

or that vanishes, it will keep the White House beautiful for many years.”

Flis expression had lightened considerably as she detailed what other

presidents had been obliged to spend,

“I’m not insensible to what you've accomplished, Puss, but I can't go

to the Congress now and ask them for more money; we have too many
opponents who will use it as another excuse to criticize us. I’U pay it out

of my own purse.”

He rose, went through a series of rooms into his ofl&ce, returned with a

handful of salary warrants. When he had added them up, he said, “I

haven't deposited any of these yet, there’s almo.st thirteen thousand dollars

in wages. We can afford to pay the sixty-nine hundred.”

“By the Eternal! I won’t let you spend three to four months of your

earnings on a house that doesn't belong to us! There were enough con-

gressmen here today who expressed pleasure tvith the redecoration to carry

the appropriation.”

There was a moment of silence, then he asked plaintively:

“Is this the end? We won’t have to ask them for any more?”

“Not for another dollar; that is, unless the roof falls in. I give you what

Tad calls his after-David.”

“Very well, if this is the end, I’ll find the right moment to ask Con-

gress for the seven thousand dollars. But I’d better wait until the amy
has won at least a skirmish ... or they’re likely to revoke our lease.”

16

THE first visitor to the White House after the New Year was

William Herndon; her sister Elizabeth had written telling her that all

Springfield believed Herndon was coming to Washington to secure from

his law partner the position of minister to the kingdom of Italy. At noon

when Abraham came in from his office visit with Herndon he was chuck-

ling.



“I know youVe been worried tbat I imght appoint him minister, but

what he wants is i’or me to help him get a new wife. His old one died a

few months ago.”

“A new wife? Are you what our friend Dr. Isachar Zacharie calls a

shadchan?’’

The image of himself as a matchmaker amused Abraham.

“Herndon’s courting the belle of Petersburg. His hoped-for brother-in-

law has promised that if Billy can get me to appoint him to what he calls

‘a lucrative and adventuresome federal position/ he’ll help the match.” He
hesitated. “I sent him over to Secretary of the Interior Smith , , . and

invited him for dinner tonight; we can’t do less, Puss.”

She sat up in her chair, swallowed hard.

“I suppose not.” .

By the middle of January she was faced with the obligatory series of

three state dinners. They would cost her three thousand dollars out of the

family funds. Worn by the attacks upon her, she would have been willing

to forgo all formal entertaining; but oddly enough there was now con-

siderable pressure by the vidves and families of the northerners in the Con-

gress for her to give a big party because Washington was so funereal, with

General McClellan locked into winter quarters and Abraham declaring

gloomily that “the bottom is out of the tub.” Everyone was depressed,

Abraham, the cabinet, Congress, War and Navy Departments, govern-

ment employees. If Mrs. President Lincoln could find it in her heart to

create a little gaiety, perhaps official Washington would take another hitch

in its belt.

She waited until Abraham came into her bedroom that night at eleven

for a chat before retiring, then told him of her idea of giving one large

reception and scratching the state dinners from the program.

Abraham draped himself over a chair.

“Mary, I’m afraid. It is breaking in on the regular custom,”

“These are war times, Abraham, and old customs can be done away

with.”

“Yes, but we must think of something besides economy.”

She flushed, added quickly, “Public receptions are more democratic than

state dinners. For the same thousand dollars that it would cost us for thirty

guests we can have a reception, ball and midnight supper catered by

Maillard of New York, they’re the best now. That way we can invite the

cabinet, the Supreme Court, the Congress, heads of departments, judges,

the entire diplomatic corps, generals, admirals, governors . , . There are

a great many strangers in the city, foreigners and others we can entertain

at our receptions whom we cannot invite to our state dinners.”

He pursed his imderlip.

"You argue the point well, Mary . ,
.”



“Secretary Seward asked if we would make the next reception an in-

vitational one. Well send out five hundred invitations; everyone will have

room to promenade and to dance comfortably.”

The protest was immediate: from those who resented the abandonment
of the state dinners, from members of the press who had not been invited

to the reception, from private people who felt they should have been in-

cluded, William Stoddard explained that this was an official affair, but

the articles in the press became so acrimonious that Mary Lad to send

out several hundred more invitations, knowing full well that the Wliite

House would be so jammed with widely hooped crinolines that no one

would have room enough to fall down, let alone dance.

She was unprepared for the eighty rejections sent to her by the aboli-

tionists in the Congress, spearheaded by Senator Benjamin Wade’s note:

Are the President and Mrs. Lincoln aware that there is a civil war? If

they are not, Mr. and Mrs, Wade are, and for that reason decline to partici-

pate in feasting and dancing.

She groaned, inwardly.

Rain filled the end of January, with the streets running rivers of mud.

It reminded her of those bleak winter weeks when she and Abraham,

Robert and Edward were cooped up in one rear room of Mrs. Sprigg’s

boardinghouse. February i was a particularly raw and rainy day; it was

exactly twelve years since Edward had died. She asked Julia to come down

to the Red Room and play the piano for her.

“I feel so brokenhearted at the return of these anniversaries.”

When last she saw William and Tad they were headed for their pla^^-

room in the attic, But late in the afternoon they came in drenched from

having ridden their ponies down to the Potomac. By bedtime they were

sneezing; in the morning they were permeated with cold. She was

scheduled for an informal reception that afternoon in the family library

and another in the evening in the Red Room, but she canceled them both

and stayed with the boys.

When the next morning showed no improvement, she sent for Dr.

Robert K. Stone, a native-born Washingtonian who had been president

of the Board of Flealth of the District of Columbia; local opinion said he

was the finest doctor in Washington. Dr. Stone was a bald man with

curling whiskers under his chin; he examined the boys, assured Mary

and Abraham that it was just a cold, but added:

"I recommend that you separate the boys, it’s never good to have them

near each other’s illness,” V
Mary had a fire lighted in the huge Prince of Wales Room, the sheets

were warmed with bed warmers, then Abraham picked William up in his
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blankets and put him in the center of the guest-room bed. She and Mrs.

Dorothea Dix, superintendent of women nurses for the army, stayed up

all night, alternating between the two sickrooms. When Abraham came in

at dawn Mary said:

“These are pretty sick boys. I would like to withdraw the cards of in-

vitation.”

Abraham was thoughtful.

“Well now, Mother, there are some eight hundred passes out. My
opinion is, they shouldn’t be withdrawn. However, let’s ask Dr. Stone.”

Dr. Stone was disappointed that William’s fever was continuing to

mount but saw no reason to cancel the party. Mary spent the night in

front of the big fire, watching William, whose breath seemed to be rasp-

ing in his chest. Tad slept.

In spite of the fact that she now had been sleepless for two nights, she

went downstairs to work with Maillard who had arrived at the White

House the day before from New York vwth his own retinue of cooks and

waiters and a prodigious supply of food. She then made the rounds of the

rooms with Mrs. Watt and a number of the White House servants, mak-

ing sure everything was in order, the flowers spread profusely, the vases

and bonbon ^shes filled.

At dusk Dr, Stone examined both hoys, said that Tad could have some-

thing to eat, that he saw some improvement in William. Reassured, Mary
went into her dressing room with Mrs. Keckley, began the elaborate prepa-

rations for her formal appearance: she had a long hot bath to rest her, then

sat before the mirror in her dressing room while Mrs. Keckley brushed her

hair and arranged a wreath of black and white flowers through it. Mrs.

Keckley helped her into her white satin gown with low d4collet4 and long

train.

At eight o'clock she went into William’s room; Abraham was standing

before the fire, his hands clasped behind his back, gazing down at the

flames. He heard the rustling of her gown, looked up»

“Whew, our cat has a long tail tonight. It is my opinion that if some of

that tail was nearer the head it would be in better style.”

They received in the East Room. After the incoming guests had shaken

hands they passed into the Green, Blue and Red parlors. The Marine Band

played in a corner of the corridor. Abraham need not have issued the in-

junction against dancing, for by nine o’clock the crowd was so dense no

one could move.

Three times she made her way up the back stairs to William’s room; in

between her visits Abraham went up twice. The boy was whimpering in

his sleep, but Mrs. Dix said there was nothing he needed.

When Mary and Abraham reached the state dining room at eleven

o’clock they found that the steward, having kept the door locked during



the evening, had misplaced the key. As the crowds filled the Red Room
and then the Blue Room behind that, someone cried, “I am in favor of a

forward movement!” and a second wit exclaimed, “An advance to the

front is only retarded by the imbecility of the commanders!”

When the doors finally were opened Mary gasped with delight at the

table, decorated wdth large pieces of ornamental confectionery, the center

object representing the steamer Union armed and bearing the Stars and

Stripes, on a side table a sugar model of Fort Sumter provisioned with

game. A Japanese punch bowl was brimming with champagne punch;

nougat water nymphs held up a fountain; down the length of the festive

board were roast sliced pheasants, hams, turkeys and ducks, partridges

and venison; and on the ends, beehives filled with charlotte xusse for

dessert.

The last of the guests did not depart until three o’clock. It was declared

the best White House party in years.

Mary made her way up to her room, exhausted.

Tad slowly gained his strength. William grew thinner and more

shadowy. An extra bed was brought into his room and she and Abraham

took turns sleeping by him.

The days dragged by. Only the presence of Bud Taft could perk up

William. In spite of the grueling watch she did not become seriously

alarmed until Dr. Stone confided to them that the illness was beginning

to assume a typhoid character. With Dr. Stone’s approval they called in

Dr. Neal Hail for consultation.

On February 19, Stoddard came to her bringing a copy of a wrapped

newspaper.

“Mrs. Lincoln, this is marked Personal and Private; since it comes from

a small town near your home I thought it might be from a relative, so I

didn’t open it.”

She thanked him, tore the paper band, and took out a folded copy of the

Menard, Illinois, Axis, dated February 15. Under the name of John Hill,

the editor, was a two-column-long editorial marked in the margin with ink.:

It was a story about Abraham, telling of his early life in New Salem; then

came a paragraph that had been heavily underlined:

He now become an actor in a new scene. He chanced to meet with a

lady, who to him seemed the height of perfection. Fie could think or

dream of naught but her. His feelings he soon made her acquainted with,

and was delighted with a reciprocation. This to him was perfect happiness;

and with uneasy anxiety he awaited tiie arrival of the day when the twain

.should be made one flesh.—-But that day was doomed never to arrive. Di-s-

ease came upon this lovely beauty, and she sickened and died. The youth

had wrapped his heart with her’s, and this was more than he could bear.

He saw her to her grave, and as the cold clods fell upon the coffin, he

sincerely wi-shed that he too had been enclosed within it. Melancholy
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came upon him; he was changed and sad. His friends detected strange

conduct and a flighty immagination. They placed him. under guard for

fear of his commiting suicide.

She sat rigid, unable to think . . . or to understand. Her eyes went

back to the heavily scored paragraph; He could think or dream of naught

hut her . . . -when the twain should he made one flesh . . . saw her to

her grave . . . wished he could he enclosed, within it.

Her first thought was, How low we have fallen! This story could be

nothing but the sheerest fiction. Had not Abraham told her she was the

only woman he had loved? To whom could it be referring? Abraham had

never loved Mary Owens, nor had she died; she had rejected him and

moved away. Once there had been a girl who lived near the Lincoln farm

in Kentucky whom he had liked, but whom he unblushingly confessed

had run away from him because he was the homeliest boy in the neighbor-

hood. He had told her about a pretty little girl called Kate Roby in his

blab school whom he had helped win a spelling bee by pointing to his eye

at the proper time in the word “defied.’^ Neither he nor anyone else ever

had mentioned a young lady with whom he had been in love, who had

loved him, to whom he had been betrothed, and who had died, sending

him into . , . what did the article say?

Melancholy came upon him; he was changed and sad. His friends de-

tected strange conduct . . ,

She rose with the newspaper in her hand, made for the door leading to

Abraham's office. But as she stood with her hand on the knob, her head

bowed, a constricting pain in her chest, she realized that she could not

talk of this to Abraham, not now. . . .

Even as she turned from the door her mind flooded with anger at the

bad taste of a man, purportedly writing a eulogy of Abraham, to start a

canard about an early and tragic love which could accomplish nothing

except to embarrass the president’s family!

And what charming, anonymous friend had gone to all the pains of

mailing her this issue of the Menard Axis, the offending paragraph under-

lined so that she would have no chance of missing it?

She hid the paper in a locked compartment at the back of her desk, went

into the sickroom.

William was terribly weak. She tried to feed him some broth that xMrs.

Keckley brought, but he had difficulty in swallowing. She remained calm,

kept up her hopes, did not permit herself to weep at the sight of the pale

and wasting boy, not until the afternoon when William whispered to their

minister from the New York Avenue Presbyterian Church

:

"Dr. Gurley, please give the money in my savings bank to tlie missionary

society for the Sunday school.”

Dear God, what could this mean? That William knew he was going to



die? She caught a bleak look on Abrahams face. Had he no hope left for

the boy's recovery? She would not give in to such feelings!

The next morning the executive office never opened. Abraham remained

with her at the boy’s side. At a little after noon William died. Mary fell

to her knees by the side of the bed, buried her face in the covers. The last

thing she heard was Abraham saying:

“My boy is gone, he is actually gone."
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A storm broke overhead, beating against her exhausted body and

her feverish brain. Dimly she heard voices: Abraham’s trying to soothe her,

Mrs. Kecldey’s as she washed her face with* a warm cloth, the nurse’s.

Orville Browning, who had been named as senator from Illinois to replace

Stephen Douglas, came in with his wife; Abraham had sent a carriage for

them. It was good to have someone from home with her, someone who
had known them in the years before they had been married, who had

known William from the time of his birth.

Suddenly Robert too was in the room, down from Har\''ard. Her oldest

son stood by, pale, very still.

She slept. It was morning, Abraham was sitting by her bed, leaning over

her with grief-.stricken face.

“It was hard to have liim die," he said in a half whisper, “but it’s harder

on us, Mary, to be alive without him. The Reverend Gurley is holding

services in the East Room. All our friends will be there . . . Willie’s

friends ...”

She dosed her eyes, buried her face in the pillow. He did not press her.

She awakened to the sound of someone walking back and forth, hack

and forth, with slow heavy tread. She recognized the sound as that of

Abraham pacing his room. The footsteps stopped, she heard uncontrollable

weeping.

She laid back the blankets, put her feet into a pair of slippers, gathered

a robe over her quaking shoulders, then went through the door connect-

ing her bedroom wdth her husband’s. Sitting in a chair, his face gripped in

long bony fingers as he rocked up and down, was Abraham. The draperies

were drawn, the room dark. She went to him, slipped onto his lap, took

his hands gently away from his face, kissed the wet cheeks and eyes.

“Abraham, you mustn’t . , .
you mustn’t . .

“This is Thursday, just a week since; d . . It’s bard, hard to have him

die."



“My dear, don’t you remember what you told me when Eddie died?

The Lord giveth and the Lord taketh away, li you believed it then, you

must believe it now.”

But even as she said the words she realized the basic difference; then

they were young, they would have other sons to take Edward’s place. Now
there would be no more children.

“It’s not only Willie, it’s all those boys on the battlefields . . . Bull

Run, Ball’s Bluff, others to come , . . dying so senselessly, so needlessly.

Mary, do you think if we had stayed home in Springfield, if Stephen

Douglas had moved into the White House, there would be none of us

parents losing our sons . , .
?”

She held her cheek against his until at last he was soothed. He bathed

his face with cold water in the big bowl on his dressing stand. There was a

quiet knock on the door. Abraham opened it to find Nicolay standing there,

“Forgive me for intruding, Mr. President, but the representative of the

king of Siam is in my office for the third time this week. He insists upon

knowing whether you will accept the brood elephants the king wishes to

send you.”

Abraham gave Mary a grim smile.

“Please inform the king of Siam that I respectfully decline, having a

very large elephant on hand just now which occupies all my attention, and

which the assembled wisdom of the nation don’t know what to do with.”

She had helped her husband; but how did she help herself? Now that

she was alone again in her bedroom she pulled the blankets over her head

and wept, paroxysms that devastated her. She had loved William so

deeply, and he had loved her with all the warmth of his tender and

affectionate nature. How did she live through the dread hours ahead, the

long grief-stricken days? How did she get out of bed, dress, run her home,

attend receptions, be a wife?

At nine that evening Browning came in with Elizabeth Edwards. The
sight of large-boned, gray-haired Elizabeth of the strong face and calm

manner was heartening; she relived the day she had been summoned
home from the picnic where she was listening to Henry Clay’s speech:

everybody was acting strangely, Grandmother Parker was weeping; eleven-

year-old Elizabeth had put an arm about her shoulders, said: “Come, Mary,

I’ll take you upstairs to your room”; and from that time had taken the

place of their dead mother. It was Elizabeth who had summoned, her to

Springfield, told her she had a “vacancy.”

Elizabeth sat on the edge of the bed, holding her sister while Mary wept

hysterically, then sank back on the pillow, spent.

When she was able to get out of bed she could not bring herself to

enter the Prince of Wales Room where William had died; the door was

locked. Nor could she go into the room where William had lain in state.



She canceled all receptions; o£ a late afternoon Elizabeth would receive

people who wished to present their condolences. When the Marine Band
played on Saturday afternoon in the president's park, with all of Washing-
ton out in the fine spring weather to stroll arm in arm, she asked Abraham
to stop the concerts. He urged her not to give in to her feelings, yet on

March 4, when his secretaries came into the library to offer restrained

congratulations, Abraham repeated slowly:

'The fourth of March? I have been president of the United States just

one year, and if either of you thinks it is a nice thing to be president of the

United States, just let him try it.”

With spring she suffered headaches of such blinding intensity she had

to avoid all bright light; sudden noises made her quiver from head to foot.

Frequently she would be overcome by a lassitude such as she had not

known since the twenty months in Elizabeth’s home when Abraham had

disappeared from her life. There were days when she could not get out of

bed, when she was racked by grief. There were other days when she

could dress in the mourning gowns Mrs. Keckley had made her, walk

through her daily chores, preside as mistress at table; but she never knew

which day was arriving on the morrow.

At the end of the first week in April the biggest and bloodiest battle of

the war was fought at Shiloh in Tennessee, with the Confederates catch-

ing General Ulysses S. Grant by surprise. Grant re-formed his troops and

counterattacked, driving the rebels from the field. It was the first major

victory of the war, but the White House was appalled at the more than

thirteen thousand Union soldiers killed, wounded or missing. The north

too was horrified, turning on General Grant as having been responsible

for the slaughter.

Abraham confided to Mary that Governor Curtin of Pennsylvania, one

of his staunch supporters, was sending Alexander K, McClure from Harris-

burg to persuade him to remove General Grant. McClure was ushered into

the library by Hay. Neither he nor Mary greeted each other. He launched

into a lashing attack on Grant, called him a butcher and a drunk whose

dismissal the north demanded. i

It appeared to Mary that McClure was not asking the president to dis-

miss Grant, he was telling him. Would Abraham take this order? He was

sitting deep in thought, his head lowered; then he raised his head slowly

and said;

“I can’t spare this man; he fights,” f

That night she saw that Elizabeth had .something on her mind. Eliza-

beth took a deep breath. >

*lt’s best you learn from me: our brother Samuel was killed in the battle

of Shiloh . . . fighting against Grant , .

. . Sam dead . ,
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Pictures of her brother flooded back : handsome, bright-faced Samuel, all

fun and fire like herself, sitting a horse with reckless grace . . . Then

the images faded; Samuel was gone; as grief flooded over her, she said to

Elizabeth:

“Death must be my friend, he is so much with me.”

She was ill again, I’he month of April saw her out of bed almost not at

all. On those rare occasions when she looked into a mirror she saw the

deep purple rings under her eyes, and behind them the stranger who had

taken possession. She did not know what she would have done without

Elizabeth’s ever capable hands to help her.

It was finally Tad’s loneliness which penetrated her isolation.

“Ma, I’m tired of playing by myself. I want to play together.”

“Poor Taddie, you do miss Willie, don’t you? We’ll go out to the stables

and arrange to have hutches built for your rabbits.”

She loved Tad the more deeply for the fact that his loss had been as pro-

found as her own. She had not been spending much time with Tad, they

had only to look at each other to think of William; but Abraham had been

good for Tad, he spent much time working at a little desk in Tad’s room,

signing his documents there, telling his son, “When I sign my name for

the public I have to sign Ahraha-m Lincoln, but I like best the A. Lin-

coln/’ Tad was happier when his father was doing his work close by.

May passed, then June was on them, and the heat of summer. She knew
little of what was going on about her except that the war still was a stale-

mate, that Abraham still wAs not able to persuade General McClellan to

strike because no matter how many men, guns or horses the Union had,

the general was convinced that the Confederacy had a greater number.

There were days, sometimes even weeks, when her grief was unassuage-

able, when she wept for long hours in her room. Abraham spoke kind and

patient words to her, yet she was unconsolable, A tall skinny woman by

the name of Bonpoint wrote articles on spiritualism for the newspapers,

which were devoting more and more space to the subject since so many
people after the beginning of the war had started going to s<5ances. She
tried to persuade Mary to accompany her.

“Come with me tomorrow afternoon to Mrs. Laury’s in Georgetown,

She can get directly in touch with your William, and tell you about his

life in the next world. If you believe hard enough, she can bring William
back to you.”

Mary declined, but she went sleepless through the night. When Mrs.

Bonpoint persisted in seeing her the next morning, Mary had no strength

with which to resist. At Mrs. Laury’s she sat hand in hand with strangers

around a table in the darkened room and heard ghostly noises interspersed

with the sound of beating on a drum and the tingle of distant bells. In-
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timate details o£ William’s life were revealed. Could Mrs. Laury be speak-

ing with William’s spirit? Mrs. Laury asked questions and repeated

William’s answers: he was with Edward? he was sorry to see her grieving;

that night he would come to her in her bedroom at the White House.

She went to bed immediately upon returning home, was prevailed upon

to eat some supper at sundown, fell into a sleep of exhaustion. Some hours

later—she knew only that the night was pitch-black and siient-she half

wakened to feel rather than see a light at the foot of her bed. There stood

William with the same sweet smile he had always had.

She bounded up from her pillow. The light faded. William was gone.

Shivering from head to foot, she fumbled her way out of bed, donned robe

and slippers, made her way into Abraham’s room. She found him awake

and reading the Bible. She cast herself upon his bosom in an uncontrol-

lable rush of joy.

‘'He lives, Abraham, he lives! He can come to me every night, if only

I’ll believe,”

Abraham put her under the covers, wrapped the blankets about her

shoulders to stop her shivering, then held her securely in his arms.

“Mary, you must not give way to this kind of thing. These people

victimize the lonely and sick at heart. This willingness to believe in

spiritualism is part of your illness. Promise me that you’ll give no more

credence to it?”

She did not answer. The next morning, when he came into her bed-

room and found her at the window, her eyes red and puffy, he put an arm

about her waist, said:

“Mary, you see that asylum up on the hill? Many of its unfortunates are

there because they have been unable to control their feelings.”

She turned from his grasp; his warning seemed to have been spoken as

much to himself as to her.

“This afternoon I’m visiting the Judiciary Square Hospital. Suppose you

come with me?”

She wore a black dress with a long crepe veil. They walked around the

tables in the dining hall, shaking hands wdth those getting w'ell, asking

questions about home and family. Then they passed into the wards; here

there was no handshaking, for dried blood and death hung heavy on the

air, fetid with festering wounds. Young men with pale hone-ridged faces,

arms or legs or parts of the head shot away, burned with fever. She stopped

at each bed, talking with those who could talk, touching the coverlet of

tho.se of parched lips and parched eyes who could not speak.

When they returned to the carriage she said, “I’m ashamed of all the

tears I shed, at my owm loss; I should have been shedding them for these

sick and dying boys, and for their mothers who can’t be here to comfort

or care for them.”
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"Do not reproacli yourself, Mary; there are tears enough for all.”

That night she prayed for the living instead of the dead.

She went into the conservatory, asked Watt to cut her all the flowers

in bloom and returned to the Judiciary Square Hospital to spend the

afternoons in the w'ards, laying fresh flowers on the pillows of the sickest,

pouring forth words of hope and encouragement to the so desperately

young and lonely boys, far away from home, in their fawnlike eyes the

fear of dying before having lived.

She made the rounds: to the Douglas Hospital on Minnesota Row and

I Street, already known as the surgeons^ hospital, to the Union Hotel

Hospital, with the smells of damp corridors, kitchens and stables permeat-

ing the forty-bed ward in the ballroom, the men covered with dirty

blankets; to the hospitals organized in churches and factories, to the

museum of the Patent Office where each alcove had been converted to a

ward, the marble floors scrubbed and covered with matting by the house-

wives of the country who had come in to be nurses.

Each day she went unaccompanied to a new hospital; no one knew she

was coming, in few instances was she recognized. When she learned that

the patients were starved for such little luxuries as candies, cakes, jellies,

she stripped the White House of its incoming gifts of sweets and liquors,

urged the cooks to bake all the extra cookies their time would allow.

When she found that no provision had been made for special dinners

on Sundays, she emptied the White House larder of its chickens and

turkeys, then finding that this was only a meager start, took a hundred

dollars of her own savings and ordered enough chickens for every hospital

patient in Washington for that week end.

The joy on the faces of the boys as she came into the gloomy wards

brought her heartbroken happiness. Soon she knew the name, home place,

family history of hundreds of the wounded; she began carrying a dispatch

case and each afternoon wrote a dozen or so letters home for boys who
were unable to write;

My Dear Mrs. Berdin:

As I am sitting by the side of your dear boy, I will write you for him.

He is sick and wounded, but he is getting along nicely. lie says don't

worry about him as he will come out all right.

Yoitrs in love,

Mrs. Abraham Lincoln

A grizzled old doctor, who had come out of retirement to help in the

crisis, took her hands in his gnarled ones.

"So this is the woman the papers say shows excessive grief! Mrs. Presi-

dent, I wish more of our Washington ladies understood the nature of

grief, these homesick boys would get well sooner.”



The only friend she met on her rounds was Mrs. Caleb Smith, wife of

the Secretary of the Interior; the white-haired matronly woman was on
identical errands of mercy. They joined forces in those projects which

were too large for one woman to handle, such as a supply of oranges and
lemons which the army did not consider necessary to the sick but the

doctors felt were urgently needed. When there was no other way to get

the supplies she purcl>|sed them out of her own purse, no longer bother-

ing to keep track; and' then, mysteriously, she began finding sums left in

her sewing basket in the family library.

Her helper and confidant in the White House was William Stoddard,

ever loyal and discreet, who somehow had got it into his head that pro-

tecting the wife of the president was tantamount to serving the president,

the administration and the Union. One morning when she was reading

some of the eastern newspapers, noting the aiticism against her for omit-

ting all White House entertaining and for preventing the Marine Band

from playing during the summer, Stoddard said in his friendly voice;

“Mrs. Lincoln, you are losing opportunities by not taking outside com-

pany with you to the hospitals. If you were worldly-wise you would carry

newspaper correspondents with you, of both sexes, every time you went,

and you would have them take notes of what you say to the sick soldiers,

and what they say to you. Noah Brooks, the reporter for the Sacramento

Union, says that if you would then bring the reporters back to the White

House and give them cake and coffee, you could sweeten the content of

many journals . . . and certainly of my wastebasket!”

She put her middle finger on Stoddard’s rough wool coat, replied with

a wistful smile:

“If I had something to gain from all this, beyond my happiness in giv-

ing, it would lose meaning for me. Besides, so many of my troubles I bring

on myself. That’s the nature of true tragedy, isn’t it, not what happens to

us from the outside, from external fate, though heaven knows that can be

bad enough; but what, through our own character, we make happen to

ourselves. But not a word to the newspapers, Mr. Stoddard.”

A few days later Stoddard rushed into the library with a copy of the

New York Trihme, spluttering:

".
. . swear I didn’t do it ...”

Mary took the paper foom his hands, read;

Mrs. Lincoln has contributed more than any lady at Washington, from

her private purse, to alleviate the sufferings of our wounded soldiers. Day

by day her carriage is seen in front of the hospitals rvhere she distributes

with her own hands delicacies prepared in the kitchen of the White House.

She thought of what she had told young Stoddard, and of Dr. Ward,

who had tried to reassure her about the future by suggesting that in the
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unfolding of a human life the certainties of character were more important

than the accidents of fate. He had been right: with the exception of the

death of her two sons, everything that had happened to her for good or

evil had arisen from her own needs and nature.

It was true, as the Greelcs said, that the gods of fate came shod in wool;

yet how delicately perceptive was one's hearing when one had knowledge

of self!

18

HER old interests revived. She set out to learn the important

things that had been happening during the past months. Abraham was

happy to have her to talk to again.

He told her the good news first. The Union had won certain victories:

on April 25 a naval expedition had captured New Orleans, landed troops

and now controlled the Confederacy’s largest seaport. He had gone himself

to Fortress Monroe on Chesapeake Bay, just opposite Richmond, ordered

gunboats to attack Confederate batteries, chosen the landing spot for the

Union troops who then captured Norfolk, taken six thousand prisoners

and forced the Confederates to blow up their first steel-plated ship, the

MerrimaCf which Washington had long feared would steam up the Poto-

mac and reduce the capital to rubble. At the battle of Fair Oaks, General

McClellan, though he could not be induced to attack, successfully with-

stood an attack by the main southern army.

Abraham had rid himself of Secretary of War Simon Cameron, without

losing the support of Cameron’s Pennsylvania organization, by giving him
the post of minister to Russia that Cassius Clay no longer wanted; and had

appointed the fanatically honest, able martinet Edwin Stanton. \lTien

Mary learned that Stanton was the lawyer who had ejected Abraham from

the McCormick-Manny reaper case in Cincinnati she shook her head in

amazement: since everyone said Stanton was the best man for the job,

Abraham would hold Stanton’s dispatch case if the new Secretary of War
would bring him victories.

And Abraham had signed a bill forever freeing the slaves in the District

of Columbia, though he had insisted that their owners he compensated out

of federal funds. Never again would visitors to the capital of a people’s

government see coffles of bound men moving into Georgia Pen.

Then he felt constrained to relate the bad news: there had been more
defeats than victories, more blows than progress. His continuous efforts

to have the loyal border states accept compensated emancipation, in an



attempt to solidify the north, had been summarily rejected. When the

Confederates had abandoned Manassas it was found that the heavy

artillery that had frightened McClellan into winter camp and kept him
from attacking were nothing more than logs painted black to look like

cannon, exactly like the logs William and Tad had mounted on the roof

of the White House; that Pinkerton’s reports of the Confederacy’s supe-

riority in numbers had proved to be equally ludicrous. Stonewall Jackson,

lightninglike commander of a highly mobile Confederate army, had de-

feated the Union troops at Winchester, Cross Keys, Port Republic, de-

spite Abraham’s frantic plans to surround Jackson and annihilate his force.

When Abraham ordered McClellan to move on Richmond by the overland

route, McClellan had countered with a plan to go by a water route. Abra-

ham still could not make him take the oflFensive.

“I had to take away his supreme command, leave him just the Army of

the Potomac,” said Abraham. “He must be less than five miles from

Richmond now; if he fails this time we’ll both be in a bad row of stumps,”

Now, at the end of June, eleven months after the Union rout at Bull

Run, General McClellan wheeled his men into position to attack. From

the beginning the news was bad, for General Robert E. Lee struck first

at the hesitant McClellan at Mechani'csville. It was the first of the Seven

Days’ bloody fighting at Gaines’s Mill, White Oak Swamp, Frayser’s Farm,

Malvern Hill, with McClellan always on the defensive, burning and

abandoning huge stores of supplies, at one point in danger of having his

army annihilated. None of the Union objectives was achieved; not any;

and when the north learned of the staggering casualties, the failure of the

highly organized and well-supplied army of McClellan either to crush

Lee’s forces or capture Richmond, its morale sank to a new low of de-

spondency.

No one escaped censure: General McClellan was called a moral and

physical coward, Secretary of War Stanton a fool, Secretary of State Sew-

ard a meddler . . . President Abraham Lincoln a weakling who was

slowly but surely destroying the nation.

Mary was in Abraham’s office late at night while he worked silently at

his desk. Their old friend Orville Browning came in, said solicitously:

“Mr. President, you’re under such terrible pressure, you shouldn’t be

working late at night, you need rest.”

Abraham looked up from his papers, said in a tone that challenged the

importance of such an observation:

“Browning, we must all die sometime.”

Mary gazed at his careworn face, silently prayed. Dear Lord, don’t let

anything happen to him.

He had been in office for sixteen months and was considerably farther

from the end of the rebellion than the day he had taken office, with Eng-



land and France threatening war. What they had hoped would be a family

argument that could be settled or compromised without serious damage to

either side now looked like a massacre that might not end until every

building and state of the nation had been destroyed.

For Abraham, she knew, it was also the bottom of the pit, for New York,

Pennsylvania, Ohio, Indiana and Illinois, all of which had gone Re-

publican in i860, would vote Democratic in the October and November

congressional elections, thus disavowing the Republican administration

and President Lincoln. The Democrats would take over the Congress, sue

for peace, officially ratify the Confederacy as a sovereign nation. The
LInion would be a dead thing.

Fie paced the floor, deeply agitated.

'‘Mary, I am cornered.’’

"And this is what I yearned for,” she said sadly; “to bring you to

Calvary.”

He wheeled about at the window end of the room, came to stand before

her chair at the center table, his eyes flashing fire.

“Nobody knows better than you, Mary, that my paramount object in

this straggle has been to save the Union, and not either to save or destroy

slavery. In spite of my oft-expressed personal wish that all men everywhere

could be free, it is my official duty to save this Union. If I could save the

Union without freeing any slave I would do it, and if I could save it by

freeing all the slaves I would do it; if I could save it by freeing some and

leaving others alone I would also do that.”

His voice became high, almost soaring.

“We have asserted our physical strength, it has not been enough; now
we must put forth our spiritual strength. It means the utter rain of the

south, a thing I have spent sleepless nights and frantic days trying to avoid.

Yet it is too late to try to think of saving the south, we are going down with

her.”

Mary's heart skipped a beat.

“Abraham, you are going to proclaim emancipation!”

“Yesterday would have been too soon; the border states are tied to us

now, with federal troops stationed on their soil. Tomorrow vidll be too late.

Now the north will never be able to abandon the war, even if the Demo-
crats win the next election; for the war and the Union and the freedom of

the Negro will be bound together.”

Flis voice became quiet; a radiance in his eyes lit the homely face with

an inner beauty.

“We will yet prove that men are capable of governing themselves.”

Beyond her feeling of sadness and sympathy for the south, for her

friends and neighbors who had been good masters and good citizens, who
had everything they owned tied up in plantations and the slaves, fine



people who had not invented slavery but who had inherited it as a way of

life, and who now would be rained; beyond her sympathy for them lay an

almost uncontainable joy; this would be the end of w^hat Cassius Clay

had called the “ultimate evil,” Never again would a little girl stand on the

lawn of her grandmother’s house and from across Mechanics Alley hear

the soft moaning of slaves crowded into pens; nor see Negroes lashed

across the back; nor watch children tom from their parents on the towm

auction block. Never again would decent men like her father be obliged,

because they were in a business world, to sell slaves in the public square

and thus be guilty of perpetuating slaver)?.

Abraham was speaking softly.

“Victory won’t be achieved soon; many more young men will have to

die, many parents suffer the ultimate loss. But something noble will be

achieved to compensate us for our tragedy.”

He sat down at the big central desk, dumped a number of scribbled

papers from his pockets onto the table, one comer of his mouth twitching

in a little smile.

“You see, Mary, I am up to my old tricks.”

She sat opposite him as he picked up his pen, returning the little smile.

“Be lucible, Abraham.”





toiVIII
WHOM HAVE I IN HEAVEN? '

I

SHE stepped out onto the porch of the Anderson cottage at the

Soldiers’ Home, three miles from the White House, where they had come

to escape the intense summer heat of the city. The air w^as pungent with

the odor of fresh-cut grass. Stars arching above her lighted the cobalt sky.

A clock in the parlor spoke of eleven; Abraham should be home any

minute now. She sat on the bottom of the stoop, took off her shoes and

stockings, walked about on the grassy knoll. At the crest of the hill she

threw herself down to gaze at the lights of Washington; Abraham often

returned to the White Elouse after dinner, riding on a gray army mare

named Old Abe by Ward Hill Lamon. She did not mind being left alone,

it was peaceful here. Abraham had work that could he cared for in these

evening hours; it was difficult for him to tear himself away from the dis-

patch office, and frequently friends from Springfield and the Eighth Cir-

cuit, Joshua Speed, Ward Elill Lamon, Orville Browning and a dozen

others, gathered round him in his office to tell tales. He needed this laugh-

ter and companionship.

On July n Abraham had named to the command formerly held by

General Winfield Scott, General Henry W. Halleck, who promptly

ordered McClellan’s Army of the Potomac to move north by water and join

forces with General Pope’s freshly organized Army of Virginia. But Con-

federate Stonewall Jackson struck first, at Cedar Mountain, badly defeat-

ing General Pop’s army.

It was now a month since Abraham had written his emancipation

proclamation and read it to his cabinet. Secretary Seward had maintained

that the proclamation should follow a military victory rather than defeat,

otherwise it might appear as an act of despair. Since the weeks that fol-

lowed had brought only additional defeat, the proclamation still lay

dormant in his desk.

She heard Old Abe coming up the hill, rose and made her way toward



the path, A shot rent the quiet night, then the sound of a horse galloping

at top speed. She ran past the house to the stable,

“Abraham, what was that shot?”

. . not a shot, dear, just a loud noise. Scared Old Abe here out of his

wits.”

“Where is your hat?”

, . hat? Oh . . . Old Abe bounded forward so fast that it knocked

off my eight-dollar plug. I’ll find it in the morning.”

“Well find it now.”

Some fifty yards down the road she picked up his dusty black stovepipe,

discovered a bullet hole halfway up its side. She turned to Abraham, her

eyes wide.

"Two inches lower, and your head would have followed your hat!”

“It’s just a stray rifle ball fired by some bushwhacker.” His complexion

had turned a trifle green, belying the conversational tone. “Let’s be care-

ful this doesn’t get to the press, shall we? No use getting everybody

alarmed,”

“Abraham, you must let that cavalry company escort you back and forth

to the White House. And please don’t tell me that it would never do for

a president to be surrounded by guards with drawn sabers, as if he fancied

himself an emperor.”

They turned out the lights in the impersonal parlbt with its bare furni-

ture and stale air, went up the angular staircase to a brown-plastered bed-

room furnished with a mahogany bed, bureau and washstand. Abraham

dropped his coat on the bed, walked to the front window and gazed south-

ward over the Potomac.

“It’s almost midnight. Come get some sleep,” she counseled.

He turned his back on the window.

“All right, Mary, I’ll come to bed. But even when I sleep I don’t rest.

Nothing seems to touch the tired spot.”

They were up at six the next morning in order for Abraham to be back

at the War Department telegraph office by seven. The sun was already hot.

As he picked up his Sunday hat, Mary announced that she was moving

back to the M/bite House; this would avoid the lonely trips home at mid-

night.

He was having difficulties not only with General Pope, who had been

defeated, and McClellan, who had allowed precious days to slip by with-

out breaking camp, but also with his new Secretary of War Edwin Stanton,

who was running the War Department with such ferocious efficiency that

stepped-on toes made their way to the Lincoln apartment daily to complain

about Stanton’s dictatorial methods.

Congressman Owen Lovejoy of Illinois came to lunch to recommend
that the eastern and western troops be intermingled; Abraham sent him to



Stanton with a note of approval. Mary, Abraham and Tad were still at

table when Lovejoy returned, red in the face.

“When I showed Secretary Stanton your letter he said, ‘The president is

a damn fool!’
”

Mary and Tad were offended, Abraham only grinned.

“Weil, if Stanton says so, I reckon I must be, for he is nearly always

right.”

That afternoon Stanton called at the executive office. His route back to

the War Department lay across the south lavm where Tad w'as playing

with the gardener’s new spray nozzle. When Stanton got within range,

Tad turned the nozzle on him, hitting him in the face with the stream of

water, then playing it up and down Stanton’s full figure.

Sopping wet and quivering with rage, Stanton brought the boy to Mary
and Abraham.

“I teached him not to call my father a damned fool!” Tad cried.

His parents exchanged a meaningful glance. Abraham turned to his

Secretary.

“Stanton, you’d better make peace with Tad. You're getting yourself

disliked on all sides by fuming and swearing at everybody, and Tad isn’t

the only person who resents some of the things you say to and about me. If

you can make this boy your friend, you will be better able to win the war

and save the Union.”

Two days later Stanton came to the family apartment, presented nine-

year-old Tad with a commission as a lieutenant of the United States Volun-

teers, and a Union uniform with epaulets. The latest White House

skirmish was resolved.

The air in Washington was stiflingly fetid from the swamps, but not

nearly so suffocating as the blanket of silence that had fallen upon the

capital: during those rare moments when she could entice Abraham into

the family apartments for a cool lemonade or to stretch out for a brief

rest, he confided that General Pope’s forty-thoiisand-man Army of Virginia

rvas lost south of Bull Run; there had been neither telegraphic nor courier

message from him for three days. General McClellan, who finally had

moved his army to Aquia Creek, some twenty-five miles south of Bull Run,

would come no closer to the Army of Virginia until assured by General

Haileck that he, rather than Pope, would be in command of the combined

force.

“I spend half my time trying to locate the generals,” Abraham groused,

“the other half trying to get news from the front.”

Now", toward the end of August, they learned why all communication

had been cut off: a rebel force had moved between Pope’s army and Wash-

ington. All day Friday they heard cannonading. Mary hoped to divert
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Abraham by making him walk withi her in the conservatory, showing him

the glowing reds and purples of the late summer blooms.

He said abstractedly:

“I can’t tell colors, that’s why I never cared much for flowers.”

All the next day muffled thunder could be heard coming from beyond

the Virginia hills. In the afternoon as the wind veered the smell of powder

and smoke drifted into the White House. At midnight, while tliey sat in

the library using their fans to ward oflf the myriad of bugs that flew in the

open windows, John Hay came to report from General Hallcck tliat the

greatest battle of the century was being fought, that Hallcck liad sent

every man to reinforce Pope, and that there should he glad tidings at sun-

rise.

When she awakened a few hours later she found Abraham standing

over her, his face ashen.

“Mary, we are whipped again! General Pope’s army is driven from the

field.”

She sprang up.

"But how could that be? McClellan’s army was just a short march away.”

"McClellan never joined Pope. What I feared, happened: General Lee

brought his army northward with tremendous speed, joined Stonewall

Jackson, and cut our men to ribbons. It’s a second disaster at Bull

Run.”

They made for the wharves at Sixth Street where the white river boats

were bringing in the wounded, their whistles piping the melancholy news

of arrival. From the riverbank Mary saw the forms of the dead in the prow,

under sheets. The boats moored in silence, the hospital workers went

noiselessly aboard with their stretchers, careful not to step on the wounded
who were laid out on every inch of the deck, coming off with their gaunt

and green-faced cargo, each ambulance making for its appointed hospital.

"Those poor fellows,” said Abraham, tears in his eyes. “Thi,s sufl’ering,

this loss of life is dreadful. I cannot bear it.”

Thousands fled the capital, riding trains, carriages, wagons, even as they

had in April i86i. Again there were bags of cement in front of the

Treasury, horsemen carrying away important War Department documents,

clerks from the civil departments drilling in the streets,

Mary spent her time in the Lincoln General Hospital, bringing what

comfort she could to the wounded. Soldiers lay on blankets in the hallways,

in operating rooms where surgeons were amputating arms and legs, digging

bullets out of backs and viscera. She thought, Death is the only victor: we
work and hope and pray and fight; we win a little; but death takes all.

She reached home at dusk to find Abraham pacing his office in anguish.

When he heard her enter he cried:

"McClellan wanted Pope to fail; he’s so scared at what he’s done he’s



down with diarrhea. General Halleck is in bed with a nervous collapse.

Secretary Chase says we can't raise any more money. Secretary Stanton

says Pope is a disgrace. Our armies are heat, our generals discredited, our

money gone. I just don't know what to do, Mary, I don’t know what to

do.”

She contrived a ghost of a smile,

“We’d better have some food or we’ll be in poor form to receive General

Lee when he rides up to the White House to accept our surrender.”

He straightened his hunched shoulders.

“They’ll put the iron in our soul before they have done with us, won’t

tlieyr*”

She thought of the dead lying under sheets on the prow of the ambu-

lance boats.

“Sometimes I think that's all we have left; no souls any more, only the

iron that has replaced them.”

Sleep was unthinkable; they padded back and forth in bare feet to each

other’s bedrooms. At dawn she dressed, loaded the carriage with all the

spirits and viands and flowers in the White House, then emptied her

savings from the locked drawer of her escritoire into a shopping basket and

went abroad to buy additional supplies. In front of the Judiciary Square

Hospital the naked tlead were stretched out in orderly rows on the ground

while carpenters sawed and nailed planks into colIins. Past her went carts

and farm wagons loaded with cofllns, headed for the cemetery at the

Soldiers’ Home.

Pope had lost i'oiirteen thousand men, Lee nine thousand. The evidence

piling up against McClellan was overwhelming: his telegram to Abraham

sugge.sting they “let Pope get out of his own scrape”; the outcry of the

commanders of twenty thousand troops who had been spoiling for battle,

when told that hlcCHellan had claimed they were not ready to fight.

Abraham was silent at the family breakfast table. He had reports from

the War Department of General Lee's advance into Maryland, giving the

Confederate general an open road to Pennsylvania. For the first time a

rebel army had invaded the north. The question was no longer whether

the north could c'onqucr the south, but whether the south might not

capture the north. Abraham dropped his coffee cup into its saucer.

"1 have no c'hf)ice. We must use what tools we have. There is no one in

the army xvho can man these fortifications half as well as he can. He
excels in making others ready to fight.”

Mary stared in astonishment,

“Surely you can't he talking about McClellanr”

“I am going to his house now and ask him to take over Pope's troops. It’s

our only hope of saving Washington.”

She sat rigid on her chair. The Union press was outraged at McClellan,
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the members of the cabinet were excoriating him; she could guess the fury

that would lash Abraham when he reported his decision.

Yet Abraham proved to be right; McClellan, distressed at the open hos-

tility to him, performed a miracle of reorganization. Within forty-eight

hours he had sent an advance corps to search for General Lee, the next

day he put his army on the march. Once again Mary went out to the north

portico to stand with Abraham and review a Union army moving out to

end the rebellion.

Abraham cried; “I make a solemn vow before God that if General Lee

is driven back from Pennsylvania I will crown the result by a declaration

of freedom for the slaves. Public sentiment will sustain it."

"Amen,” she said softly.

A week later a message arrived that McClellan had intercepted a rebel

courier with General Lee’s instructions to General Jackson. The two vast

armies clashed head on at Antietam Creek in Maryland, the first battle

to be fought on northern soil. At the end of the day twenty thousand

men of both armies lay dead and wounded in the orchards and ripe corn-

fields. Badly hurt, General Lee would have to pull his army back into

Virginia.

“The time has come, Mary,” said Abraham. “I wish it was a better time.

I wish that we were in a better condition. But Fm going to fulfill my
promise.”

'

2 '

THE Emancipation Proclamation was released to the press; it was

to become the law on January i, 1863, They gathered the nation’s papers

about them of a Sunday afternoon to judge its reception, Abraham sprawl-

ing on the floor to read the editorials. Horace Greeley bannered: "God
Bless Abraham Lincoln!”; the Chicago Tribune said: “The President has

set his hand and affixed the great seal to the grandest proclamation ever

issued by man.” Most people of the north took courage from it, feeling that

once the war had been won there could never again be slavery to shame
or convulse tlie nation.

But the Democratic press condemned him as a fraud for having dragged

the country into war on the pretext of preserving the Union, when his

hidden purpose had been to free the slaves. The New York Herald accused

him of “throwing a sop to the abolitionists,” the New York World declared

him “adrift on a current of radical fanaticism”; the local Washington
paper, the National Intelligencer^ editorialized, “We shall be only too



happy to find that -no harm has been done by the present declaration of the

Executive/’ The cruelest cut came from the London Times, an attack

widely reprinted throughout the United States: “Is Lincoln a name ulti-

mately to be classed among the catalogue of monsters, the wholesale assas-

sins and butchers of their kind?”

Abraham sat with his hands holding his knees under his chin, gazing at

her perplexedly.

“Do you know the question that conies to mind? ‘Abraham Lincoln,

are you a man or a dog?’
”

“A man, I hope; if you’re a dog, I hate to think what that makes me.”

That struck his funny bone.

He left for Antietam to visit McClellan’s army: McClellan had not

pursued Lee, and Lee had been able to withdraw his army safely across the

Potomac. The war was no more over than it had been before Antietam.

When Abraham returned, his cadaverous face was twisted into lines of

torture, his left iris stuck high in its socket.

“I got the hypo,” he announced dully.

Her searching glance took in the introverted look on his drawn and

colorless face, his eyes deathlike in their,gloomy depths. He half staggered

to his desk and sat down, speaking in sepulchral tones of the hard times

and agony ahead, of how the war would be long and bloody, with no sign

of encouragement anywhere on the horizon.

She shivered inside Iterself; in spite of the succession of military defeats

and the unceasing ]>resstire of numberless groups and individuals, this was

the first time he hat! sxiccuml>ed to his dread ailment.

She asked William, the servant, to fill the green tub in the basement

with tepid water, laid out fresh linen, had a plate of quartered oranges

taken to him from the adjoining kitchen. Lie came upstairs clean and

shaved, but he could not bring his eyes into focus. When she asked how

he had found the Army of the Potomac, he muttered darkly:

“You think it’s the Army of the Potomac? It is General McClellan’s

bodyguard. I said i would remove him if he let Lee get away from him. I

cannot bore with an anger too dull to take hold. But who do I put in his

place?”

That was the last word he uttered. Lie was sunk deep in melancholia.

All night she heard him moving about his bedroom. In the morning his

office door was closed and had a locked look. For a second day he spoke

not a word. Ller own nerves were beginning to get on edge as she tried to

tell herself that this would pass in a day or two.

The news grew worse: state elections brought defeat and repudiation,

the Democrats svt'ecping New York, Pennsylvania, Ohio, Indiana, New
Jersey, all of which i\hraham had carried in i860. The Illinois legislature

too went Democratic; her cousin John T. Stuart, running as an independ-



ent, defeated Abraham’s Republican friend, Leonard Swett, for Congress;

the new governor of New York, Horatio Seymour, was a Democrat who
had consistently opposed Abraham. Mr. Lincoln, elected as a minority

candidate, was now more in a minority than ever.

William came to the little reception room at the head of the family

stairs where she was keeping her hands busy sewing lace on gift handker-

chiefs.

“Mister Lincum not eaten, three days now. Beggin’ your pardon,

Madame Lincum, but cook has food on the table; if you could fetch him,

someaway?”

She went into the main hallway, made for the executive suite. In Abra-

ham’s office the cabinet was assembled about the big table, Abraham silent,

the air rent with controversy as Secretaries Seward and Chase glared at

each other. She went to Abraham’s side.

“Abraham, William tells me you haven’t touched the trays of food

I sent in. I shan’t leave the room unless you come with me,”

Abraham rose, said hoarsely, “All right, Mary.”

She started for their apartment with Abraham immediately behind her.

At the door he picked her up by the elbows, deposited her on the outside,

pulled the door to.

That afternoon she received a letter from Lexington, telling her that her

brother David had been mortally wounded in a battle on the Mississippi,

In the same post was a copy of Harfer's Weekly for November 8 inform-

ing the country that Mrs. President Lincoln’s brother, who had just been

killed in battle, was the one who formerly had been the Jailer of the Union

troops at Richmond, that ...

... It is probably this division of sentiment which has given rise to the

gossip and scandal respecting the views of the lady who presides over the

White House.

Chills swept over her. When Mrs. Keckley got her under covers the

tears came, tears for David, for whom she could only w^eep clandestinely;

for Abraham, sick with anxiety.

Mrs. Keckley brought hot senna tea.

“I don’t know what I should have done without you, Mrs. Keckley,”

sighed Mary. “Some of these periocjs will launch me away. . .

A few mornings later Abraham awakened with the headache gone, his

eyes in balance. He came into Mary’s bedroom with a warm smile, kissed

her.

That day she and Mrs, Caleb Smith began their work of providing the

hospitals with Christmas dinners; they had been collecting funds for



several months and had ample cash to buy a large supply o£ chiclcens,

turkeys, cranberries, fresh butter, cakes and puddings.

An important part of Abraham's recovery was his renewed hope based

on the appointment of General Ambrose E. Burnside to the command of

the Army of the Potomac. Sitting in her bedroom with her that evening as

she worked on her hospital allotments, he outlined Burnside’s plan for a

campaign against Richmond. Burnside had promised to move immediateiv

providing General Halleck, in charge of supply, would get him the pon-

toon bridges necessary to cross the Rappahannock River.

A week later Burnside had not moved his army because the pontoon

bridges had never arrived; General Lee had been given suflBcient time to

entrench his troops on the heights above Fredericksburg, halfway down
the main route to Richmond, Burnside believed he could cross the Rappa-

hannock safely on pontoons he would build himself, and with his army of

one hundred and ten thousand men drive Lee's army of seventy-two

thousand before him.

Abraham could not sleep; she stayed up all Friday night with him, for

General Burnside had said he would attack Saturday morning at dawn.

Dispatches reported the two armies engaged in full strength. In the after-

noon she walked with him to the War Department where the telegraph

instruments were clicking at full speed. ‘The battle rages furiously.

Wounded are arriving every minute.” “The roar of musketry is almost

deafening.” “Nothing definite in regard to progress of the fight.” At six, a

little after dark, came word, “The firing has ceased,” but no clue as to how
the battle had gone.

Sunday there was silence: no telegram or courier from the battlefield,

not even the ringing of bells, so many of the churches having been con-

verted into hospitals. The family apartment was quiet. Tliere were no

callers. At nine that night when word reached them that Henry Villard

of the New York Trihme had been seen at Willard's, giving an eyewitness

account of the battle, Abraham .sent for him. Fie came at once, in the

dusty, sweaty clothes he had worn on the battlefield. When he was brought

to the upstairs reception room Abraham said:

“I am much obliged to you for coming. We, Mrs. Lincoln and 1, are

x'ery anxious, and have heard very little,”

Mary went to a chair by the window, leaving the two men facing each

other across the table. It was a dread story she heard; General Burnside

had hurtled his troops aaross fields covered by Lee’s ardliery, then up open

slopes where they had been slaughtered by the entrenched rebels. There

were more than twelve thousand Union dead and wounded.

Governor Curtin of Penn^lvania burst into the sitting room, told of

the waves of Union troops plunging themselves with magnificent courage

into the hell of shrapnel and rifle bullets.

411



“Mr. President, it wasn't a battle, it was a butcheiy!"

Abraham swayed on his feet. Mary rushed to him. He was trembling

from head to foot. Governor Curtin quieted his own agitation.

“Mr, President, I am deeply touched by your sorrow, and at the distress

I have caused you.”

All night she heard the slow, heavy tread of Abraham’s feet pacing up

and down in his room. A man’s tread might well be heavy, she t1i<.)ught,

when there was such a load upon his shoulders and heart.

The next evening she heard the funereal whistles of the boats coming

into the wharf. Every ambulance in Washington was waiting, their backs

lined to the wharf, the horses standing motionless with heads down.

Members of the Sanitary Commission held torches to light the eerie scene.

She heard the cry, “Steamer in sight!” and another boat came out of the

rain with its cargo of misery and death. All night, all the next day, all the

next night . . . thousands of men shot down in the fields, the drainage

ditches, the sunken roads and the open slopes of Fredericksburg.

The north became a Fredericksburg, with the shrapnel and bullets

sprayed thick over the fields and ditches and open slopes of Abraham’s

administration. The Committee on the Conduct of the War summoned

General Burnside, questioning him so secretly that Abraham had to wait

to read the evidence in the New York Trihune. He was accused of “plac-

ing the army in the hands of its enemies,”

Abraham sat beside her, too stricken for comfort. He held her finger.s

tightly in his cold hands.

“I appointed Burnside; I allowed him to attack under his own plan. The
failure is mine; all the failures must be mine,”

“Then the ultimate triumph must be yours too,’' she said encouragingly.

3

SHE now had the task of apportioning the Christmas foods to the

superintendents of the hospitals, spending her days in the cool damp base-

ment M?hich smelled like a country tavern, seeing that each hospital’s

wagon drove away with an ample supply. On the day before Christmas the

cellar storehouse was swept clean. She was exhausted, but there was still

the New Year’s reception to be held. She recalled how eagerly she had
given her first New Year’s reception to show Washington how beautifully

she had redecorated the White House. Now gloom and censure covered

Washington like a battered army tent. She had little taste for entertaining.

She was not pleased with the look of her face in her dressing mirror on



New Years morning: it seemed hard and set, older than her forty-four

years, her eyes lackluster on this gray and cheerless day, a dark patch

shadowing the skin under her left eye. She laid aside her mourning

clothes, put on a gown of black velvet trimmed with thread lace, went

downstairs with Abraham to greet the diplomatic corps, the army and navy,

the judiciary, members of the Senate and House, At eleven the gates were

thrown open and the public came in, jamming the corridors and the public

rooms, many pausing a moment in line as they shook hands with Abraham

and then with her, to proffer an encouraging word. She saw that she had

been wrong in not welcoming the reception: in spite of the sadness and

the underlying tensions, this gathering of the government was a symbolic

act, a rededication.

At midafternoon Abraham led her up the main staircase, followed by a

dozen men of the cabinet and Congress. From a pigeonhole in his stand-up

desk he took the copy of the Emancipation Proclamation he had had

William Stoddard set down the night before, and into which he had in-

serted that morning the names of the states in rebellion to 'whom the

proclamation would apply.

He sat down in his accustomed central chair at the big table, the men
grouped behind him, Mary at his side. She read:

Now, therefore I, Abraham Lincoln, President of the United States, by

virtue of the power in me vested as Commander-in-Chief, of the Army and

Navy of the United States in time of actual armed rebellion against au-

thority and government of the United States, and as a fit and necessary

war measure for suppressing said rebellion, do, on this first day of January,

in the year of our Lord one thousand eight hundred and sixty three . . .

order and declare that all persons held as slaves witliin said designated

States, and parts of States, are, and henceforward shall be free. ...
And I further declare and make known, that such persons of suitable

condition, will be received into the armed service of the United States to

garrison forts, positions, stations, and other places, and to man vessels of

all sorts in said service.

And upon this act, sincerely believed to be an act of justice, warranted

by the Constitution, upon military necessity, I invoke the considerate judg-

ment of mankind, and the gracious favor of Almighty God. ...

He dipped his pen in the inkpot and held it aloft in a hand swollen

from the hours of continuous handshaking. He could not quiet the pen.

“I never in my life felt more certain that I was doing right than I do in

signing this paper," he said, “but if my hand trembles when I sign it,

people will say, ‘He hesitated/

"

“With slavery dead," she observed, “the people you free are not likely to

worry about how your signature looks.”

He gazed up at her, unsmiling.

“Anyway, it is going to be done."



He steadied his hand, wrote slowly but firmly:

Out of forbearance the men behind him did not offer to shake his hand,

tendering congratulations instead. When the last of them hfid left the room

he turned to Mary and said severely :

"I do not agree with you that slavery is dead. We arc like whalers, who

have been long on a chase—we have at last got the harjxwn into the

monster, but we must now look how we steer, or, with one Hop of his tail,

he will yet send us all into eternity!*'

“According to the legend you inscribed in my wedding ring, in eternity

there is love. Oh, Abraham, when this war is over, do you think there wall

be world enough and time for love?”

General Mud took over. The armies went into winter quarters. The
armistice extended to the White House where, taken off target, Abraham

began to recover from the defeat at Fredericksburg. Mary too began to feel

well again, knew that she would soon look better, the darkness fade from

beneath her eye.

There were snowstorms in February, followed by an early spring with

thrushes singing in the presidential park and the flowering shrubs making

a colorful border to the fresh green lawn. Neither she nor Abraham had

ever lost their love of the theatre; during the first year of the war few

players had come to Washington, and Abraham would have been too pre-

(xcupied in any event. Now she took him to hear performances of Gounod
and Verdi operas, planned parties to see James H. Hackett play Falstaff in

Henry IV, and John Wilkes Booth, announced for a Shakespearean reper-

toire at Grover's Theatre,

She also let friends prevail upon her to give a reception at the White
House for the famous midget, Tom Thumb, star of P. T. Barniim’s circus.

When Robert, who was between terms of college, came into her room, she

said;

“Dress and come downstairs with us, Robert,”

“No, Mother, I do not propose to assist in entertaining Tom Tliumb.

My notions of duty are perhaps different from yours.”

She wheeled around on her dressing chair.

“What’s wrong with entertaining Tom Thumb and his bride? They've

been the honored guests of English and French nobility, the highest so-

ciety of New York attended their wedding, they received gifts from the

Vanderbilts and the Belmonts
”

T think the affair is ill bad taste.”

“All of Washington has accepted our invitations: cabinet members,



congressmen, generals, they’re bringing their families; even Kate Chase

is coming.”

'This kind of side show makes us lose face. I won't come.”

They stared coldly at each other from across a chasm.

In early April Abraham proposed the first family outing since they had

moved into the White House: a week’s trip to the Army of the Potomac.

Their old friend from Springfield, Dr. Anson Henr)’-, was in from the

Washington Territory of which he was surveyor general. Abraham invited

him along.

They left on the little Carrie Martin from the navy yard. Snow fell all

the next day. At Aquia Creek, which was a vast Union storehouse for the

Army of the Potomac, they boarded a freight car fitted with plank benches

and decorated with bunting and flags; at Falmouth they transferred to two

wagons and, surrounded by an escort of cavalry, were carried to the head-

quarters of General' Joseph Hooker, who had replaced General Burnside,

The next day “Fighting Joe” Hooker staged an enormous review, with

Abraham in a high silk hat riding horseback alongside the general. Tad
rode with the cavalry, his gray cloak flying behind him.

The weather turned warm. Though AHaham had replied to Dr. Stone,

when advised to take a vacation, ‘Two or three weeks would do me no
good; I cannot fly from my thoughts,” she saw that he had grown cheerful,

was telling funny stories. Learning that the Confederates across the Rappa-

hannock had called to Union pickets, “Have Abe and his wife come yet?”

Mary and Tad insisted upon seeing the “butternuts” who had become so

friendly with the “bluebellies” as they called the Union soldiers, exchang-

ing newspapers, knives, tobacco, coffee. When Tad heard the pickets

calling to each other, he asked:

“Why do they have to fight, when they’re friends?”

“Out of the mouths of babes,” commented Mary, and hugged her son.

At the end of six days the Lincolns returned to Washington, refreshed.

When Secretary of the Navy Welles reported to Mary that the public

wanted the Marine Band to resume its Saturday afternoon concerts, she

consented. Abraham believed that his superbly outfitted army would at

last defeat Lee, if only General Hooker would use it to its best advan-

tage.

On May i the Army of the Potomac went into action to capture the

same Fredericksburg where Burnside’s troops had been slaughtered. It was

a plan of attack conceived by General Hooker, who informed the Mfliite

House that he would be striking too hard and fast to send dispatches, At

the end of six days and nights news of the battle was at last brought to

the Executive Mansion: Hooker’s attack had started out successfully, but

General Lee had counterattacked, General Hooker had been injured

slightly, his judgment had collapsed. Stonewall Jackson had cut his flank,



and General Lee, with half the troops at Hooker’s command, had forced

Hooker to a full retreat. Seventeen thousand of the federal troops, whom
Abraham, and Mary had watched pass by in review, their heads and hopes

high, now lay dead and wounded in the dense forest and tangled under-

brush about Chancellorsville.

Abraham whispered hoarsely:

‘‘My God, what will the country say, what will the country say?”

July 2 dawned hot on the knoll of the Soldiers’ Home, where they had

again sought refuge from the stifling June heat. Abraham had not come

home until almost three o’clock that morning, and by seven he was on his

way back to the telegraph room of the War Department; for General Lee

had invaded Pennsylvania. Abraham had appointed General George G.

Meade to replace Hooker, and the day before the two armies had met

head on at a little town called Gettysburg. She was Anxious to reach the

White House to learn the latest developments.

Jehu, the coachman, brought the open barouche with the matched

black horses. The movement of the carriage down the hill created a re-

freshing breeze. It was near ten o’clock when Jehu led the horses into the

short cut across the open lot near the Mount Pleasant Hospital. She was

fanning herself and gazing at Columbia College when she heard a sharp

metallic snap; one end of the coachman’s seat rose as though projected by

a spring, the seat and Jehu somersaulting through the air. The horses took

fright, bolting across the lot.

She made a swift survey; if she waited she ran the risk of having the

carriage overturn; if she jumped wide so that she did not get caught in the

wheels . . , She sprang out, holding her cotton skirts high in the air.

For two or three steps she retained her running movement, then fell,

Her head hit something hard and sharp. It was as though all the Fourth of

July fireworks she had bought for Tad were being shot off in her brain.

She put a hand to the back of her skull, brought it away covered with

blood. She heard voices, was picked up and carried across the lot into the

Mount Pleasant Flospital. Inside the front door a man identified himself

as a surgeon.

“Bring her into the operating room,”

She opened her eyes; she was being set down on a tabic in the center of

a clean odorless room; beneath her was a scrubbed rubber doth, in front

of her she could see mahogany boxes of surgical instruments. The doctor

standing behind her said reassuringly;

“There don’t seem to be any bones broken, Mrs. Lincoln. Hi have to

cut away a little of your hair in order to clean out the wound on the back

of your head. We’ll send a messenger for President Lincoln . .
.”

“Don’t do that, Doctor, you would only frighten him,”



“As you wish, Madame President. Fm going to have to sew up the cut,

it will probably hurt. . .

She watched him, a blond young man in spectacles, take a needle and
thread out of an instrument box, wet the thread in his mouth, roll it to a

sharp point between his fingers. She had the physical sensation of a needle

going through the skin of her scalp; the only pain came from her shoulder,

which burned like fire. The surgeon covered the wound with wax, band-

aged her head, helped her into a waiting carriage.

With the surgeon supporting one arm and the coachman the other, she

made it up the family stairs and to her bedroom, putting on a pink silk

nightcap which concealed the ugly bandage. She then sent word to the

surgeon, who was attending in the hall, to bring the president.

Abraham came rushing, so deeply solicitous that it was almost worth the

misadventure to watch him fuss over her. The voices of Abraham and the

doctor began to recede. She felt herself falling into sleep. ...
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ONE lid fluttered open. The room was black. She tried to move

her head. The second lid fluttered.

Where was she? Home in the Main Street house in Lexington? Then

where was Ann's bed? No, it must be the house on Eighth Street. She

pushed up on one elbow, looking for the walnut wardrobe. There was

nothing familiar here. Who was that sitting in a chair in the middle of the

room, sleeping? Why did her head feel so strange, as though it were not

docked permanently onto her neck?

She fastened her eyes on the woman sleeping in the chair. Who was

she? Now she remembered: it was Superintendent of Nurses Dorothea

Dix. She was here to nurse William. Then why was she sitting in her

room? Probably William had fallen asleep. Mrs. Dix had come to sit by

her, knowing how worried she was about William.

Now she knew where she was. She was in the White House. She was

preparing for her big February 5 reception; Abraham had not liked the

idea of replacing the three state dinners with a catered reception, nor the

issuing of passes, but she had convinced him. She had had to send out an

extra three hundred invitations; the women’s crinolines would suffer

mercilessly.

But no, wait! William and Tad were both ill. They had ridden their

ponies down to the Potomac and been drenched. She had better watch



Tad, his chest always had been weak; Dr, Stone w'as frankly worried

about the boy. Perhaps she had best cancel the invitations?

Tired, she turned off her thoughts. When she awakened again there

was a cream-colored gray in the sky.

Abraham did not want her to cancel the party. After all, it was a gov-

ernment affair. The boys would be better % tomorrow.

Then what was this anxiety gnawing at the pit of her stomach? Some-

thing had shaken the very base of her well-being. What was it? Then, in

an instant, her mind flooded with indignation: what kind of man would

write such an article? Pretend that he was eulogizing the president, only

to make a mockery of his marriage and his wife? She would take the

article to Abraham and he would tell her there was not a syllable of truth

in it.

What was it that awful man had said? He awaited the arrival of the

day when the twain should he made one flesh.

The physical image of Abraham and another woman, though faceless

and nameless, made her ill. She must find out who this girl was, assuming

there ever had been such a person. She would ask all of the people who
had lived in New Salem or who had known Abraham then, the Orville

Brownings, to whom Abraham had written his letter about Mary Owens,

her cousins John Stuart and Stephen Logan, the Simeon Francises.

Her thoughts veered to William. Tad had recovered, but William was

very sick. She slipped out of bed, went across the hall, stood in front of

the Prince of Wales Room. Why was it locked? She got the key, returned

and unlocked the door.

The room was empty. William was not in the big canopied bed.

Abraham, who had been sleeping on a cot for the past few nights, was

not there either.

Her head began to throb. She heard a voice behind her, A nurse came

to her side.

"Mrs. Lincoln, you shouldn't be walking around like this. The doctor

says you must stay quiet."

Why must she remain in bed? True, she was exhausted for want of

sleep, having stayed up several nights with the boys; but it was morning

now, and there was so much work to be done, the caterer Mailiard was
arriving from New York with liis cooks and waiters.

Her knees began to wobble. She allowed the nurse to take her arm,

guide her hack to bed again. As she laid her head on the pillow she felt an

excruciating pain. Was it spring? The time when she had these bad
headaches? Strange, she couldn't remember what time of the year it was.

The throbbing grew more intense, moving outward in circles until it

filled her entire cranium. She slipped into unconsciousness.

When she awakened she felt the oppression of the July heat. She knew



now why she had not been able to find William; William was dead, the

dearest of ail boys had been taken away from her. How could she live

without William? Face the endless months of anguish and loneliness?

As for John Flill and that mendacious article about Abraham’s early

love, \vh;it would be the use of showing it to Abraham? He would deny
the truth of it, say with a shrug, "Let it alone, Mary, it will die of its own
accord.”

Just then Abraham came into the room, with a broad smile and a story

from one of the morning papers that reported her as fatally injured. He
joshed her about having deliberately misled the reporters. She matched

his light tone. ,

"You’d better telegraph Robert that I’m all right, or he’ll come rushing

down for the funeral.”

She was not all right. Dr. Stone assured her that the wound was clean

and healing, but warned of the possibility of a linear fracture. Certainly

the force of the blow seemed to have filled her brain with strange whirring

movements that dislodged the habitual processes of thought. It was not j

merely that concentration was difficult, but rather that something had
;

taken possession of the inside of her head: a quite independent com-
j

mander who shifted her back and forth in the realm of time and space
I

and reverie so fast she never could be altogether certain which house or ?

year or crisis she was living in. I

Tad wandered in and out of her bedroom disconsolately, sat on the
^

floor by her bedside whittling on sticks with the new penknife Abraham
|

had given him. 'I'hough he was past ten, he could neither read nor write;

Mary kept the tutor on, both for company and because the hoy had the

capacity to absorb learning by being shown or talked to. She ran her

fingers through his thick brown hair.

"Tad, w'hy don’t you make a theatre out of the little bedroom across the

hall? I’m sure leather will let you have a carpenter to build a stage.”

Tad threw his arms around her neck and kissed her, then ran headlong

for Abraham’s office.

Robert arrived the next morning, having taken the first train home after

receiving his father’.s telegram.

"Father said you were very slightly hurt, but I read in the paper that

you had struck your head on a rock. I wanted to be here with you,”

“Thank you, Bobby.”

It was the first time she had used his childhood name since he had

left for Exeter, four years before; but then, she realized, this was also the

first solicitude she had known from her oldest son, who now demanded

every tiny detail of the accident. He insisted upon having dinner with his

parents in Mary’s bedroom, told of the decision he had made: when he

was graduated from Harvard the following year he was going to enter law
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college. Abraham put down the knife with which he had been cutting his

roasted beef.

"You’ll be a better lawyer than I was, Robert. All I learned I had to

glean from the boolcs I could borrow from Cousin Stuart. Read most of

them on the twenty-mile walk to New Salem from Springfield.”

A zigzag pain flashed through her head at the mention of New Salem.

"You didn’t do badly for a country lawyer,” she essayed, but the humor

was lost in the constriction of her voice.

Since she seemed upset, Abraham recounted his twin pieces of good

news: General Meade’s troops had dug in on Cemetery Ridge behind

Gettysburg, and in the largest artillery and foot-soldier battle yet fought

in the United States had repulsed General Lee’s attack, wiping out nearly

half of the Confederate army. General Grant had captured Vicksburg and

taken thirty-eight thousand prisoners, putting the entire Mississippi in

Union hands.

She was grateful for her hour of clarity, but she paid a price for the

concentration, lying aw^&ke all night in pain, rolling her face from one

side to the other in the pillow to stifle the groans she did not want Abra-

ham, listening in the next room, to hear. Dr. Stone had left her a sedative

which she mixed in cold water; as the pain drained out of her head it filled

her bosom, as though she were pouring from one jug to another.

In the morning she sent for Isaac Newton, a white-haired Philadelphian

who had made a fortune from an ice cream saloon, bought a farm with

which to provide himself with cream, and been appointed head of the

new Agricultural Bureau. He had been kind to her after William’s death,

letting her weep on his shoulder after everyone else was weary of her

weeping. Newton went frequently to Mrs. Laury, the spiritualist, in

Georgetown; she asked him to take her with him, but not until she had

sworn him to secrecy.

After each seance she awakened in the middle of the night to see

William standing at the foot of her bed, Mrs. Keckley told her;

"The other ladies I make gowns for in Washington, they tell me the

best medium here is a man by the name of Colchester. My ladies go

heavily veiled, you would not be recognized.”

In midafternoon she went to a house on the outskirts of Washington

where she sat in a darkened room with other women and heard taps and

scratches, the noise of hells and banjos. Colchester, whom she found to

be a man of charm and persuasiveness, learned that she was present. The
next day he came calling, begged for a chance to give a demonstration of

his powers in the White House. Mary agreed. She invited Mrs, Keckley

and, as William Stoddard was out of the city, asked Noah Brooks, a

newspaperman whom both she and Abraham trusted. He respectfully

declined.



She set the meeting for an hour when Abraham was habitually at the

War Department telegraph office. Colchester darkened the sitting room,

established contact with the next world. The following day she received

a note from the medium in which he demanded that she “procure for him
from the War Department a pass through the lines; if she refused he

would have some unpleasant things to say to her." She sent for Noah
Brooks, showed him the note. Brooks shook his head in disbelief at the

man's impudence.

“When you invited me to attend this session here with Colchester, my
curiosity was aroused, so I invested one dollar to attend one of his sittings.

After we were seated around the table the silence was broken by the

thumping of a drum and the ringing of bells. I rose and grabbed a verv

solid and fleshy hand in which was held a bell that was fong thumped

on a drumhead. I shouted, ‘Strike a light!’ When the gas was lighted I

found that I had grabbed the hand of Colchester. Send for the rascal and

let me confront him."

Abraham returned from the War Department. First he reviewed the

recent happenings: General Meade had not pursued General Lee’s shat-

tered army, allowing Lee to cross the Potomac and return to the safety

of Virginia. Instead Meade had congratulated his troops on “driving the

enemy from our soil."

“This is the same notion that moved McClellan to claim a victory

because ‘Pennsylvania and Maryland are safe.’ Will our generals never get

that idea out of their heads? The whole country is our soil."

He rolled up the map he had been studying, then turned to her with

a look of dumb, gulping patience.

“Mary, it’s bad enough that you go to these meetings, and that you

delude yourself into thinking Willie can come into your room at night;

but how could you let that rascal hold a stance in the White House? It

will look as though the president believes in spiritualism and approves it.

This is not our house; we are not private citizens. We must do nothing

that udll bring discredit upon the office of the president, or upon the

Executive Mansion."

She thought, He sounds like Robert, scolding me.

In the beginning of August her red-haired brother Alexander was killed

at the battle of Baton Rouge. She had carried the infant Alexander around

on her shoulder during the months prior to her leaving Lexington for

Springfield. Alexander had been the only brother to come to Washington

for their inaugural, proud and happy for his sister. When she heard the

news .she locked her bedroom door
j
fell on her knees weeping.

“Oh, little Alex, why did you too have to die?”

A dark mood came over her. She was filled with anxieties: their furni-
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ture that had been stored with friends in Springfield was being neglected;

her sister Ann \¥as spreading unkind stories about “Queen Mary/' who m^as

too royal to invite her younger sister to the Wliite House for a social

season. She no longer had the patience to direct the servants with whom
she had worked so well, giving her orders abruptly; she quarreled with

Kate Chase, who held her own little court at Mary's receptions. She also

quarreled with Nicolay and Hay over the hundred dollars a month salary

available to a steward, a job no longer filled, when she asked the secretaries

to let her use this salary for White House supplies and entertainments.

Nicolay replied:

"That money has to be paid to a steward or revert to the government."

John Hay added, “Mrs. Lincoln, the money simply isn’t ours to disperse

for any other purpose than that laid down by the law,"

She did not like being lectured by this smooth-cheeked boy.

“For two perfectly strange men whom I have been obliged to keep in

my home, it does seem to me that you are behaving in an arbitrary

fashion.”

The next day the secretaries moved to a hotel. Abraham did not like

to see them go; in the evening they had frequently returned to the office

to catch up on their mail. Abraham enjoyed going in and reading them

funny chapters from Artemus Ward or Petroleum V. Nasby.

A few nights later there vras a special reception for visiting groups of

women from Boston and Manhattan. In spite of the hearty cordiality of

Mary’s greeting, the Boston contingent, dressed severely in plain black

up to their throats, looked askance at the d^collet^ of her deep crimson

gown. She was glad when the New Yorkers arrived in their vividly colored

silks and glittering diamonds, diverting the critical attention from herself.

When it came time for the promenade about the East Room, she stepped

up to Abraham, took his arm and said:

“For two and a half years now you've been selecting a lady to lead the

promenade with you. This custom is absurd. The president takes the lead

in everything, and as your wife I should take the lead with you.”

Abraham raised his eyebrows but did not dissent,

A small dinner party was scheduled; she scrutinized carefully the list

of women guests. She had come through years of purgatory with Abraham;
she was not going to let some young and beautiful woman become im-

portant by laughing gaily at the president’s jokes and gazing adoringly

up into his face.

One morning she opened the door to his office: in the middle of the

room was Abraham, before him an attractive woman on her knees, her

arms flung about his legs.

'Well, of all the sights I’ve ever seen!” she exclaimed.

The woman rose, stood blushing furiously.



"Mrs. Lincoln, I was just imploring the president to help me collect

mv claim against the government . ,

“What makes you think your claim looks any better from the floor?"

she asked icily.

The woman left. Abraham turned to Mary.

“Now, Mother, don’t pull those gas globes down over our heads; I onlv

saw her as a favor to the congressman of her district. Surely you are not

jealous? Of the homeliest man in Sangamon County? The one none of

the girls of the Pedestrian Club would walk with, except greathearted

Mary Todd?”

The “greathearted” mollified her, as he knew it would.

She held her finger ends to the throbbing nerves in her head.

Oh, Ahrdhcm, tell me it isn’t true, tell me it's all a lie, ahoiit that girl

hack in New Salem. Tell me that I’m the only woman ym ever lovedl

Abraham saw the distress in her face. He put his arms on her shoulders.

“Why don’t you and Tad and Robert go up to the mountains of

Vermont for a vacation? You’d gain back your calm. I'il come to visit with

you.”

“Is that a promise, Abraham? Because I would like to get away from

the heat and the bugs and the , , . unhappiness. If you're sure you’ll

come?”

All arrangements were made. She had only to gather her sons, enter

the carriage and then the train for New York. News of their arrival had

been published in the New York papers; when they reached the Metro-

politan Hotel they found a delegation of admirals from the Brooklyn Navy

Yard asking if Mrs. President Lincoln would journey out to the Yard the

following day to receive the wives and officers on the North Carolina.

As she walked across the deck she saw spread between herself and the

receiving dais a Confederate flag. There was no way to walk around the

edges. Noting her hesitation, Captain Richard W. Meade of the North

Carolina ashed:

“Is there something wrong, Madame President?”

“I don't think it right to walk across a flag.”

“It is the enemy’s flag, Mrs. Lincoln.”

“The president says we must not think of them as our enemy,” she

replied with dignity. “Too many fine southern boys have died, even

though in an erroneous cause, for me to wipe my feet on what they have

been willing to die for. Captain, I must ask that you take this flag up,

otherwise I cannot reach the dais to receive your officers and their wives.’

Had it been a trap? Had whoever thought of it known that no matter

what she did, it was bound to cause criticism? Why should anyone want

to put her in such a difficult position? Or was it sheer thoughtlessness? She

preferred to believe it was the latter; but the strain of the contretemps
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brought the blood pounding to her head. She wished she could apply heat

or cold to the wound to quiet the vibrations.

She had wanted to add: Too many of my brothers have died in this

cause for me to step on what they so deeply believed in. She restrained

herself; yet the inner conflict intensified her suffering. How much longer

could she go on, having the war fought not only on battlefields but on her

bosomr

5 ,

SHE was enchanted with Manchester, the leading summer resort

of Vermont, partly because the little New England town reminded her

of Lexington, vath its colonial houses and white-pillared porches set far

back across smooth lawns from the elm-boughed streets. Tad was fasci-

nated by the sidewalks of sawed marble slabs.

If anything could cure the movements and rushes in her head this

clear-scented mountain air, with nothing to disturb her, surely should be

the medicine. Abraham wrote often:

Executive Mansion, Washington
August 8, 1863

My dear Wife:

Tell dear Tad, poor “Nanny Goat,” is lost; and Mrs. Cuthbert & I are

in distress about it. The day you left Nanny was found chewing her little

cud, on the middle of Tad's bed. But now she's gone! And has not been

heard of since.

The weather continues dry, and excessively warm here.

The election in Kentucky has gone very strongly right. . . . Upon Mr.
Crittenden's death, Brutus Clay, Cassius' brother, was put on the track

for Congress, and is largely elected. But enough.

Affectionately

A. Lincoln

Tad found playmates of his own age, was off and running the entire day.

Robert was solicitous, taking her for drives through the Green Mountain
forest with its spruce, maple and birch, sitting with her on the porch

overlooking Mount Equinox. She surrounded herself with books on the

nation's capital and for an hour or two each day read the history of the

Executive Mansion.

How sad a domicile it had been for most of its occupants: Andrew
Jackson, whose wife Rachel was slandered to death in the campaign of

1828, spent eight lonely years inside its walls. William Henry Harrison



died there after only one month of residence. The v\afe of John Tyler,

who succeeded Harrison, moved, in as an invalid, dying shordy after of a

paralytic stroke. Zachary Taylor died in the White House after a year

and a half of the presidency. Mrs. Millard Fillmore suffered from ill-health

during her entire tenure.and died at the Willard Hotel only three weeks

after leaving the Executive Mansion, people said from the strains and

exhaustions of her social life as First Lady. Mrs. Franklin Pierce, who
succeeded Mrs. Fillmore, had been in a railroad wreck only three weeks

before coming to Washington, and saw her son, the last of three children

born to her, killed before her very eyes when the coaches fell down an

embankment. She never recovered from the shock of the tragedy, was

unable to serve as mistress of the White House. James Buchanan was a

bachelor; during most of his four years the White House had stood dark

and cheerless.

As the last of August passed, the communications from Abraham be-

came fewer, He said nothing about joining her. There w'as little in his

telegrams but war news:

Executive Mansion,

Washington D.C.

Aug, 29, 1863

All quite well. Fort-Sumpter is certainly battered down, and utterly useless

to the enemy, and it is helieved here, but not entirely certain, that both

Sumpter and Fort-Wagner, are occupied by our forces. It is also certain.

that Gen. Gilmore has throwm some shot into the City of Charleston.

A, Lincoln

Washington, D.C.

Sep. 6. 1863

All well, and no news, except that Gen. Burnside has Knoxville, Tennessee.

A. Lincoln

Robert returned to Boston, leaving her alone with Tad. Abraham’s tele-

grams now consisted of three words, All going well. The weeks of rest and

recovery were disrupted by the gnawing fear that Abraham no longer

needed or wanted her near. How' changing were love and marriage: now

warm and bright with the sun, now cold and dark with the night, beset

by all the ills the flesh and spirit were heir to.

It was close to the end of September, with the weather turning cool.

She caught cold. She would go to the Fifth Avenue Hotel in New York

where she would be closer to home, and wait for Abraham to hid her

return. She had been wrong to give in to her illness, to let the confusion

in her head lead her into unpleasantness. She must straighten herself up,

fix a smile on her face, never again mention the ugly word “pain” . . .

nor let that pain trap her into emotional upsets. If she did not have the

courage to take the Axis article to Abraham because this involved the risk
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a£ having him admit that there was a germ of truth in the story, then

she must keep her jealousy under control. She*must make herself beautiful

again, be gay, tell herself that it was better to laugh than to sigh.

She had been in New York only a couple of days when she received a

letter from the White House stewardess, Mrs. Cuthbert, conveying a

message from the president that "Washington is sickly and you should

on no account come.” She was hurt, then remembered her resolve. The

following day came a telegram:

Executive Mansion, Washington,

Sep, 22, 1863.

Mrs. Cuthbert did not correctly understand me. I directed her to tell you

to use your own pleasure whedrer to stay or come; and I did not say it is

sickly and that you should on no account come. So far as I see or know,

it was never healthier, and I really wish to see you.

A Lincoln

She felt wanted again. She telegraphed Abraham when to have the

carriage at the station for her.

She was about to leave^the hotel room when another telegram was

brought to her. It was from Abraham, telling of the battle between Union

General Rosecrans and Confederate General Bragg at Chickamauga.

Sep. 24 1863

The result is that we are worsted, if at all, only in the fact that we,

after the main fighting was over, yielded the ground, thus leaving consider-

able of our artillery and wounded to fall into the enemies' hands, for which
we got nothing in turn. We lost, in general officers, one killed, and three or

four wounded, all Brigadiers; while according to rebel accounts, which we
have, they lost six killed . . . including your brother-in-law, Helm.

Ben, Emilie’s husband ... to whom Abraham had offered a major’s

commission in the Commissary, so he would not have to fight or kill ...
Now he had been killed. Emilie, her beloved little sister, was a widow.

She stifled a cry. How many brothers have I already lost? Samuel, Alex-

ander, David, Ben. Ho’w^Iong will it be before we are all dead, all?

She set a smile on her face, walked through the crowd in the lobby to

her carriage.

She sat in her bedroom in a white cashmere dressing gowm she had
brought from New York. Abraham sat beside her, on the table in front of

them a bowl of fruit and a box of candy. The oil lamps were turned low;
in the half-light Abraham did not look bad, his face was thin but with a

touch of color. Pier own cheeks were glowing. The vacation had invig-

orated her; she was happy to be back in her bedroom at the White House,
to have her husband beside her, feel the reassuring, companionable pres-
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sure of his hand, hear the rich nasal twang of his voice as he reviewed the

happenings of the past two* months.

“I was asked by your mother for a pass to go to Atlanta and bring Emilie

and her two little daughters home to Lexington. I am sending it.”

"

‘Thank you, Abraham,” she murmured, “you have always been good

to my family.”

The military situation was still the sorest trial. Rosecrans's substantial

defeat had been once again the result of bad judgment; after taking

Chattanooga without a fight he had pursued Bragg southward and fallen

into a snare in which Bragg had the advantage of a strong defensive

position.

“I am going to have to remove Rosecrans,” he sighed. “We have only

one general who will fight and who will wdn: that is Ulysses S. Grant.

I am putting him in command of the new Division of the Mississippi,”

One day toward the middle of November Abraham came into their

sitting room munching on an apple left over from lunch, a faraway look

in his eye.
•

“Senator Sumner brought me a letter from a prominent Boston business-

man who maintains that I ought to find an occasion to tell the people

about the purpose of the war. There’s to be a dedication of a cemetery

on the nineteenth, and IVe been invited to speak. I haven’t spoken in

public for a long time, but this might be the right place and the right

time. I have most of it worked out in my mind.”

hie sat down at the big table, took up a piece of Executive Mansion

stationery. He filled the first page, scratched out a phrase at the bottom

of it, wrote a half dozen lines on the second page.

“It's short, but it’s all I have to say. I’ll have a chance to rewrite it going

down on the train.”

He passed the ttvo sheets of stationery to her. She read;

Four score and seven years ago our fathers brought forth, upon this con-

tinent, a new nation, conceived in liberty, and dedicated to the proposition

that “all men are created equal”

Now we are engaged in a great civil war, testing whether that nation,

or any nation so conceived, and so dedicated, can long endure. We are met

on a great battle field of that war. We have come to dedicate a portion of

it, as a final resting place for those who died here, that the nation might

live. This we may, in all propriety do. But, in a larger sense, we can not

dedicate—we can not consecrate—we can not hallow, this ground. The

brave men, living and dead, who struggled here, have hallowed it, far

above our poor power to add or detract The world will little note, nor long

remember what we say here; while it can never forget rvhat they did here.

It is. rather- for us, the living,

<

to vstand here-
, we here be dedicated to the

great task remaining before us—that, from these honored dead we take

increased devotion to that cause for which they here, gave the last full
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measure of devotion—that we here highly resolve these dead shall not have

died in vain; that the nation, shall have a new birth of freedom, and that

government of the people by the people for the people, shall not perish

from the earth.

She looked up, said quietly:

“It’s deeply felt, Abraham.”

The next morning he left for Gettysburg. When he returned home the

following midnight, she was waiting up for him. His face was peaked,

“How did it go?”

He was thoughtful.

“Fairly well, I suppose. Edward Everett, the famous orator from Massa-

chusetts, spoke for two full hours and moved the audience to practically

every emotion in the books. Mine only took two and a half minutes,

so I guess I was through before the crowd settled down. There was a little

applause, not much. I’m feeling strangely tired, I don’t know why.”

Dr. Stone first called it a cold, then bilious fever, then when a rash

appeared, scarlatina; but it turned out to be varioloid, one of the lesser

forms of smallpox. Abraham looked up at Mary with a weak grin.

“Now at last I've got something I can give to everybody.”

He was wrong: the minute the news was published, the White House

was abandoned. He worked in bed, reading telegrams which told of

General Grant’s victories south of Chattanooga, where he had replaced

General Rosecrans and immediately defeated Confederate General Bragg.

While she and Tad kept him company in the last stages of his con-

valescence, another telegraphic report was brought concerning her mother

and Emilie: when the two women reached Fortress Monroe on Chesa-

peake Bay, Emilie had refused to take the oath of loyalty to the Union

which was required of everyone before they could be admitted into Union

territory from the south, saying that to take the oath would be treason

to her dead husband.

“Poor child, she is unhappy and confused,” said Mary; “but her courage

has not faltered.”

“No southerner’s courage ever faltered,” replied Abraham grimly; “if it

had, we might have been able to get this war over by now.” He picked up
a telegraph form, wrote:

Send her to me.

A. Lincoln

Mary went into the Prince of Wales guest room for the first time since

William’s death, brightened the room with new yellow flounces. Emilie

arrived, pallid, in trailing black crepe: Emilie, who only a few years before

had been so beautiful, with rosy cheeks, a happy laugh on her lips. She



had her four-year-old daughter with her, Betsy having taken the younger

child to Lexington.

Mary ordered dinner served foy Just the two of them in her bedroom
before the fire, learned that Erailie was in the family way. They were

ot^erjoyed to see each other, but it was a sad reunion. Emilie said, “The
present is a fresh and bleeding wound, and the future seems empty of

everything but despair.” When they spoke of old friends in Lexington,

Mary exclaimed:

“I have a forty-fifth birthday coming next week—oh yes, Lm getting

old, Emiliel I think Til have a quiet party, just for close friends; I do

want you to see the White House when it is happy with guests.”

After dinner she took Emilie downstairs, had the lamps lighted in the

Red, Blue and East Rooms, related tales of the White House and the story

of the redecorating.

The next morning was cool. When the sun broke through in tbe late

afternoon she took Emilie for a ride in the closed hammercloth coach to

show her the sights of Washington. She summoned every ounce of deli-

cacy to keep Emilie from fresh reminders of her grief, yet that was more

than she could do for herself, for the north was distressed at the idea of

Mrs. President Lincoln's sister, who had refused to take the oath of loyalty,

being summoned to the intimacy of the Executive Mansion as her reward.

The newspapers once again dwelt on Mary’s southern birth, questioning

her loyalty. When she came upon a Confederate newspaper and found

that it too was calling her a traitor, demanding to know why she did not

return to the south where she belonged, she cried:

“Kiss me, Emilie, and tell me you love me. I seem to be the scapegoat of

both the north and the south.”

They heard Abraham’s long shambling gait in the outside hall. Mary

put on a bright smile. Emilie drew back in astonishment. Mary explained:

“I mustn’t let him see me in tears, he has burdens enough,”

When Abraham had hade them good morning and gone to his office,

Mary asked:

“Oh, Emilie, will we ever awake from this hideous nightmare?”

“No, Sister Mary,” said Emilie thoughtfully, “there are parts of it well

never awaken from; yet there axe fine things in it too, like the solicitude

you and Mr. Lincoln have for each other. Only this morning Brother

Lincoln said to me, ‘Little Sister, 1 hope you can spend the summer with

us at the Soldiers’ Home. You and Mary love each other. It is good for

her to have you with her. I am worried about Mary. She cannot hide

from me the strain she has been under, both mental as well as physical.

They were interrupted by the arrival of CousinJohn Stuart, the newly

elected congressman from Springfield, He and Mary embraced warmly.

That evening they all had dinner en famille, then went into the Red
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Room. Tad sat on a rug before the fire with Katherine, Emilie’s daughter,

showing her photographs. He picked up one of his father, handed it to

his four-year-oid cousin and said:

‘This is the president.”

Katherine shook her head with considerable emphasis.

*‘No, that is not the president, Mr. Davis is the president.”

Tad shouted, “Hurrah for Abe Lincoln!”

Katherine cried with equal vigor, “Hurrah for Jeff Davis!”

A card was brought by the messenger that General Daniel Sickles, who

had lost his leg at Gettysburg, was in the vestibule with Senator Ira

Harris of New York, and that he particularly wished to see Mrs. Helm,

The general came stumping into the room.

“I told Senator Harris that you were at the White House, Mrs. Helm,

just from the south, and could probably give him some news of his old

friend, General John C. Breckinridge.”

“I am sorry. General, but I have not seen General Breckinridge for

some time.”

Senator Harris asked Emilie about the armies of the south, how their

enlistments were going and provisions holding out. Emilie replied quietly

that she knew nothing of such matters.

“Well, we whipped the rebels at Ghattanooga,” shouted Harris, “and

I hear, madam, that the scoundrels ran like scared rabbits.”

Emilie, her voice choking, replied:

“It was the example. Senator Harris, that you set them at Bull Run.”

Senator Harris turned on Mary.

“Why isn’t Robert in the army? He is old enough and strong enough

to serve his country.”

She felt the blood drain from her face.

“Robert is making preparations now to enter the army. Senator Elarris;

he has been anxious to go for a long time. If there is any fault here it is

mine: I have insisted that he should stay in college until he graduated,

as I think an educated man can serve his country with more intelligent

purpose,”

Senator Harris pointed a long finger at Mary.

“I have only one son, and he is fighting for his country!” Turning to

Emilie, he added, “Madam, if I had twenty sons, they should all be

fighting the rebels.”

“And if I had twenty sons. Senator Harris,” Emilie replied, “they should

all be opposing yours.”

She jumped up, made her way from the room.

General Sickles protested to Abraham about Emilie’s conduct. Abraham
turned to John Stuart and said with a twinkle:

“Emilie has a tongue like the rest of the Todds.”



Abraham’s attempt at humor infuriated General Sicldes, for he brought
his fist down on the table and cried in a loud voice;

'You should not have that rebel in your house.”

The general had gone too far.

“Excuse me, General Sickles,” said Abraham sternly, “my wife and I are

in the habit of choosing our own guests. We do not need from our friends

either advice or assistance in the matter. Besides, the little ‘rebel’ came
because I ordered her to come; it was not of her own volition,”

The next morning at breakfast Emilie said:

“Sister Mary, Brother Lincoln, I have been here a week now; last night

proved that I can only be an embarrassment to you. I should so like to

stay with you, Sister Mary; but you understand that I must gor”

Mary could not speak. Abraham said softly:

“We understand. Ill have your papers made out giving you safeguard.”

That afternoon they took her down the family staircase and through

the family dining room to the north portico, helped her into their carriage.

As they watched her black-creped figure going out the driveway, Abraham
put an arm about Mary’s shoulder.

"I feel as though I shall never be glad any more. If to be the head of

hell is as hard as what I have to undergo here, I could find it in my heart

to pity Satan himself.”

6

THE turn of the year 1864 brought a new emphasis to the

political situation; both parties would be holding their conventions and

nominating candidates for the presidency. The Democrats had grown

stronger with the successive military defeats, as well as with the growing

apprehension of the north that the rebellion never could he put down.

The Democrats talked of nominating their strongest, most popular man,

General George B. McClellan, on a peace-at-any-price platform; they

would have an excellent chance of carrying the election.

Secretary Chase of the Treasury had entered Abraham’s cabinet with

the firm belief that he would be the next Republican president of the

United States. It w^as bis daughter’s politicking that had caused the breach

between Mary and Kate Chase. Chase’s supporters circulated a pamphlet,

signed by Senator Pomeroy of Kansas, which made it manifest that Secre-

tary Chase was the only man who could save the nation. The circular

found its way into the newspapers and so embarrassed Chase that he felt

constrained to offer his resignation.



Mary and Robert, who was home for the holidays, were in the sitting

room when Abraham came in with Chase’s letter and an amused smile.

“I hope you are going to accept the resignation, Abraham?” said Mary.

“You will when you see this Pomeroy circular,” added Robert,

“I’m not going to read it, Robert,” his father replied. “I want to know

just as little about such things as my friends will allow me. Mr. Chase

has made a wonderful Secretary of the Treasury. I certainly shall not

accept his resignation for personal considerations. And I shall do nothing

in malice. The issues I deal with are too vast for malicious dealing.”

When Mary drew up the invitational list for the traditional state dinner

at which tire members of the cabinet were to be guests of honor, she

thought, I am not going to invite Secretary Chase or his daughter; if we
must have vipers in our bosom, I see no reason to feed them at the family

board.

Apparently there was a reason; circumspect John Nicolay presented it

\vith considerable force.

“It’s my duty, Mrs. Lincoln, to check the guest lists for these state

dinners. I see that you have omitted the Chase family. You cannot do

that: it would be a violation of protocol. There are certain obligations

which the First Lady must fulfill. I beg you to reconsider.”

"I will not reconsider.” *

Nicolay bowed coldly, withdrew.

For the next two nights she did not sleep. In the middle of the third

night she admitted to herself that she had been wrong. She rose early,

sent invitations to Secretary Chase and his daughter, also a message to

John Nicolay asldng him to breakfast with the family. Nicolay came,

polite but reserved.

“Mr. Nicolay, I offer my apologies. I’ve already sent invitations to the

Chase family. I sincerely hope that you will show your forgiveness by

attending the state dinner yourself.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Lincoln, I accept with pleasure. I knew all along

that you would do what is demanded of the president’s wife.”

Demanded of the president’s wife? Yes, that was what she must always

do. But how did one achieve the nobility of an Abraham who, betrayed

by a member of his most intimate official family, could say in all humility,

“I shall do nothing in malice. The issues I deal with are too vast for

malicious dealing”; who, when an opportunity presented itself to be

revenged on one of his bitterest opponents, said:

“Not since the day of that near duel with James Shields have I know-

ingly planted a thorn in any man's bosom.”

She could irot achieve such greatness of spirit herself, but how proud

she was of her husband! How magnificently he had grown, borne the

buffeting of a thousand pressure groups pushing him in every direction



until nearly every inch of his body and brain was blade and blue wdtb
bruises. How earnestly she yearned to be worthy of him.

The early spring weather was bad. They took advantage of the quiet on

the war fronts to attend Fords new theatre, built after his remodeled

Baptist church burned down; there was a spacious presidential box from
which, the winter before, they had seen Maggie Mitchell in Fanchon, the

Cricket and John Wilkes Booth in The MarUe Heart. Grover’s re-

decorated theatre also had its presidential box, where they now went to see

Der Freisehutz and Martha.

Her regular Tuesday night receptions were well attended. On March 8

the Blue Room was crowded with guests when suddenly at the door stood

a short man in a dusty batde-wom uniform, clamping a cigar in the

corner of his bearded mouth, a stumpy awkward-gaited man who pitched

with the movement of a ship. As he stood clasping hands with Abraham
she realized that this must be Ulysses S. Grant, come to Washington to be

officially appointed lieutenant general of all the armies of the United

States. Secretary Seward brought General Grant to her. She gave him her

hand.

'1 am happy to see you here, General.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Cincoln. I would not have come had I known there

was a party . .
.”

“Oh no, General, you couldn’t have come at a better time. Look at these

people: every one of them wants to shake your hand.”

The guests shouted and cheered. Grant began to blush like a schoolgirl;

a vein stood out red and powerful on his forehead, perspiration poured

down his brown whiskers. He turned to Mary:

“This is a hotter spot than I have ever known in battle.”

Learning that Grant would be in Washington for four days, she planned

a dinner for Friday evening, inviting the twelve leading military men in

Washington. Shortly before the guests were due to arrive, Abraham came

into her bedroom looking sheepish.

“Fm sorry, Mary, but we have lost our lion: he has gone to the station

to take the train west. I told him that Mrs. Lincoln’s dinner without him

would be Hamlet with Hamlet left out. He told me he appreciated the

honor, but time was very important now and that we would have to ex-

cuse him.”

Color flared into her cheeks, but she held her tongue,

The White House and the north were soon in high spirits, for General

Grant was reorganizing the Army of the Potomac and putting it in posi-

tion to begin a giant offensive against General Lee; while General William

T. Sherman, one of the most successful of the Union commanders in local

campaigns, was starting a drive through Georgia.



Regiments from the north moved through Washington to join Grant’s

Army of the Potomac; then on May 4, Grant moved that army across the

Rapidan and plunged into the wooded wilderness in which General Lee

had chosen to make his stand. For three days the Battle of the Wilderness

was waged and for three days there was no word from Grant, -with Abra-

ham sleepless, foraging about the capital for news,

‘General Grant has crawled into the ’wilderness, drawn up the. ladder

and pulled the hole in after him. Everybody will have to wait until he

comes out,” he conceded finally.

“Then suppose you crawl into bed and pull the blankets in after you’?”

At the end of eight days of fighting it was reported that Grant was

bogged down in mud; he had inflicted grievous losses on General Lee but

had not succeeded in either encircling him or driving him out from behind

his breastworks. Grant lost almost a full third of his army, yet he held on

doggedly, telegraphing:

“I propose to fight it out on this line if it takes all summer.”

Abraham was grim but reassured.

"Grant is the first general I have had. I am glad to find a man who can

go ahead without me.”

On June 3, Grant attacked Lee nine miles northeast of Richmond. He
warned the White House that Lee had once again been able to select a

strong defemsive position; but even Grant was surprised at the terrible

slaughter of the Lfnion troops, some five acres of men lying dead, packed

close together, the stench unendurable, with Grant refusing to ask for a

truce in order to bury his dead.

"Can’t you stop him, Abraham? He’ll kill off every able-bodied man in

the north if you don’t,” cried Mary, as the charge of “Butcher” rang

through Washington.

“No, I can’t stop him. If I do, we have no way to end this war. Do you

hire a man to do your work, then do it yourself? It is true our losses are

shocking, but he is hurting Lee worse in proportion to the men that Lee

has left. Our General Butler has been bested at Drewry’s Bluff, General

Sigel has been whipped in the Shenandoah Valley, Banks was almost

annihilated on the Red River; Sherman is driving on Atlanta, but slow,

slow. If I stay with Grant, he’ll win for us.”

General Grant swung south of Richmond, attacked Lee’s supply lines

in order to force Lee to meet him in the open; but General Lee dug in

behind hilly field fortifications at Petersburg. Grant would have to lay

siege to the town.

The spring activities of Secretary Chase’s promoters and the unappeased

abolitionists failed to create a division in the Republican ranks. The Re-

publican convention meeting in Baltimore in early June renominated



Abraham Lincoln on the grounds that “it was not best to swap horses while
crossing a stream/’

“I predicted in Springfield that you would be the first president since

Jackson to have a second term," exclaimed Mary, as A.braham brought

her the news, from the War Department dispatch office,

“Whoa, Mary, whoa, I’m not elected, only nominated. A second term

would be a great honor, but it would also be a great labor."

Exhilarated over the convention’s tmte of confidence and the renomi-

nation, Mary planned a trip to Boston for Robert’s graduation from Har-

vard, began drawing up plans for a remodeling of the Anderson Cottage

so that diey could have an attractive home in which to spend the summer
months, celebrated with an informal supper party for their closest friends,

after which they went to the theatre. Abraham accepted Secretary Chase’s

resignation from the cabinet over a disputed appointment.

General Lee continued to outmaneuver the best Union military brains;

early in July he sent General Jubal Early around Grant’s army and north-

ward to attack Washington. C^neral Early cut the railroads and the tele-

graph lines; the capital filled with panic-stricken families from the villages

of Maryland; every able-bodied man was mustered into the District of

Columbia militia and drilled through the streets as long as daylight lasted.

Firing could be heard clearly in the Executive Mansion, doubly so in the

summer cottage, which was only three miles from the battlefield.

She drove out with Abraham in an official party to Fort Stevens. They
stood on the parapet of the fort watching General Early’s troops charge,

A Union officer standing within a few feet of them was felled by a

bullet. A young officer shouted at Abraham:

“Get down, you damned fool, before you get shot.”

Two Union regiments met the Confederate force, sent it retreating

across the fields. The Union troops did not pursue. Secretary Stanton said

to Mary:

“I intend to have a full-length portrait of you painted, standing on the

ramparts of Fort Stevens overlooking the fight,”

“That is very w^ell,” replied Mary, “and I can assure you of one thing,

Mr. Secretary: if I had had a few ladies with me the rebels would not have

been permitted to get away.”

Abraham turned so that Stanton would not see his grin.

On July 1 8 he issued another call for a half million men. The north

rose in angry protest, draft riots threatened in New York. By the middle

of August, with Grant still stalemated in front of Petersburg, leaders of the

Republican party informed Abraham that his election was an impossi-

bility. Thurlow Weed said, “Nobody here in New York doubts it, nor do

I see anybody from other states who authorizes the slightest hope of suc-

cess.” Henry J. Raymond, editor of the New York Times, wrote that the



tide was setting strongly against liim, that if the election were held then,

Abraham would be beaten in lUinois, Pennsylvania and Indiana.

“Isn't there any way you can get out mid earn votes?" Mary ashed.

“No, I cannot run the political machine; I have enough on my hands

without that. It is the people’s business. If they turn their backs to the

fire and get scorched in the rear, they will find they have to sit on the

blister.”

“We’ll be notliing but blisters," she said forlornly.

“The Democrats are undoubtedly going to nominate General George

McClellan, so I am going to write a note to the cabinet which I will seal,

and ask every member to sign.”

When he had finished, he handed the note to her:

Aug. 23, 1864

This morning, as for some days past, it seems exceedingly probable that

this Administration wall not be re-elected. Then it will be my duty to so co-

operate with the President elect, as to save the Union between the election

and the inauguration; as he wall have secured his election on such ground

that he can not possibly save it afterwards.

She looked across the table at him.

“Then on March fourth you will ride in a carriage to the Willard, pick

up General McClellan and take him to the Capitol to be inaugurated.

And you and I will ride away from the White House just as pale and sick

and cynical as Mr. Buchanan was?”

“Pale and sick I'm sure we’ll feel; but I don’t think there is need to be

cynical. We’ve done our best and no one can ask more of us.”

“What do we do after that?”

“After that?” lie raised his eyebrows, “Go back to the house on Eighth

Street, return to the old law oflBce ...”

“Not Lincoln and Elerndon again!”

He shrugged.

“I have to earn a living. The law is my trade.”

The full Todd pride and fighting spirit flooded over her. She sprang to

her feet, w>'alked quickly to his side.

“I don't believe a word of it. I don’t believe the people of this country

could be so blind. They'll never order you to hold McClellan’s horse!

You've been a good president; you’ve held together all the warring factions

in the government, met problems the country never has had to face. It’s

not your fault if you can’t get generals to win battles; you’re not a West
Point graduate.”

“No, I’m just a blab school graduate.”

Her eyes were blazing.

“You can tell me all of the Thurlow Weed predictions you like, you



can read me Mr. Raymond's letter from the Times, show me all the

opinions from Indiana and Illinois . . . hut when the people go to the

polls in November you are going to be re-elected; they’ll never turn you

out of this of&ce in defeat.”

“Well, Mary,” he replied mildly, “we have been in office nearly three

and a half years and even the best friends of the Union admit that these

are the darkest days of the war. In the north thev are saying ‘there are no

Lincoln men.' Greeley says I am beaten already. There is a movement in

New York whose purpose it is to ask me to withdraw from the nomina-

tion because I can bring the Republicans nothing but defeat.”

He smiled at her.

“All I have on the other side to support me is your determination that I

shall not be beat.”

It was the Union generals who put sinews into her intuition: on Sep-

tember 2, General William T. Sherman occupied Atlanta, on September

19, General Philip H. Sheridan decisively defeated General Early in the

Shenandoah Valley. General Grant so effectively nailed down Lee’s army

at Petersburg that he could give no help to those Confederate armies being

beaten and removed from the conflict.

The Lincoln opponents scrambled onto the bandwagon, Horace Greeley

trumpeted, “I hate McClellan,” Thurlow Weed and his Republican com-

mittees went to work with money, energy and enthusiasm; and at last

Abraham did something in his own behalf: he made sure that General

Sherman gave his thirty-odd regiments leave to go home and vote.

The campaign was bitter, with fortunes being spent on newspaper,

pamphlet and oratorical attacks on President Lincoln and his wife, the

Republican failure to end the war, the Emancipation Proclamation; for

the northern Democrats realized that the only hope for the continuation

of slavery was a presidential victory for General McClellan, who would

declare an armistice, repeal Abraham’s Proclamation, grant the south its

independence. By the same token all Republicans, even those who stated

publicly that “the administration has been politically, militarily and finan-

cially a failure, and its necessary continuance a cause of regret for the

country,” had to- vote for Abraham or find the Union and the four years

of bloody strife irretrievably gone.

Election day dawned gray and cold. Strong winds blew rain through

the deserted streets. Abraham and Tad stood at one of the south windows

watching the White House guard casting their ballots. At lunch Mary

asked Abraham how he felt.

“Uncertain, It’s a little singular that I, who am not a vindictive man,

should have always been before the people for election in canvasses marked

for their bitterness.”



After supper Abraham and John Hay walked across the wet grounds

to the War Department telegraph roOm, About ten o’clock she received

a batch of telegrams showing Abraham in the lead in Indiana, Massa-

chusetts, New York, though the voting was close. She asked the messenger

whether the president had sent any word.

“Yes, ma’am,” replied the messenger with a grin, “he said, ‘Hurry these

dispatches over, Mrs. Lincoln is more anxious than I.’
”

-v

She got Tad to bed at eleven. It was three in the morning before Abra-

ham returned. The War Department had provided fried oysters at mid-

night. By now it was clear that he would carry every state except New
Jersey, Delaware and Kentucky. Mary could not resist exclaiming over

the defeat of a relentless enemy in Maryland. Abraham replied;

“Perhaps I have too little personal resentment, but I never thought it

paid. A man has no time to spend half his life in quarrels. If any man

cease to attack me I never remember the past against him. The same goes

for the south: we must give them a friendly and helpful peace, so that they

can get back on their feet as quickly as possible.”

Mary reached up her arms to him in a jubilant victory embrace.

“It’s all clear to me now, Abraham: you be the saint in the family. I’ll

be the prophet.”

^ 7

THE weeks following the election were among the busiest she

could remember. General Grant, who had lost such a large part of his army

in the summer and autumn campaigns, was seasoning green troops in

preparation for the drive against Lee with the coming of spring; Sheridan

was cleaning out the Shenandoah Valley so that he could join Grant after

the turn of the year; Sherman, after capturing Atlanta, started down the

full length of Georgia without provision or supply, in an effort to remove

that state from the war and close the critically important port of Savannah.

Abraham worried about Sherman, for the Confederate press reported

that his men were ragged and starving; but all other news from the south

was heartening: the Confederacy was growing destitute from its nearly

four years of heroic effort to hold off an opponent many times its size in

wealth and manpower. The Union navy blockaded most of her ports; the

Mississippi was in federal hands, with the supply of food which had

poured across from Arkansas, Louisiana and Texas shut off; Lee’s army

was on short rations, reports drifting into Washington that his soldiers on

the picket lines came in frozen with cold; desertions were riddling his.



army, soldiers slipping away at niglit to return to their homes to protect

them against Sherman,

Before, there had been defeat after defeat; now there were messages of

victory: Union General George Thomas so destroyed Confederate General

Hood’s army in Nashville that it could never again be eflFective. A tele-

gram arrived on Christmas night from General Sherman, saying, “I beg

to present you as a Christmas gift, Savannah.” Sherman had left a wahe
of destruction behind him, burning down practically ever)^ building and

plantation on his way, Georgia was out of the war, and Sherman was free

to swing north through the Carolinas to join his seasoned troops to Grant’s.

The rising Union hopefulness was reflected in their New Year’s recep-

tion on Monday, January 2,, 1865, far and away the vastest crowd that ever

thronged into the White House.

Abraham’s greatest drive, now that the termination of the rebellion was

in sight, was to replace his own emergency war measure with an amend-

ment to the United States Constitution which would make Emancipation

the permanent law of the land. He had helped guide a thirteenth amend-

ment through the Senate, only to have it defeated in the House. At its

next session she was amused to see him once again become the Sangamon

County politician, gathering up three reluctant Democratic votes by offer-

ing one of the men a federal appointment for his brother, another, assur-

ance of support for his contested seat, the third, friendly votes for the rail-

road which he represented and which was facing constraining legislation.

On January 31 the Thirteenth Amendment passed the House. A hun-

dred-gun salute was fired over Washington. News reached the Executive

Mansion that Maryland, Arkansas and Louisiana had abolished slavery.

A procession came to the White House to serenade and thank President

Lincoln. Abraham stood with Mary on the portico, waving to the crowd.

When there was a lull in the music, he turned to her and said matter-of-

factly:

“As affairs have turned out, it is the central act of my administration

and the great event of the nineteenth century.”

Back inside he paced the library, head on his chest, thinking. She bent

over her sewing, waiting for him to speak.

“You know, Mary, I’ve always believed that all our states share in the

responsibility for slavery. If the south would end the hostilities tomorrow,

and voluntarily abolish slavery, I think the federal government should

indemnify the owners. I’ve figured out the sum roughly: some four hun-

dred million dollars would do the joh.”

She said without looking up, “It would give the people of the south

money to get on their feet again . . . start working their plantations with

employed labor. But with the war so nearly over, would the north be that

magnanimous to a defeated foe?”



“I’m going to propose it to the cabinet in the morning.”

He came to their sitting room the next day, after his cabinet meeting,

crestfallen.

“Not a chance; they voted unanimously against the idea. We could

have saved more battles and bloodshed, done much to eradicate the hatreds.

. . . They were so bitterly opposed that I asked them to say nothing of

my proposal.”

She did not know whether it was this disappointment, or the letdown

after the years of anxiety and overwork, but the following day, just before

his fifty-sixth birthday, she heard angry voices coming from his office,

entered in time to hear Attorney General James Speed, brother of Joshua,

castigate Abraham for having pardoned a large batch of Union soldiers

charged with desertion. Abraham jumped up Horn his desk, shouting:

“If you think that I, of my own free -will, will shed another drop of

blood ...”

The blood drained from his own face as though from a great gash. He
slumped back into his chair. He had fainted.

Mary helped put him to bed. By the time Dr. Stone arrived, he had

regained consciousness and was practicing a thin smile. Dr. Stone turned

to Mary:

“IVe been warning the president that his nerves were nearing exhaus-

tion, You must keep him in bed for a day or two, Mrs. Lincoln, and then

oblige him to cut down on his work schedule.”

She spent several quiet days in Abraham’s bedroom, reading, writing

letters to Hannah Shearer and Lizzie Grimsley, interceding for Adele

Douglas’s brother, who was about to be cashiered from the army. Abraham
amused himself with the humorous sketches of California life by Phoenix.

Time flew so fast she could not keep track of the passing days and

weeks. Before the second inauguration she went to New York for a vaca-

tion, splurged on amethyst and pearl breastpins, pearl and diamond rings,

clocks, vases, coffee and ice cream spoons, silver bouquet holders and a

gold card case for the White House. She felt she could afford the ex-

travagance, for they had saved some seventy thousand dollars out of their

first tenn’s salary.

She rose early on March 4. Mrs. Keckley helped her into her new black

velvet trimmed with ermine. She had hoped, that this second inaugural,

with no need for vast military display or sharpshooters at the windows,

would be a joyous one; instead it had rained most of the night, Pennsyl-

vania Avenue was a slough of mud, the sky overcast, a cold shifting wind
blew a drizzle now into the faces and now onto the backs of the specta-

tors standing in inches of mud on the sidewalks.

At eleven o’clock she entered her carriage at the White House with



Robert, Senator Marian of Iowa and Ris pretty young daughter Mary, the

first girl in whom Robert had shown any sustained interest. They were

detained at the west gate in a mass of would-be paraclers who were wet

and mud-covered and defeated by the weather. After watching the swear-

ing in of Vice-President Andrew Johnson of Tennessee, a thoroughly em-

barrassing performance in which Mr. Johnson, who appeared to have

been drinldng, gave a pugilistic speech, Mary stepped out of the Capitol

doors to the inaugural stand. At Aat moment the sun came from behind

the clouds, bathing the waiting crowd in a strong clear light.

Abraham rose at the front of the stand, dressed in black suit and froc:k

coat. He was sworn in by Chief Justice Salmon P. Chase, whom he had

appointed to head the Supreme Court when Roger Taney died. Mary
glanced at Kate Chase sitting on the other side of her father, her expres-

sion dour.

The crowd fell silent, its face turned upward. Abraham began speaking.

He reviewed the progress of the Union arras, the difference between this

inaugural address and the one he had made from this same stand four

years before:

'While the inaugural address was being delivered from this place, de-

voted altogether to saving the Union without war, insurgent agents were

in the city seeking to destroy it without war—seeking to dissolve the

Union. Both parties deprecated war; hut one of them would make war

rather than let the nation survive; and the other would accent war rather

than let it perish. And the war came.

“Neither party expected for the war, the magnitude, or the duration,

wdiich it has already attained. Neither anticipated that the cause of the

conflict might cease with, or even before, the conflict itself should cease.

Each looked for an easier triumph, and a result less fundamental and

astounding.”

Then, throwing both arms out wide in a gesture she remembered from

four years before, as though to embrace the crowd before him, as well as

the sundered nation, he concluded:

“With malice toward none; with charity for all; with firmness in the

right, as God gives us to see the right, let us strive on to finish the work

we are in; to bind up the nation’s wounds; to care for him who shall have

borne the brittle, and for his widow, and his orphan—to do all which may

achieve and cherish a just, and a lasting |3€ace, among ounselves, and with

all nations.”

She sat with her eyes closed, thinking, I have been married to Abraham

for almost twenty-three years, and I am convinced he is not a iav/j-er, he is

not a politician, he is not even a statesman. He is a poet. I believe that is

all he ever wanted or meant to he.

There was no room for exultation at the reception that evening, when



some fifteen thousand men and women swamped the White House,

crowds of people whose faces and mood they had never seen before: walk-

ing on the furniture, breaking vases, carrying away objets d’art as souvenirs.

When at the end of four hours the last of the guests had been herded out,

Mary and Abraham went through the rooms; they looked as though a

regiment of rebel troops had been quartered there with permission to

forage. A yard-square piece of red brocade had been cut from the window

hanging in the East Room, another piece from a drapery in the Green

Room; floral designs from the lace curtains had been cut out with pen-

knives. The reception rooms were a shambles. Abraham was aghast.

“Why should they do it, Maryl* How can they? After aU, it is their own.

property, their own White House.”

“Perhaps that’s why: they feel it is theirs to do with as they will. You

had better issue a call for the Congress to convene here tomorrow and see

the damage : I'm going to need an appropriation to repair this vandalism.”

8

SHE had thrown all of her energies into the reception and the

inaugural ball which followed, designing for herself a shimmering white

silk and lace gown with an elaborate fan and headdress w'hich cost almost

two thousand dollars, then entertaining large groups of the Republican

party, family and friends. Now she was tired.

At this moment Julia Baker, her sister Elizabeth’s daughter, who had

come to Washington with her husband for the inauguration and was

occupying the Prince of Wales Room across the hall, scandalized Wash-

ington by riding out at daylight with a gentleman in a closed carriage

while her husband remained asleep in the canopied bed. The next night

Mary awakened to see Abraham standing over her in his long nightgoxvn.

“Mary, I hate to weaken you, but it’s two o’clock. Julia is still in the

library carrying on so loud I can’t sleep.”

Mary put on a robe and slippers, went into the sitting room. The gentle-

man with Julia was not her husband, Mary invited her niece to return

home to Springfield.

Ninian, wdro had urged Abraham to appoint him commissary of sub-

sistence because he was in straitened circumstances, was reported by

reliable friends in Springfield to have amassed a fortune by giving out war

contracts to the Democrats, particularly those who w-ere avow^ed enemies

of the administration, and who were providing the troops with worthless



goods. Abraham summoned Ninian to Wsshington, weighed the evidence,

shifted him to the Chicago quartermaster’s division where he would have

no power to grant contracts.

Immediately on the heels of Elizabeth’s outraged protest came a problem

with her sister Ann’s husband, Clark Smith. Abraham stormed into her

bedroom late one afternoon waving a letter under her nose.

“Listen to what your brother-in-law has the nerve to write me; ‘If \oi,i

could at the proper time give me a little notice or a hint that things %vas

likely to be brought to a close in our troubles, I could unload my several

hundred thousand dollars of merchandise before a drop in prices’^Comes.

I will keep the information strictly confidential, you can send the letter

to a private address in New York. No one will ever know . .
” He ]3ut

the letter dovm, his face flaming with indignation.

Then the crowning blow came from her sister Martha, married to Con
federate Captain Clement White, who asked if she could visit Sister and

Brother Lincoln in Washington. Abraham acceded to Mary's request for

a pass. When Martha returned through the lines on her way to Richmond,

the New York Tribune published a story which charged her with refus-

ing to have her luggage searched, boasting that her trunks were filled with

contraband, and that the president had forbidden anyone to open them.

For weeks the press of the country ran stories of Martha White carrjdng

back to the rebel armies her weight in quinine, a drug sorely needed, of

having made dupes of President and Mrs. President Lincoln.

“Fm beginning to understand why there was no member of your family

at either inauguration, Abraham,” said Mary apologetically; “why you’ve

never appointed any one of them to even a minor post, or had a family

visitor at the White blouse. Fve had family enough for two.”

Abraham smiled a little ruefully.

"Oh, my cousin Dennis Hanks came up here once, wanting trading

permits for his sons-in-law.” He gazed at her sheepishly. "I granted both

requests; but I never told you about it.”

The blinding headaches returned: now she felt pressure upon her brain,

with a burning sensation on the surface of her scalp. Her vision became

blurred, and there was a feeling of constriction. For days she could speak

to no one, not even Tad, who wandered in and out of the bedroom for

lornly. WHien William Stoddard came down with typhoid, and left Wash-

ington, she lost her staunchest friend in the White House. She became

depressed.

"Fve got the hypo,” she murmured.

She forced herself to go downstairs one evening because a number (.>1

guests were coming, but ended by quarreling with Senator Sumner, who

was unwilling to give the southern state governments back into the hands



of the men who had led them out of the Union. Sumner left the White

House in a huff; the next morning she had to apologize:

Words are scarcely an atonement for the inadvertent manner in which

I addressed you yesterday. Therefore, I pray you, accept this little peace

offering for your table: a few fresh flowers brought up by the gardener.

Trusting that your kind nature will excuse me, I remain,

Resfeetfully,

Mary Lincoln

Abraham was planning to go to the battle front, hoping to be present

for the fall of Richmond and the surrender of General Lee. She remem-

bered her trip to the Army of the Potomac in the spring of 1863, how
considerably it had refreshed her. Tad could go along, and they would

all see Robert, for she had prevailed upon Abraham to get an appointment

for Robert on Grant’s staff.

Abraham approved her idea.

On March 23 they pulled away from the Sixth Street dock in the River

Queen. Mary and Abraham had the captain’s room, Tad and Mrs. Keckley

adjoining cabins. The following night at nine they reached City Point

with the varicolored lights of the boats in the harbor, the little town wan-

dering its way up the bluffs from the shore, and on top the lights of Gen-

eral Grant’s headquarters.

The next morning Robert boarded in his captain’s uniform, direct from

General Grant’s headquarters, to tell his parents of a sharp fight at dawn
resulting from an attempt of the Confederates to slash through the Union

lines and reunite two segments of their army.

An hour later Mary and Abraham boarded a military transport coach

behind a slow-moving, smoke-belching locomotive which took them over

the supply railroad to the front. When Mary descended from the coach

she froze in horror at the sight of hundreds of Union and Confederate

soldiers lying dead and wounded on the field, with the gravediggers dig-

ging, the Union Sanitary Commission giving aid to the wounded, the gray

Confederate hospital corps working under a flag of truce to bury its dead.

She felt ill.

General Grant’s secretary, Adam,Badeau, helped her and Mrs. Grant, a

heav)Heatured woman with a squint, onto the seat of a half-open carriage,

then took the seat facing the two ladies. Abraham and the other men of

the party rode horseback. The road was a continuous line of mudhoies

which knocked them about. Mary put her hand to her head, which had
begun to throb. Adam Badeau said:

“I think there is a decisive battle coming up very shortly now: all wives

of army officers have been sent back home. TTae only exception is the wife

of General Charles Griffin, she got a special permit from the president.”



Mary leaped up from her seat.

'What do you mean by that, sir? Do you mean to say she saw the presi-

dent alone?”

Badeau stared at her with a sickly grin,

“Tliads a very equivocal smile, sir. Let me out of this carriage. I will

ask the president if he saw her alone.”

Badeau sat silent. Mrs. Grant said in a molUfying tone:

“Mrs. Lincoln, we will be at the front with the president in a few

moments. Please sit back and stop distressing yourself,”

They reached the reviewing ground. General Meade came up to help

Mary alight from the carriage. He linked an arm through hers as thex’

walked a few paces.

“General Meade, did Mrs. Griffin secure her permit to remain here with

the army from the president?”

General Meade gazed at her troubled face, replied quietly:

“That would be quite impossible, Mrs. President Lincoln; her permit

to remain at the front came directly from Secretary of War Stanton, to

whom she appealed.”

Mary returned to the carriage, said triumphantly to Mrs. Grant and

Badeau, “General Meade assures me it was not the president who gave

Mrs. Griffin her permit, but Mr. Stanton.”

In the silence that followed she saw that they vi'ere embarrassed, not for

themselves hut for her. She shook her head sharply, as though to clear her

thoughts; she must keep better hold on herself.

That evening she and Abraham had a quiet supper in the cabin of the

River Queen. The next morning when she went on deck she found that

the cold winter winds had died down; the sun was w^arm, the air thin and

fragrant. The harbor where the Appomattox and James rivers came to-

gether was filled with fighting boats, sailboats, transptwts and passenger

boats. The River Queen left its pier and went down the James in the

morning sun. On the bank were Union soldiers from Sheridan’s army

swimming, bathing, watering their horses, laughing and singing like chil-

dren out of school. The River Queen went through a flotilla of Union

boats, all draped with flags, men cheering as Abraham stood at the rail

with his arm linked through Mary’s, dressed in his long-tailed black frock

coat and his high silk hat, the ends of his cravat blowing in the breeze.

Across the river from City Point they disembarked; this time a carriage

with springs had been provided, to make the journey to the review

grounds of the Army of the James, under command of General Ord, easier

for Mary and Mrs. Grant, Adam Badeau again was in the carriage, ac-

companied by a Colonel Porter.

At a road fork the driver lost his way; they came to the end of what was

little more than a trail in the woods and had to double back. Ihe mud had



not yet dried, the pace was slow. Nervous now because they might miss the

review' for which they had come, Mary decided that she w'ould do better

by walking the several miles to the review grounds. She ordered the driver

to stop, but when she got one foot out of the carriage she saw that she

would be wading in mud up to her knees. She settled in a corner of the

carriage, gnawdng her lip.

They reached the review grounds almost two hours late. The giant re-

view of the Army of the James had been completed, but she arrived in

time to see Abraham, with Generals Grant and Ord, riding between the

columns to the music of the bands, the soldiers drawn up at present arms.

Riding next to Abraham there was a woman.

Mary turned to the officers on the front seat.

“Who is that woman riding next to President Lincoln?^'

“Why, that’s Mrs. Ord, wife of the commander of the troops under re-

view.”

‘What does she mean by riding by the side of the president!’ What
right has she to pretend that she is the wife of the president?”

“Oh, I’m sure that she isn’t trying to pretend that, Mrs. Lincoln,” re-

plied Mrs. Grant. “Everyone knows who you are. It’s just that we were

too late for the review ...”

At that moment Major Seward, a nephew of the Secretary of State and

frequenter of the White House, came riding up with a grin.

“The president’s horse is very gallant, Mrs. Lincoln. He insists on rid-

ing by the side of Mrs. Ord.”

So! The talk would be in all the newspapers of how Mrs. President

Lincoln had been relegated to a back seat, with Mrs. Ord chosen to ride

alongside the president. This would be the beginning of another one of

those miserable rumors like the one that had run in the Menard Axis.

Mrs. Ord, having seen Mary’s carriage drive up, detached herself from

Abraham and General Ord and came riding to Mary’s side.

“Mrs. President Lincoln, I am so happy you have arrived. The general

thought I ought to take your place, since you had been so unfortunately

delayed.”

“You take my place! May I inform you, Mrs. Ord, that no one takes my
place. In the future I’ll thank you not to impersonate the wife of the presi-

dent.”

Mrs. Ord burst into tears.

Mrs. Grant said, “Mrs. Lincoln, I don’t think you ought to speak that

way to Mrs. Ord, she meant no wrong, she was simply following her hus-

band’s instructions.”

“I’ll thank you not to defend her. Your loyalty should be to me as the

First Lady. I begin to believe that this whole thing was a conspiracy.”

There was silence. Mrs. Ord and Major Seward rode away, Mrs. Grant



excused herself, leaving Mary alone in the carriage. She ordered the driver

to take her back to the jRiver Qtteew.

The return journey was a nightmare in which she was only half con-

scious, burning inside herself at the humiliation she had suffered. Ever)?-

one was against her. If they had the power they would relieve her of her

post as First Lady and fill the breach themselves. But she would not allow

it. She had suffered too long and endined too much to he made a laughing-

stock. Neither was Abraham free from all blame; he could have waited the

parade for her, he owed her that much.

She locked herself in the cabin, threw herself face down on the bed, her

head a torment. It was dark before Abraham came back; he knocked on the

door several times.

“Mary, are you there? May I come in?”

She opened the door. He stood crouching over, an expression of guarded

melancholy on his face.

“Mary, I'm terribly sorry about the driver losing his way. It was im-

fortunate, but the division had been standing at parade rest for hours. I

felt it wasn’t fair to keep the men waiting any longer.”

“So you chose another woman to ride alongside of you! Abraham, how
could you? That was my place and no one else’sl You led the troops to

think she was the wife of the president. Every newspaper will make a story

of it.”

Abraham was genuinely surprised.

“But why should they make a story of such an incident? Those troops

havfe seen Mrs. Ord before. She has a permit to be at the front The Lord

knows weVe been subjected to every attack conceivable to the human

mind, but certainly no paper has linked my name with any other

woman’s
”

She flushed; shafts of pain shot like bullets through every angle of her

head. She would not tell him; this was the one humiliation she would

never let past her lips. Abraham raised her up from the pillow.

“Wouldn’t you like to dress now? We’re entertaining General and Mrs.

Grant and his staff for dinner. They’re bringing a hand on board."

“Mrs. Ord will be there?”

“General and Mrs. Ord will be there.”

‘Then ril not come.”

She could contain her pain and anxiety no longer; she burst into tears,

burying her face in her arms while she wept. Abraham stood above her,

patting her hair.

She decided to return to Washington.

Back in the seclusion of her own apartment in the White House she

realized the enormity of what she had done. Dear God, how could she

forgive herself? What was she to do about this pain in her head which left



her open to every passing temper, pushed aside her judgment, laid waste

the years of resolve and discipline?

Abraham sent her telegrams as though nothing had happened, messages

giving her the details of battle just as, for four years in the White House,

he had discussed with her the strategy and results of the campaigns.

Head Quarters Armies of the United

States, City-Point,

April 2. 7/45 1865

Mrs. A. Lincoln,

Washington, D.C.

Last night Gen. Grant telegraphed that Sheridan with his Cavalry and

the 5th. Corps had captured three brigades of Infantry, a train of wagons,

and several batteries. . . . This morning Gen, Grant ordered an attack

along the whole line.

A. Lincoln

A few hours later another telegram from City Point:

Mrs. Lincoln: At 4:30 p.m. to-day General Grant telegraphs that he has

Petersburg completely enveloped from river below to river above, and has

captured, since he started last Wednesday, about 12,000 prisoners and 50
guns. He suggests that I shall go out and see him in the morning. . . .

A. Lincoln

The next day she received word that Petersburg had been evacuated by

General Lee; within a matter of hours General Grant took possession of

Richmond, which also had been evacuated by Confederate troops and

government. But there was alarming news as well: reports were brought

to her from the War Department that, in the bitterness of defeat, a plot

was being hatched to assassinate Abraham. She wrote notes to the provost

marshal of the Washington police asking that two officers who had been

recommended, Joseph Sheldon and John F, Parker, “be detailed for duty

at the Executive Mansion." The extra guards reported that night.

Abraham returned, overjoyed that while he was en route General Lee

had surrendered to General Grant. As soon as General Johnston sur-

rendered the rest of the Confederate army to General Sherman, the war
between the states would be over.

9

SHE awakened on Good Friday, April 14, the day Abraham had
proclaimed as one of general thanksgiving throughout the north, to find



the spring morning clear and beautiful; exactly four years before, Major
Robert Anderson had been obliged to haul down the American flag at Fort

Sumter. Today he was raising the identical flag above the fort.

The city had been wild with joy since the previous Sunday when Gen-
eral Lee had surrendered to General Grant at Appomattox; so many cele-

bration cannon had been fired that windowpanes were broken throughout

the city. Church bells rang, business houses closed, thoroughfares were

jammed with people, buildings were covered with flags, bunting strung

across streets. At night Washington was ablaze with glory, every house,

shop, hotel and public building illuminated with thousands of candles and

ropes of lanterns strung along walls, with brass bands marching through

the streets playing at the top of their trumpets, fireworks going off on

every corner.

It was seven o’clock when she arose. Abraham was already at his desk.

He had invited General and Mrs. Grant to see Laura Keene in Our Ameri-

can Cousin with them that evening at Ford's Theatre.

At eight o’clock she and Tad took Abraham dowastairs to the family

dining room to breakfast with them. Captain Robert Lincoln came in, his

uniform soiled and dusty, a three-day beard on his face. He kissed them

all.

*Tou were with General Grant at Appomattox,” said Abraham proudly.

'Tell us of General Lee’s surrender.”

Abraham had requested of Grant that Lee and his men be treated gen-

erously. Robert’s report proved that Grant had followed the president’s

orders: the starving southern soldiers had been fed with Union rations,

allowed to return home after signing a paper that they would not fight for

the Confederacy any more; the officers carried home their side arms and

personal baggage, the soldiers kept their horses and mules for plowing.

“I brought a picture of General Lee back with me,” concluded Robert.

He handed the portrait to Abraham, who laid it on the table before him,

"It is a good face,” said Abraham with deep feeling. “It is the face of a

noble, brave man. I am glad that the war is over at last.”

Mary looked across the table at her husband; he had shaved early that

morning, there was color in his cheeks, his hair and whiskers were neatly

combed, he had on a freshly pressed suit.

“You must be expecting company this morning, Mr. President,” she said

in a bantering voice. “Is it to be the singer, Patti, or Laura Keene?”

Abraham’s eyes sparkled to see that she could make jokes again about

other women.

“Oh, nothing quite so lovely, Mary: Schuyler Colfax, the Speaker of

the House, is coming in at nine, then Senator John A. Creswell of Mary-

land, who wants me to set free a friend of his who is in a Confederate

prison camp. Our old friend Richard Yates, who has just been elected to
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the Senate, is bringing ia Colonel William Kellogg, who he thinks should

be appointed Collector of the Port of New Orleans. John Flale, the new
minister to Spain, is coming for his instructions. There is a batch of

senators and representatives who have an appointment to discuss the gov-

ernments to be set up in Virginia and Louisiana. Aside from that I have

only to get over to the War Department very quickly now to make sure

that General Johnston has surrendered to General Sherman, then I must

get back to my office for an eleven o^clock cabinet meeting in which Gen-

eral Grant is joining us.”

She rose, kissed him.

‘Tour usual idle morning. Robert, you’re free this evening. Wouldn’t

you like to come and see Our American Cousin?”

“Thank you, Mother, but I haven’t slept in a bed for two weeks, I’d

like to turn in early.”

“Mama, can I come in Robert’s placer'” cried Tad.

A messenger arrived from Grover’s Theatre, inviting a presidential party

to see Aladdin, or The Wonderful Lamf. Mary told Tad something of the

story, adding, ‘Taddie, I think you and your tutor would enjoy that play

much more than Our American Cousin. Suppose you be Mr. President

Lincoln tonight?”

She lunched downstairs with the two boys; Abraham was still in his

cabinet meeting. Later he came into the sitting room, told her that Major

J. B. Merwin of Connecticut had missed his appointment, and could she

have some lunch for the two men brought up here? He wanted to hear

Merwin's plan for having Negro troops dig a canal across Panama.

She dressed slowly in a black wool street dress with a deep collar effect

created by white braid and fringe looping aaoss the bosom. A little before

four Abraham came into her room bringing a vi.sitor, Irish Mary, the

Springfield servant who had been so faithfid during the months of the

i860 campaign. Mary shook hands warmly.

“I’m glad to see you. I trust the president has given you an order for

your husband’s release from the army?”

“Oh yes, Mrs. Lincoln, he surely did; but he is always such a nice man.”

Mary picked up a basket of fruit which had arrived as a gift the day

before, presented it to the girl She curtsied, left.

Abraham took Mary’s hand, pulled her down beside him on the sofa.

“There’s only one thing I am worried about; it’s the abolitionists in

Congress who want a harsh peace and severest punishment of the south.

If we are wise and discreet, we will reanimate the states and get their

governments in successful operation, with order prevailing and the Union
re-established, before Congress comes together in December. There are

men in Congress who possess feelings of hate and vindictiveness, in which

I do not sympathize and cannot participate,”



He rose from the sofa, walked to the window overlooking the president’s

park, the Potomac, the lovely rolling hills of Virginia,

“I hope there will be no persecution, no bloody work. There is too much
of a desire on the part of some of our very good friends to be masters, to

dictate to those states, to treat the people not as fellow citizens. There is

too little respect for their rights. We must extinguish our resentments if we
expect harmony and union.”

“You must win the peace, Abraham, just as you won the war,”

The doorman came to inform them that the carnage was waiting. They
went down the main staircase into the vestibule. At the bottom of the

steps stood a one-armed soldier. He said:

“I would almost give my other hand if I could shake that of Abraham

Lincoln.”

Abraham grasped the soldier’s hand, asked his name and regiment,

commended him for his bravery.

As they stepped out onto the portico they found that the sun had gone

behind the clouds. Abraham told the driver to take them into the country,

past the Soldiers’ Home. They rode through the suburbs, Abraham hold-

ing Mary’s hand in his.

“I feel very happy, Mary, because I consider this day the war has come

to a close. We must be more cheerful in the future; between the war and

the loss of Willie we have been very miserable.”

‘We've been in a bad row of stumps,” she replied.

"We have laid by some money, and during this term we will try to save

up some more. Then we’ll go back to Illinois, and I will open a law oflBce

at Springfield or Chicago.”

"But we’ll have a nice long vacation before we do that, won’t we, Abra-

ham?”

"Yes, Mary, we are going to have the vacation in Europe that you

dreamed about all your life.”

She looked up at him, saw that he was in earnest. A trip to Europe,

what a glorious fulfillment!

As they turned in to the White House they saw two of their Illinois

friends going across the lawn toward the Treasury.

"Gome back, boys, come back,” shouted Abraham.

She smiled to herself. They were all boys to Abraham.

The family dined alone. She was disappointed to learn from Abraham

that General and Mrs. Grant had declined Abraham’s invitation to go to

the theatre with them. She sensed the rebuff; well, she would find her own

way and her own time to make peace with Mrs. Grant. She sent an invita-

tion to Senator Harris’s daughter and her fianc!^, Major Rathbone, to ac-

company them instead.

She dressed in a full-skirted black silk gown with a pattern of widely
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scattered tiny white flowers, adjusted the white quilted satin bonnet

trimmed in black and white lace over her earefully dressed hair. When
Abraham returned from a last trip to the telegraph office he showed signs

of fatigue.

‘'Mary, I feel inclined to give up the whole thing.”

"Very well, if you'd rather not go; you’ve had a full day.”

“It's been advertised that we will be there and I cannot disappoint the

people. Besides, if I stay home, there will be people in the whole evening

long, and I will have to shake hands and talk to them and I will get no

rest at all.”

It was time to leave for the theatre. Speaker Colfax and George Ashmun
were waiting in the Red Room for a' conference. She sent a messenger

down to summon Abraham, but as he came upstairs he was caught by

Senator Henderson of Missouri, an ally on reconstruction for the south.

When she went with Abraham into his bedroom to help him get an over-

coat, cards were brought in from Senator William Stewart of Nevada and

Judge Niles Searles of New York. He sent the message, “I am going to the

theatre with Mrs. Lincoln. It is the kind of engagement I never break.

Come with your friend tomorrow at ten, and I shall be glad to see you.”

Mary put on her black velvet cloak, picked up her fan and opera glasses

in their black case lined with red.

They were now a half hour late for the curtain.

They got into the carriage. Up above, holding the reins, was the coach-

man, Francis Bums, while Abraham’s valet, Charles Forbes, stood by the

door to help them in. They drove quickly along the cobblestone streets to

pick up Clara Harris and Major Rathbone, then made directly for Ford's

Theatre on Tenth Street between E and F. Forbes dropped down to the

sidewalk, opened the door, helping Mary, Abraham and Miss Harris onto

the wide plank platform which carried them safely across the muddy gutter

in front of the theatre. John Parker, the guard she had had assigned to the

White House, was waiting for them.

The lobby was deserted; it was eight-thirty and the play had been on for

a half hour; an usher who had been posted to wait for them led them up a

flight of stairs, then down a sloping aisle to their box. There was a white

door into an anteroom, then another door which opened into the box

proper.','

Mary led the way, stepping into the carpeted compartment with its red-

flowered wallpaper. At the front, hanging from a support at the top and ail

the way down to the floor, were curtains of closely woven Nottingham lace

which gave them almost complete privacy. Yet they were seen; there was

applause and some few cheers from the audience; the players stood momen-
tarily, then continued with their lines.

Inside the box were comfortable armchairs, a small sofa, a rocking chair



for Abraham. JMary took her seat in; an armchair at the front of the box,

with Abraham in the rocker at her left side behind the curtain and in the

corner so that he could not be seen from the audience. Miss Harris sat

next to Mary in the right corner. Major Rathbone behind his fiancee,

Parker took up his station outside the anteroom; Forbes, who drove with

the family so often to the theatre, had permission to sit at the back of the

box and watch the show.

They had seen the play before, but Abraham was amused by the English

description of Americans as seventeen feet tall, with black hair reaching

down to their heels, carrying tomahawks and scalping knives. Between acts

they laughed and chatted without leaving the box.

After the opening of the third Set it grew cold and drafty. Mary sug-

gested that Abraham put on his overcoat. He rose, put on the coat, then

sat down again in the horsehair rocker. Mary leaned across his lap, resting

her elbow on his knee, gazing at him with a smile,

“What will Miss Harris think of my hanging on you so?”

Abraham smiled indulgently.

“She won't think a thing about it, Mary.”

10

THERE was a loud noise behind them, like an explosion.

She jerked upright from Abraham’s lap. The box filled with white

smoke.

She saw Abraham’s eyelids slowly close, as though he were failing

asleep. The affectionate smile faded into weariness as he swayed backward.

The rocking chair, which had been leaning forward in intimacy as they

whispered to each other, moved away from her. His head, high above the

back of the chair, fell to rest against the wall behind him.

A scream w'as wrenched from her throat.

For the first time she was aware of another man in the box: black hair,

black suit, the face familiar, the eyes wild, lids distended over the whites,

staring down, first at Abraham then at her.

Major Rathbone hurtled himself from his chair at the other end of the

box, struggled with the dark stranger so close to her she could feel the

violence of their movements. She rose from her chair, her hands pressed to

her heart. There was the gleam of a knife, a slashing movement, a groan

from Rathbone.

The dark man pushed between her and Abraham, jumped up on the

railing of the box. Rathbone lunged past her, grappling for a hold. There
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was anotdier slash of the long Imifei then the dark man jt^ped to the

stage below. Rathhone shouted;

"Stop that man! Stop him!”

She fell to her loiees in front of Abraham, reached up, took his face in

her hazids.

"Abraham, where are you hurt? What is it? Tell me!’'

His head fell forward into her hands. He did not speak or open his eyes.

She felt his body begin to sag. She wrapped her arms about him, held him

upright in the chair. His head fell onto her shoulder. She held him to her

breast so that he could not fall. She could a:arcely feel his breathing. She

heard Rathbone calling to the audience for a surgeon.

"Abraham, speak to me, tell me where you’ve been hurt,”

The door to the box was opened. A man in uniform rushed to her side.

"Mrs. Lincoln, I’m Dr. Leale, surgeon from the General Hospital.”

"Doctor, take charge of him.”

Dr. Leale and Rathbone, bleeding profusely from an arm wound, lifted

Abraham from the chair and laid him on the carpeted floor. She stood

above them, her heart pounding so loudly in her ears that she had to strain

to hear Dr. Leale.

"... clot of Hood on shoulder . . . may be a stab wound . . . slit the

coat and shirt . ,

The box filled with people: Laura Keene, trying to comfort her, another

of the actors bringing water, a young man who introduced himself as Dr.

Charles Sabin Taft, Julia’s brother, still more doctors. She watched Dr.

Leale trying to breathe air into Abraham’s lungs, pour a little brandy

down his throat.

"Can’t we take him borne?” she pleaded. "It would be so much better

for him there.”

"I’m afraid not, Mrs. Lincoln; the president would die before we got him

to the White House,”

Die! Abraham die?

She sank to her knees, put an arm under Abraham’s head, raised him to

her, MTiere her right hand held liis head firmly against her, she felt some-

thing wet and sticky. She brought it up slowly, saw a blotch of blood. She

stared at it in silence, uncomprehending, then raised her eyes to the doc-

tors who were watching her. After a pause Dr. Leale said:

"Fm sorry, Mrs. Lincoln, The president was shot ... in the back of

the head.”

Four soldiers who had been in the audience, and three doctors, picked

up Abraham, carried him out of the theatre. Mary followed, supported by
Major Rathbone. The crowd in Tenth Street, across which was a row of

family residences, was now so dense that an army captain had to clear a



way with his sword. Abraham was being carried feet foremost, sagging in

the middle. More soldiers joined the cortege to hold him under the hips.

Overhead, the moon was covered by dark gray clouds.

The house immediately opposite, to which Dr. Leale was taking Abra-

ham, was closed. A man standing with a lighted candle in the open door-

way of the next house beckoned to them. They went up a half flight of

stairs leading to the front door, down a long hail, past two doors. There

was a room with a bed in it. The soldiers left. The throng of stricken, as

well as curious, who had followed into the house, were put out. A chair

w-as drawn up to the bed for her. She sat on the forward edge, holding

Abraham’s hand.

The bed was too small for him. Abraham had to lie with his knees up.

The doctors tried to remove the footpiece of the bed; they could not. Dr.

Leale moved him so that he lay diagonally, the way he had slept in Spring-

field.

Cushions were put under his head. The bed was pulled into the center

of the brown and white wallpapered room so that Abraham would lie

immediately under the flaring gas light. Dr. Taft stood at the head of the

bed, holding his hand on the wound.

The room was filled with doctors. She heard their whispered consulta-

tions, though not the words. Abraham still had on his heavy leather boots

and long frock coat. Dr. Leale told her they wanted to undress Abraham

and search for further wounds. Would she mind going into the next room?

Clara Harris helped her up; she went hack down the hall to the front

parlor. It was dark. The fragrance of lilacs was so heavy in the air, she

could not breathe. She asked that Robert be sent for, also Dr. Stone, Mrs.

Keckley, Mrs. Welles. She sat in a chair, her face in her hands.

Dr. Taft came in, said she might return to the president’s side. Abraham

was now under blankets. He was still unconscious. Occasional sighs es-

caped his lips. Clean napkins had been put over the pillow to cover the

bloodstains. She stood over him, cried:

“Abraham, live, you must live!”

The Reverend Gurley arrived, went on his knees between Mary and

Abraham and began to pray. Dr. Stone arrived, was given an account of

the wound. Brandy was poured between Abraham’s lips; be did not swal-

low it.

Men continued to come in;- the cabinet, Senator Sumner, who put an

arm about her shoulders, Speaker Colfax, another half dozen doctors, until

the room was crowded to suffocation. A window and door admitting to a

porch were opened for air,

Robert came running, started for the bed, was taken aside by Dr. Stone,

told something that started the tears streaming down his face. He came to

his mother, put his head in her lap like a child, wept. She stroked his hair,
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gazing over him at Abraham’s face, now beginning to twitch on the left

side. When the doctor pushed bach his lids she saw that now', as in all

crises, his eyes were in imbalance, the left iris contracted and pulled high

in its socket.

The doctors decided to probe for the bullet. Once again she was ashed

to leave the room. Robert helped her into the front parlor. When she was

permitted to return she saw that Abraham had taken a turn for the worse:

his left eye was dark and swollen, his breathing irregular. She wanted to

fling herself upon him, cover his eyelids and mouth with kisses, pour her

overburdening love and life back into his frame. She turned to Robert.

“Bring Tad, he will speak to Tad, he loves him so.”

There was a pause. Someone said no. She burst into tears.

“Oh, that my little Taddie might see his father once more.”

No one moved.

She sat with Robert in the parlor. The gas light had been lit. Its hissing

was the only sound. She sat, as the night hours spun themselves out.

She returned to Abraham's side. His features were now distorted, the

breathing stertorous. The doctors were standing around the bed, doing

nothing more to help him, heads bowed. Senator Sumner was sitting close

to Abraham, holding his hand, sobbing.

In a swift instant her eyes took in the room: the two dozen black-frocked

and uniformed men; the picture on the wall just beyond Abraham, Rosa

Bonheur’s Horse Fair; the bureau, wood stove, washstand; the Brussels

carpet beneath her, which she did not see until she had fallen halfway to

the floor in a faint.

Her senses returned. Dr. Stone was applying a restorative. All discipline

and self-control were gone. Abraham was dying, and they were doing

nothing about it. If only she could make him hear her voice.

She stood with her lips almost upon his, cried out;

“Love, live for hut a moment! Speak to me once! Speak to our children!”

She listened for his voice; there was no sound in the room except that

of men weeping; of Secretary of War Stanton giving orders, endless orders.

A piercing cry escaped from deep within her. She fell supplicatingly to

her Icnees by Abraham’s pillow, sobbed with all the force and tortured

despair of her nature. Then she heard a voice say sternly:

"Take that woman out and do not let her in again!"

It was Secretary Stanton.

She had only time to think, I’m "that woman” now, with Abraham un-

able to defend me. Oh, Abraham, Abraham, what will I be without you?

Hands lifted her from the floor, helped her grope her way along the hall

to the sofa in the parlor. She wept silently. Twice she rose, tried to go in

to Abraham, Twice she was restrained.

The minutes ticked away. The hours. She lost count of time and circum-
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stance. lb.e world receded from iier consciousness. How much was she

dead, how much alive? She did not know, did not care.

Then it was morning, a gray grim morning. Robert came to fetch her.

He led her by die hand, down the dark hall to the bedchamber. She
stepped inside. The men turned away. She looked at Abraham.
He was dead.

She flung herself upon his lx«om, covered his face with kisses.

“Oh mf God, and I have given my husband to die.”

11

SHE could not bear the familiarity of her own bedroom. She went

to bed in a little guest room.

There was movement past her door, men going and coming, hushed

voices, those of doctors. Abraham had been brought back to the Prince of

Wales Room.

On Sunday morning the sun came out brightly.

”How can the sun shine,” she asked aloud, “wa'th Abraham dead?”

Tad was the only one in the room.

"It’s a sign Father is happy in heaven. He was never happy after he

came here. This was not a good place for him.”

Waves of weeping shook her to the depths of her being. When she

raised her head from the pillow she saw Tad cowering at the foot of the

bed, his face an agony,

"Don’t cry so, Mama, or you will break my heart.”

She held out her arms to the boy.

"Tad, today is Sunday; bring me paper and pen. I’ll send a note to Dr.

Gurley, ask for the prayers of the congregation.”

She wrote the note. The effort to hold clarity exhausted her. She fell

into a delirium of tangled, frenzied images that made a chaos of her mind.

There was a shot. She bolted up, screaming. Mrs. Keckley was in the

room. She put her back in the bed.

"It’s the carpenters in the East Room, Mrs. Lincoln; they’re hammering

nails.”

“Every nail that’s driven comes up here like a pistol shot. Can’t you stop

them?”

Robert had come in quietly.

"It’s for the services, Mother. They’re building the . . . catafalque, . .
.’

All day footsteps went down the hall to the Prince of Wales Room.

Robert brought in cards from people wanting to pay their respects.
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"rm too ill to see anyone, Robert.”

It would be good to have Elizabeth with her; but Elizabeth sent no

word.

Dr. Stone kept her under sedatives.

She slept, awakened. Cannons were firing. Washington was under

siege. Then it had been a hideous nightmare, Abraham was still alive . . .

Robert was sitting in a chair by her bed.

“Mother, it’s time for the . . . for services. Dr. Gurley is giving the

sermon. Mrs. Keckley and Mrs. Welles wall help you dress. Won’t you get

up now, let us take you down to the East Room'?”

Church bells began to ring over the city, funereally. She shook, slowly

at first, only her hands; then her arms, her shoulders, her bosom and

innards, until every part of her was shaking convulsively. She pulled the

blankets over her head,

The house was still. Mrs. Keckley was sitting in a corner. The door

opened. It was Dr. Anson Henry. She threw her arms about his neck, held

herself to him fiercely while she wept. Then she related the story of the

last day. The telling relieved her.

Noon. Again there were church bells. Minute guns were fired. It was

the time.

She rose from the bed, went in her nightgown to the window overlook-

ing the north drive and Pennsylvania Avenue. Six gray horses left the

portico pulling a draped and canopied hearse. People lined Pennsylvania

Avenue, solid, in trees and on rooftops. Regimental bands played the

death march. The army marched in slow time, behind.

She was dry-eyed now. She felt only a consummate hollowness. She

remembered the first moment they had crossed the threshold of the White
House; she had taken Abraham’s arm, said, “Abraham, we’re home.”

How many times had she stood at a window watching him make his

way across the lawn, to the War Department, the Treasury? Now he was

going through the gate, for the last time.

In Springfield she had cried, “If I must be destroyed, why can’t it be on

the plane of high tragedy, where at least I might sacrifice my happiness

for some great and noble cause?”

I cried out too loud, she thought. The gods heard me.

Robert entered.

“I telegraphed Judge David Davis to come to Washington. He is taking

charge of our affairs. He and I and Orville Browning, we think it best that

Father be buried in Springfield. It’s where Father started, where be made
bis career . .

“There are too many memories for me in Springfield. 1 prefer some
other place, Chicago, perhaps. I want Willie taken out of the vault, buried

with Father . ,



'Yes, Mother. The cabinet spent all day arranging for the funeral train.

They plan to take Father home on the same route he came to Washington.

In each city he will lie in state: the City Hall in New York, Independence

Hall in Philadelphia ...”

She stiffened. She never had been able to gaze into the face of death.

Now poor Abraham would be dragged from city to city, lying defenseless

while millions of strangers stared down at him.

“Father is too tired. He must not be dragged over two thousand miles

of rails, through city streets. Death is not a show. Tell them I do not want

a funeral train.”

He returned in an hour. His face was haggard,

“They say Father doesn't belong to us any more. That he belongs to the

ages.”

Mrs. Keckley washed her face with a warm cloth, brushed her hair,

propped pillows behind her. She asked after Tad.

"This morning I found him asleep under Mr. Lincoln's desk in the

executive office. When I woke him and asked if he w'ouldn’t like to come

downstairs for breakfast, he answered, ‘Pa is dead. I'll never see him

again.'
”

"Bring him in to me. If not for little Taddie, I would pray to die, I am
so miserable."

Tad came in. His face was pinched, his eyes two dark hollows, like

Abraham's when he was stricken. She saw a man in the hall.

"Who is that?” she asked Mrs. Keckley.

"The guard, Mr. Parker.”

“Tell him to come to me."

Parker entered, a heavy-faced man with half-closed lids. He trembled.

“Why were you not at the door to keep the assassin out?” she asked

fiercely.

Parker hung his head.

“I have bitterly repented it. But I did not believe that anyone would

try to kill so good a man in such a public place. The belief made me
careless. I was attracted by the play, and did not see the assassin enter the

box.”

"You should have seen him. You had no business to be careless.” She

fell back on the pillow, covered her face with her hands. "Go now. It’s not

you I can't forgive, it’s the assassin.”

"If Pa had lived,” said Tad, "he would have forgiven the man who shot

him. Pa forgave everybody.”

Letters of condolence poured in, touching letters from strangers who

wrote how much they loved and esteemed their dead president. There

were letters too from Betsy and Emilie, I,evi and Dr. Wallace. Lizzie



Grimsley and Hannah Shearer, Elizaheth never came, or any other mem-
ber of her family.

Robert asked:

“Mother, are you feeling better? Because we have to start packing. It’s

a week now, President Johnson and his family have the right to move in.”

“Robert, I'm still so ill. How can I get up, pack, move? I don’t even

know where I’m going.”

“We’ll go to the Eighth Street house.”

“I can’t go back to Springfield. I would be overcome by memories.”

A reprieve came from John Hay: he had gone to an influential senator

who was close to Andrew Johnson, urged him to obtain from the president

a word that Mrs. Lincoln need not feel rushed in moving. President John-

son sent the message.

Hay had left on the funeral train. She wrote, thanking him for this

last act of kindness.

On May 4, almost three weeks after Abraham had been killed, Robert

sent her word that Abraham had been buried at Oak Ridge Cemetery in

Springfield.

His burial marked an official end to the Lincoln regime.

No one came into the White House. It had the feeling of being aban-

doned. Guards and servants left, unable to stand the silent melancholy.

In the deep night she heard noises, subdued voices, running feet. Mrs.

Keckley explained: vandals were stripping the public rooms, cutting open

sofas and chairs, tearing down lace curtains, stealing vases, silver and

diningware, carting away pieces of furniture.

“They say it’s your fault, Mrs. Lincoln. They say you fired the steward

years ago, and there’s no one here to oversee.”

Indignation flamed in her cheeks.

“Secretary Stanton has a whole army in Washington. All he needs to do

is to assign one squad of soldiers ...”

Mrs, Keckley gazed at her, stolidly.

“They say you overstay your welcome. They say you must get out and

let President Johnson move in, so he can carry on the nation’s business,

protect the White House.”

She lay back. Tears pooled in her eyes.

Mrs. Keckley helped her to dress. She went across the hall to her bed-

room for the first time since Abraham’s death, staggered back as though

struck, then entered.

She ordered up all the trunks and boxes to be found in the basement,

began working as though possessed, assembling everything the Lincolns

had brought with them from Springfield or accumulated over the four

years in the White House.



She could not bring herself to go into Abraham's bedroom. She had his

clothes and personal effects brought to her, giving them away to friends

and associates and servants who had loved him : a gold and onyx initial

sleeve button he had worn the night he was assassinated to Dr. Charles

Sabin Taft; a cane to Charles Sumner, another to Slade, a messenger: the

hat he had last worn to Reverend Gurley, the comb and brush he used

to Mrs, Keckley.

Of her own things, she could give nothing away, nor leave behind the

oldest of her dresses. She treasured the bonnets, purses, shawls, furs, laces,

gloves, the tiniest scrap of material or yarn, ribbon or button : for she was

afraid she would not have enough money to support herself and her sons.

And so she filled the boxes and trunks, combining, fitting, packing from

early morning until late at night, deriving energy from the task at hand.

Robert disapproved.

“It makes no sense to take away all these old saaps. You must have fifty

to sixty boxes here, not to mention the dozen trunks. What are you going

to do vrith this torn dress?”

"Never mind, Robert, I vriil find use for it.”

“You won’t. People are beginning to talk: they say you're the one who’s

stripping the downstairs of the valuables, packing them in these boxes to

take away with you,”

She was aghast.

“How cruel they are! I've taken nothing that belongs here, only Father’s

stand, the one he kept his brushes and razor on. He loved it so, he agreed

I could take it with us when our second term was over, providing I re-

placed it. I’m only taking it for Taddie.”

He was out of patience.

“How many more days are you going to spend on all this, when every-

one wants us out? I hope to heaven the car which carries ail these boxes

to Chicago catchcvS fire and burns up your plunder!”

“Plunder? Why do you call my personal possessions plunder?”

“Because it's . , it’s irresponsible . . . crazy! If you don’t stop pack-

ing all this worthless stuff, I shall simply have nothing more to do with it.

It’s bad taste, as well as bad judgment”

Bad taste, bad judgment, plunder . . . ? This rose antique moire in

which she had received for the first time as First Lady, and elicited the

approving glances of the scoffing Washington ladies? This white flowered

satin and matching headdress with which she had impressed the diplo-

matic corps?

She threw back her head. The two spots flamed on her forehead. Robert

stared at her coldly.

“I think you’ve said quite enough, Robert. Would you mind leaving mv

room?”



The packing was finished, hers and Tad’s. She gathered together the

formidable sheaf of bills of her past few months’ purchases, sent for Dr.

.Henry.

“Would you be so kind as to pay these bills for me, as reasonably as you

can? They’re for things I bought in New York. Here is seven thousand

dollars. I think they’ll settle for that”

Her train left at six for Chicago,

It was five weeks since Abraham had died.

She sat stiffly in her heavy black mourning dress and black veil. But

she knew she could not go without one last look at Abraham’s bedroom,

one visit to their sitting room, to Abraham’s office.

Her legs could hardly carry her through the rush of memories, the four

years as President Abraham Lincoln and Mrs. President Lincoln: their

first hours in this executive office, with its view of the Virginia hills, the

portrait of Andrew Jackson and Abraham’s vow to hold the Union to-

gether; the call for troops; the anguish of Bull Run, Fredericksburg,

Antietam, Gettysburg, with all the young men dying; the big mahogany

table, and Abraham sitting across from her writing the Emancipation

Proclamation, giving it to her to read, seeking her approval . . ,

Abraham’s bedroom, with its massive bed, the tramp of his heavy feet

when their son had been dead a week, and she had come in here to com-

fort him. Their library-sitting room where she had worked out her plans

for the refurbishing of the White House, making it glow proudly as the

seat of the government . . . in which she and Abraham had spent so

many companionable, confiding hours , . . She would be so terribly

lonely without him. ...
Tad came to her side.

“Ma, it’s time to go. The carriage is waiting.”

They went down the main stairs, out the front door to the portico. She

stood on the top of the steps, overlooking the lawn, the driveway.

Her heart was cold and dead within her. She was half blind from cry-

ing. How could she face an indifferent, a hostile world? She wanted to

die, right then and there, on the top of these steps.

She raised her left hand, slipped the wedding ring off her finger. Slowly

out of the blindness and the unseeing, the well-worn words of the inscrip-

tion came forth to her, standing clear and strong, the living and ultimate

truth:

LOVE IS ETERNAL

This, then, was what she had left: her love for Abraham. His love for

her.

She took Tad’s hand in hers. Together, they went down the steps.
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